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Chapter 1

Alex wandered through the farmers market, sunlight warming his skin as he took in the bustling stalls filled with fresh produce, baked goods, and handmade crafts. He knew it was almost time to catch his bus home, but the glint of sunlight on pottery from a nearby stall caught his eye. Perfect Instagram content, he thought. Dodging a family clustered around baskets of heirloom tomatoes, he hurried toward the ceramics, already imagining the shot, when he collided squarely with another shopper.

"Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry," came a voice from behind him.

Alex’s jaw dropped as he turned and caught sight of the stranger. He was an older man with salt-and-pepper hair, a strong jawline, and blue eyes as piercing as a cold shower. His white linen shirt clung to his wide shoulders, and his jeans might as well have been painted on.

"N-no problem," stammered Alex, blushing as he fumbled for a response.

The stranger grinned as he took note of Alex’s reaction.

"No, it was my fault," the stranger confessed. "Let me make it up to you. Do you drink coffee? There’s a coffee truck right over there, let me buy you a cup."

"Sure. I mean, yes, I’d like that," Alex replied, his voice doing an odd little leap as he finished his sentence.

"My name’s Frank, by the way."

"Mine’s Alex. It’s a pleasure to meet you."

Just as Frank nodded and started moving toward the coffee truck, Alex’s pocket buzzed. His alarm. The damned bus was due in a few minutes.

"Oh my God, I’m so sorry! My bus is here and I have a shift scheduled soon. Maybe another time? Alex asked.

"Of course," Frank replied, the disappointment plain in his voice. "But, hey, it was nice to meet you, Alex. See you around?"

Alex's face lit up with a hopeful smile. "I'd like that. Take care, Frank."

With a final exchange of warm smiles, they parted ways, each heading in opposite directions through the crowded market.

In the weeks that followed, Alex found himself a regular at the farmers market, each visit filled with anticipation and hope of running into Frank again. Their chance encounter by the pottery stand had left an indelible impression on Alex's mind, his thoughts often drifting back to Frank's piercing gaze and magnetic aura.

Three weeks later, the universe decided to smile upon him. Amidst the hustle and bustle of the market, Frank, looking as dashing as ever, rummaged through a pile of oversized yellow onions, examining half a dozen for every one he tossed in his sack. Alex hesitated for a moment before mustering the courage to approach.

"Hi, Frank. Remember me?" Alex asked, a hint of nerves audible in his voice.

Frank’s gaze met Alex’s, a warm smile spreading across his rugged features. "Alex! What a pleasant surprise. How have you been?"

"Not bad, not bad at all," Alex grinned, a playful hand running through his sandy, shoulder-length hair.

"Find anything interesting today?"

"Meh, just browsing," Alex answered. "How about you?"

"Well," Frank began, "I’m here to pick up some produce for my restaurant. I'm the owner and head chef over at ‘The Bitten Spoon’ on Western Avenue. Have you heard of it?"

Alex admitted he hadn’t, but added that he was sure the food was delicious.

"You flatter me," Frank answered, picking up another onion from the pile in front of him. "Anyway, are you busy today? Want to keep me company?"

"I’d love to… I mean, no I’m not busy," replied Alex, his heart jumping at the invitation.

After accepting Frank's invitation, Alex wandered alongside him, weaving through the vibrant lanes of the farmers market. Frank moved with a confidence that was both captivating and calming, drawing Alex in with an easy familiarity that was unexpected but not unwelcome. They paused at a colorful flower stall, and Frank selected a cut sunflower, its golden corona reflecting the afternoon sun.

"I have a thing for these. They're resilient. Always reaching for the sun, growing faster than everything else around them. There's something intriguing about that, don't you think?" he asked Alex, before handing him the blossom.

"Never really thought about it that way," Alex admitted, accepting the flower and examining it closely.

The smell of fresh bread permeated the market with its intoxicating scent, and Frank insisted on buying a loaf for them to share. He even had a small butter packet in his bag, a testament to his culinary instincts. They stopped at a secluded bench at one end of the street, near an unlicensed busker playing guitar just outside the limits of the market. Frank balanced the loaf of bread on his lap and extended the inaugural slice to Alex. The bread was fresh and nutty and still felt warm from the oven.

After their quick snack, they continued wandering together, and the conversation flowed effortlessly. They strolled past stalls selling handmade soaps and artisanal cheeses, stopping occasionally to sample the delicacies. Frank shared his knowledge of local ingredients and their impact on his restaurant's dishes, while Alex soaked in every word, fascinated by Frank's passion for his craft. While Frank immersed himself in tales of his culinary life, Alex kept his contributions simple, focusing instead on the peculiarities of the marketplace they were exploring.

"Have you ever noticed how each stall has its own style?" Alex asked, motioning towards a produce vendor whose bell peppers were arranged like a rainbow gradient.

Frank glanced around, realization etching across his face. "You know, I hadn’t noticed, but you're right. They've all got their own vibe."

Alex chuckled, pointing to a cheese stall where different varieties were stacked into intricate shapes. "Bet you ten bucks they’re building the Eiffel Tower with brie and cheddar."

Laughing, Frank followed his gaze, squinting his eyes to decipher the cheesy structure.

"I can see it," he said, "or at least, I think I can. It's all about perception, huh?"

Alex nodded, leading Frank towards a boutique soap stall.

"And these guys," he said, lifting a lavender-scented bar to his nose, "I bet they think they’re the Chanel of the soap world. You'd think they were discussing a million dollar perfume line, the way they talk about their soap."

Their shared laughter echoed through the market as Alex made observation after observation, keeping the focus far away from his personal history. Instead, his playful commentary kept their conversation light, amusing, and superficially charming, the perfect foil to Frank's earnest passion. With the sun beginning to dip below the horizon, the market started to wind down. Alex and Frank found themselves at the other edge of the market, near a tamale vendor who had just started packing up her wares.

"Time really flies when you're in good company," Frank said, a hint of wistfulness in his voice.

"It does," Alex agreed. "I've had a great time with you today, Frank."

Frank looked into Alex's eyes, his gaze causing the young man’s heart to race in his chest.

"I have too, Alex," he replied, a hint of desire seeping into his voice.

A long and tense silence hung between the pair until Frank finally decided to speak up.

"So, I normally would never do this, but would you like to come back to my place?" he asked, his eyes narrowing as he looked at Alex.

Alex felt his skin prickle and his palms sweat. Despite his sexual proclivities, Alex had always considered himself more conservative than most other queer people, and had always felt uncomfortable about hook-up culture, never taking part in it. But there was something about Frank that made it hard to say no.

"I mean, I usually don’t… Actually, sure. Why not?" he replied, his face turning beet red.

"Great. I don’t live far from here. Did you take the bus today?" Frank asked.

Alex nodded his head.

"No worries, I’m parked nearby. Let’s go."

Frank led Alex to his car, a silver Mercedes sedan that gleamed in the fading sunlight. As Alex buckled himself into the comfortable leather seat, a tense silence filled the air. Alex could feel the anticipation building between them, the unspoken desire almost tangible. The drive to Frank's house was short, just a few blocks away from the market. The quiet journey did nothing to dissipate the growing tension, however, with only the soft hum of the engine and the occasional quick glance breaking the silence. Upon arriving, Alex took in the sight of Frank's home, a charming bungalow surrounded by a well-manicured garden. As they entered the house, Frank gestured for Alex to take a seat in the cozy living room.

"Make yourself comfortable," he said with a smile. "I'll pour us some drinks."

Frank's living room was sleek and understated, exuding a sense of effortless sophistication. A plush, charcoal-gray sectional dominated the space, its deep cushions inviting yet meticulously arranged, accented with throw pillows in shades of deep teal and gold. In one corner, a high-end sound system stood prominently, its polished black finish and softly glowing digital interface hinting at Frank’s appreciation for quality and precision. Vintage vinyl records lined a low, walnut shelf beside a sleek turntable. Warm, ambient lighting softened the room's edges, casting gentle shadows over the hardwood floor and making Alex feel simultaneously impressed and slightly intimidated by the quiet opulence around him.

Returning from the kitchen, Frank handed Alex a glass filled with a rich amber liquid. Unaccustomed to drinking, Alex winced and coughed as the liquor burned down his throat. Frank grinned, but didn’t comment, scooting closer to Alex and placing his hand on the young man’s thigh. Alex’s heart raced as he gulped down the rest of his drink, desperate to calm his nerves.

"Relax, Alex," Frank said, his voice soft and reassuring.

Alex took a deep breath and let out a laugh, telling Frank, "I’m sorry, I’ve just never done anything like this before. I know it sounds silly, but I was raised Mormon and this is all just a little…"

"A little intimidating?" answered Frank.

"Yes, exactly!"

"Well, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. But I know you can sense that there’s something going on between us, something electric. Don’t deny it, because I know you can feel it too."

Alex blushed as he realized that the older man was right. He looked over and gazed into Frank’s blue eyes.

"I feel it too," Alex admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "I've felt it ever since we first ran into one another."

Alex’s eyes locked onto Frank’s and the older man began to slowly move his hand further up Alex's leg, stopping just shy of the crest of his hip.

"Does this feel electric?" Frank asked, his voice low and inviting.

Alex nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. Taking a deep breath, he reached out and placed his hand on top of Frank's, giving it a gentle squeeze.

"Yes, Frank," Alex whispered.

With that affirmation, the two leaned in closer, their faces mere inches apart. The anticipation hung thick in the air as they hesitated, their breaths mingling together in the small space between them. And then, finally, their lips met in a slow, tender kiss that grew the spark between them into a roaring flame. When Frank finally broke off the kiss, Alex’s head was swimming. Taking the initiative, the young man leaned back in, but was stopped by Frank.

"Wait. Before we go any further, there’s something I want to ask of you," Frank said.

"Sure. What is it?" asked Alex.

"Before I ask, just know you’re free to say no, alright? It’s just that I’ve got a bit of a… kink isn’t the right word. What the hell, I’ll just go out and say it. I want you to put an outfit on for me. It’s just this thing I bought a long time ago, I know it would fit you and it would drive me so wild that I’d never forgive myself if I didn’t at least ask."

Alex hesitated for a moment, the unexpected request catching him off guard. He glanced at Frank, who looked both hopeful and a little embarrassed, and then considered his own feelings. He'd never been in a situation like this before, and the prospect of indulging in Frank's fantasy was both thrilling and intimidating. Taking a deep breath, Alex nodded slowly.

"Alright, Frank. I'm open to trying new things. I'm willing to give it a shot."

Frank's face lit up.

"You have no idea how excited that makes me. Thank you for being so open to this."

With that, Frank stood up and extended his hand to Alex. The young man took it and followed Frank deeper into the house. Frank’s bedroom was at the end of the hall, and when Alex entered he found it elegant, sophisticated, and warm. The walls were adorned with more tasteful artwork, while the dark wood furniture gave the room a sense of depth and richness. The centerpiece of the room was a large, plush bed dressed in soft, high-quality linens, inviting one to sink into its depths and unwind after a long day.

As Alex took in his surroundings, he was struck by the intimacy of the space. The warmth and coziness of the room, combined with the lingering scent of Frank's cologne, wrapped Alex in warmth and scent, easing his nerves. He felt his nerves gradually ebbing away, replaced by a sense of excitement for the night ahead.

Frank retreated into his spacious walk-in closet, leaving Alex standing in front of the bed. After a short while, he emerged, carrying a brown paper bundle, carefully tied up with twine. Alex took the package when it was offered, and urged on by Frank, started to unwrap it. His pulse quickened with each layer he unwrapped, the mystery almost too exciting to bear. When he finally unfolded the last of the paper, his heart jolted in his chest as he caught sight of its content: a stunningly intricate set of revealing lingerie.

Alex dropped the paper to the floor and held the fabric up in front of him. The first item was a negligee, dark black and crafted from expensive looking lace. The second was a g-string thong, scandalously minimalistic, with thin straps designed to rest on the hips, and an impossibly small triangular patch that would provide only the slightest hint of modesty.

"I know it’s a bit much," Frank admitted, "but the thought of you in that outfit is making me so hard that I can barely think straight."


Chapter 2

Alex stared in awe at the provocative lingerie. He couldn’t deny the allure of Frank’s request, but he was already so far out of his comfort zone that he wasn’t sure he could keep pushing himself. His pulse quickened as he tried to build up the nerve to indulge the older man’s desires. After a moment’s hesitation, Alex’s eyes met Frank’s, and he took a deep breath.

"Why not?" Alex whispered, his voice trembling.

Frank gave Alex a reassuring smile and told him he would be waiting in the living room before leaving, granting him the privacy to change into the outfit. With a mixture of curiosity and apprehension, Alex slipped on the delicate garments. The lace was a little scratchy against his skin, and the sensation of the fabric wedged between his ass cheeks was something else entirely. He hesitated for a moment before stepping in front of the full-length mirror.

Alex’s jaw dropped as he took in his reflection. The black lace hugged his body in a way that was both elegant and sexually provocative, accentuating his form and making him look like a pure sexpot. The tiny bulge in the front of his panties looked cute and appealing, as did his small, perky nipples clearly visible through the lace. His heart continued to race, and he could feel the adrenaline surging through his veins. Gathering his courage and taking one last look at himself, Alex took a deep breath and walked out of the bedroom.

The journey down the hallway seemed to stretch on endlessly, and upon finally reaching the living room, Alex was struck by the sight of Frank, completely nude and casually reclined on the couch. The older man lazily played with his stiffening cock, his eyes fixed on Alex as he tip-toed into the room, the youth barely believing what he was looking at.

"Wow," growled Frank, "look at you! You look even hotter than I imagined. My God!"

"T-t-thanks," muttered Alex, his eyes darting to the floor in embarrassment.

As Frank stood to approach the young man, Alex’s eyes darted back up to the man’s swollen, uncircumcised cock. It hung semi-erect in front of his toned and sculpted body, and Alex guessed that it was at least twice the size of his own.

"Do a little spin for me. Let me get a good look at you," instructed Frank, slowly pleasuring himself off as he gazed hungrily at Alex.

Alex, not knowing what else he could do, complied, turning slowly so that Frank could get a better look at his body. When he’d turned back around, Frank had taken a step closer and rested his calloused hand against the young man’s hip. Despite the nerves, Alex’s cock immediately grew, swelling against the panties that enveloped it. As if sensing this, Frank reached down and gave Alex’s bulge a gentle squeeze. Alex moaned audibly, the sensation so powerful and so pleasurable that he felt like he might cum from that touch alone. Feeling as if it was just too much to bear, he tried stepping away from Frank, but the older man pulled him in closer.

"You don’t have to be scared," he whispered, his lips mere centimeters away from Alex’s ear.

"I’m not scared, I just…"

"Shhh," urged Frank, grabbing Alex gently by the wrist and guiding his hand down to his cock.

Alex bit his bottom lip, wrapping his slender hand around Frank’s thick member. It was warm and heavy and Alex couldn’t help but admit he enjoyed the feeling of it in his hand. He began slowly stroking it and Frank leaned in and started nibbling on Alex’s ear, causing the young man’s knees to go weak. He moaned and leaned into Frank’s muscular chest, kissing it and taking in his manly aroma. In response, Frank reached back and cupped Alex’s buttocks, each firm cheek feeling small in the older man’s powerful hands. When he squeezed, Alex’s cock jumped, hard enough now so that the head began to poke out the top of the panties. Suddenly, Frank brought his hands to Alex’s shoulders and began to guide the young man down to the floor. Alex didn’t resist, falling to his knees and letting Frank grab him by the back of the head and pull his face against Frank’s now fully erect cock.

"Open your mouth," urged Frank, and Alex obeyed, taking the head of Frank’s throbbing cock into his wet maw.

It was clean and Alex found the taste of Frank’s precum sweet, so he began sucking, letting go of his reluctance and second thoughts and enjoying the naughty situation he’d been led into. He ran his wet lips up and down Frank’s shaft, feeling a bewildering sense of pride as the older man moaned and caressed the back of his head.

"That’s a good little slut," growled Frank, bucking his hips back and forth.

The heat flooded Alex’s face, and could feel his cock growing harder by the second. Frank grinned, noticing that his words had the intended effect on Alex.

"You like being talked to like that, don’t you?" he continued, grabbing Alex by the back of the head and easing his cock into the young man’s throat.

Alex gagged, but Frank didn’t let go of his grip, forcing his cock slightly deeper until suddenly withdrawing himself completely. Taken completely off guard, the young man gasped for air, letting a strand of spit fall from his mouth onto the floor. Frank dropped to one knee and squeezed Alex’s cock, now rock-hard, sticking out the top of the panties, and leaking precum like a faucet. Alex’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as otherworldly waves of pleasure coursed through his body.

"I asked you a question. Do you like being talked to like that or not? And don’t lie to me," Frank whispered, moving his hands lower and taking hold of Alex’s sensitive balls.

Alex nodded his head and Frank slowly tightened his grip, whispering into the young man’s ear, "I can’t hear you. Do you like being called a slut or not?"

"Yes, Frank…" Alex moaned, leaning his head into the older man’s shoulder.

"Yes what?" Frank replied, tightening his grip just enough for a small speck of pain to flavor the intense pleasure.

"I like being called a slut!" Alex cried out, biting into his bottom lip.

With those words, Frank let go, and kissed Alex gently on the lips. The young man’s knees went weak and his heart fluttered as he returned the lustful gesture. The urge that tried to convince him that this was all happening too fast, that this wasn’t the sort of thing he did, was becoming less and less powerful, drowned out by the urge to please Frank and to feel all the pleasure that came with that.

"Then get on the couch, slut. Hands and knees, your ass facing me," ordered Frank, breaking off the kiss and pointing forcefully.

His heart raced with anticipation as he contemplated the command. There was that lingering feeling of vulnerability, yes, but his hormones made it almost impossible to resist the order. Inhaling deeply to calm his nerves, he complied with the older man’s instructions, positioning himself on the couch on his hands and knees, his ass facing Frank, prepared to fully immerse himself in the moment.

"Look at that hole, look at that beautiful hole," growled Frank as he approached, grabbing both cheeks with either hand and spreading them apart. "What a naughty boy, shaving back there. Who are you trying to impress, huh?"

Alex squeezed his eyes shut as he took in the odd, submissive vibrations that ran through his body.

"I asked you a question. Who are you trying to impress?"

Frank gave a nice firm slap to the young man’s slender backside. The sensation took him by surprise, but he was unable to deny that he found it absolutely delightful.

"Nobody," whispered Alex, sticking his ass out even farther, as if daring Frank to play more with it.

"That’s ‘nobody sir,’ and speak up when I talk to you!" Frank barked, delivering another spank, in the same exact spot but with twice the force.

"Nobody, sir!" Alex shrieked, louder than he had wanted.

Alex felt Frank yank the panties down his hips, followed by a wet and warm kiss directly on his exposed hole. He exhaled dramatically, his body shaking in pleasure as Frank kissed and licked his most private and delicate area. He’d never had someone eat him out like this and it was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. After the first seconds of shock had passed, he found himself pressing back into Frank’s face, gyrating his hips as the older man licked every square centimeter between his cheeks.

"Oh my God, yes!" moaned Alex, the urge to submit having completely won out for the moment.

Unable to contain himself any longer, Alex stroked himself, his cock achingly hard and soaked in precum, but before he could really get into it, Frank stopped what he was doing, grabbed Alex by the hips, and pulled him off the couch and onto the carpet. Alex looked up as Frank laid down on his back in the same spot the younger man had just occupied.

"Sit on my face," he ordered, grabbing Alex firmly by the arm and pulling him over.

Alex straddled the older man’s taut body, hesitantly scooting his ass towards Frank’s face. The older man wrapped his powerful arms around Alex’s waist and pulled him in close, returning his tongue to the young man’s hole.

"Ohhh!" Alex cried out, overcome with pleasure at the new sensation.

Frank replied with another hard, open-handed slap to the young man’s firm ass cheek. Alex cried out in pain, but then moaned again, unable to ignore the service the older man was giving him. Taking the initiative, he leaned forward and grabbed ahold of Frank’s cock, still rock-hard and pointing in the air.

"Suck it," Frank ordered, the sound of his voice reverberating against Alex’s hole, causing the younger man’s body to twitch with pleasure.

Opening his mouth as wide as he could, Alex took the tip of Frank’s thick cock back into his wet, eager mouth. The pair lounged on the bed sixty-nining, Alex bobbing slowly up and down on Frank’s cock, as Frank feasted on the young man’s perfectly shaved and perfectly shaped ass. Wet smacking sounds filled the room as both men became lost in a sea of pleasure.

"I want to feel it all the way down your throat," interrupted Frank, squeezing the side of Alex’s waist. "Do you think you can do that?"

Alex was unsure of the answer, but couldn’t muster the courage to voice his hesitancy, taking his mouth off Frank’s cock only long enough to mutter "I’ll try," in response.

Taking another deep breath, Alex took Frank's cock into his mouth until it pressed up against the back of his throat. Willing himself to relax, he tried to swallow the thick and bulging tip but was immediately denied by his body, gagging terribly as soon as the head passed the threshold of his throat. Coughing and regaining his composure, he tried a second time but again he only gagged, unable to deep-throat Frank’s sizable member.

"I said I want my cock all the way down your throat," Frank growled, delivering two more spanks to either of Alex’s ass cheeks.

"I can’t do it, it’s too big I…"

Alex’s body stiffened as Frank delivered the harshest blow yet, so loud Alex could hear it echo back from the kitchen.

"Yes you can!" urged Frank, adding another harsh slap for good measure.

The sensation of Frank’s touch mixed with his commanding demeanor made his body flow with electricity, and every caress, every swat on his behind, felt like an explosion of pleasure. It was a feeling of complete surrender, where he was willing to do anything, absolutely anything, to stay in this place of bliss.

Relaxing his jaw, Alex slid his lips down Frank’s cock until his mouth was completely full. He pushed down and pushed down until suddenly the head of Frank’s cock finally slipped into the back of his throat. It shocked Alex that his throat could stretch to fit the massive thing, and it shocked him even more that he could do it without retching.

"That’s so good! Fuck, it feels like heaven!" Frank cried out, gently grabbing Alex by the hair and holding his head in place.

Alex fought to stay down, inching Frank’s cock deeper inside of him until his nose was two inches away from the older man’s balls. He fought with all of his might to keep from gagging, but when he tried to push down the rest of the way he felt his body tighten and the reflex kick in. When he tried to pull off, however, he found himself held in place by Frank’s powerful hands. He retched slightly, feeling the spit fly out of his mouth and onto the older man’s heavy balls until mercifully he loosened his grip and Alex shot straight up for a breath of air. A thick strand of spit hung between his lips and the tip of Frank’s cock. He wiped it away and started stroking Frank with his hand, shocked that he’d held him there, but in too much of a fugue to object.

"One more time, baby. You’re making me feel so damn good, just one more time," Frank urged, stroking Alex’s sandy brown hair as he gently guided Alex’s lips back onto his cock.

Taking in a deep breath, Alex did as he was told, taking Frank’s cock back into his mouth and down his throat as the older man continued licking his smooth, sensitive hole. Passing into his throat went easier this time, and instead of trying to go all the way down, Alex went halfway and started bobbing his head up and down. Frank let out a moan and Alex continued bobbing his head, grinding his ass into Frank’s face as he did so, all of his doubts forgotten, lost inside this powerful sexual haze. In that moment, he wanted nothing more than for Frank to enter him, to feel his powerful cock inside of his willing asshole, to be held down by his powerful arms and fucked until he couldn’t see straight. But that wasn’t in the cards for Alex that day. Before he could do anything about it, Alex noticed that Frank’s hips were beginning to sway a bit more chaotically.

"Don’t you dare stop," he growled, taking hold of Alex’s hair and shoving himself a little deeper.

Without warning, Alex felt Frank’s hips buck further and felt the man’s cock begin twitching inside of him. Frank’s body convulsed strongly under him, and realizing what was happening, Alex tried to remove himself from Frank’s cock, but the older man refused to let go. He struggled to breathe as he felt rope after rope of Frank’s cum fill his belly as his powerful cock twitched and spasmed inside his throat. When the older man finally let go, Alex went up for breath, the taste of Frank’s seed filling his senses as he did so.

"Holy fuck!" cursed Frank, his body relaxing into the couch. "That felt so fucking good."

"T…thanks," replied Alex, wiping the spit from the sides of his mouth.

When the younger man laid down on Frank’s body, his cock was achingly hard against the older man’s chest. While he absolutely loved the intoxicating, submissive feeling that Frank had elicited in him by doing what he’d done, he couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed that he wouldn’t be getting fucked. But he would take release any way he could get it, so he began moving his hips in a circular motion against the older man’s muscular chest, signaling his desperation. Taking the hint, Frank gently guided Alex off his body and sat down on the couch next to him.

"Sit," he instructed, not unkindly, pointing at his lap.

Alex sat down and closed his eyes, letting the older man envelop his body in his strong, muscular arms. Frank’s touch made him feel safe and warm, like he was wrapped up in the most comfortable blanket, and when Frank’s hand brushed against Alex’s cock, the feeling was absolutely electric. The young man moaned wantonly, bucking his hips each time he was touched. Suddenly, he felt the older man wrap his calloused hand around his aching cock, at this point slippery with precum. Frank squeezed Alex’s cock and started pumping his fist, causing waves of excess pleasure to rock the young man’s body.

"Frank, please. I’m too close, I’m gonna cum," whined Alex.

But Frank was in no mood to extend their session, tightening his arm around Alex to hold him in place and speeding up the pace of his pumping. Despite Alex’s best efforts, he felt the orgasm quickly building in his loins. It built and built and built as Frank quickened his pace even further, and Alex’s muscles tightened and his cock twitched, a wave of pleasure crashing through his body as two spurts of milky-white semen shot out onto his belly.


Chapter 3

As soon as it was over, Frank released his grip and Alex collapsed down into the couch. The orgasm felt good, but undeniably anticlimactic. Frank had gotten him out of his shell, made him act and feel in ways he didn’t even know he was capable of, but once the older man satisfied his own urges, he only gave Alex a quick and dirty handjob. Alex watched as Frank stood and walked silently through the living room, marveling at his physique as he made his way naked down the hallway, his sizeable cock still swollen and swinging like a pendulum as he walked. After a minute or so, he returned with a clean towel in hand.

"There’s a shower in the hallway. You should get yourself cleaned up. There’s a hamper in there and you can toss the lingerie in there," Frank said, offering Alex the towel.

"Oh. Okay," responded Alex, standing and taking the towel from Frank.

Alex strode down the hallway in something of a daze, doing his best not to let the semen he’d spilled from sliding off his body onto the floor. Alex showered quickly, his mind all the while racing about what the rest of the evening had in store for him, hoping that maybe the pair would grab a bite to eat and then return to the bedroom for round two. When Alex stepped out of the shower, his head was still spinning. The steam enveloped him as he toweled off his body, still tingling from the encounter. He felt like a new person, the experience having awakened a deep, primal desire within him, though he couldn’t help but feeling let down that their first time together had stopped short of complete intimacy.

Wrapping the towel around his waist, Alex exited the bathroom and popped his head into Frank’s bedroom. Not finding him there, he returned to the living room and found Frank sitting on the couch, fully dressed. His eyes met Alex’s, and for the first time since they’d met, Alex found them unreadable.

"So," Frank said, his voice gentle yet firm. "I hope you’re feeling alright. I just wanted to let you know that I can give you a ride home, if you need one. Or call you an Uber if you’d rather do that."

"Oh, sure. That’d be great, thanks," he replied, forcing a smile. "Whichever you wanna do."

Frank nodded, sensing Alex’s discomfort. "Take your time getting dressed. I’ll wait for you here."

Deflated, Alex made his way back to the bedroom. He had been certain that their connection would extend beyond the bedroom, but the offer of a ride home made it clear that, at least for now, their relationship was purely physical.

"Shouldn’t have given into him like that," Alex thought, cursing himself for getting so caught up in the moment.

With a heavy heart, Alex got dressed and gathered his belongings. As he joined Frank in the living room, he tried to put on a brave face, determined to see the evening through with grace.

"Hey, Frank," he said, trying to sound casual. "I’d actually prefer it if you would call me an Uber."

Frank looked at Alex, his expression nonchalant.

"Sure, no problem," he replied, casually pulling out his phone.

Alex gave Frank his address and waited in silence as he watched Frank make the arrangements. He had half hoped that Frank would have a change of heart while he waited, but he realized now that was a stupid hope to rest on. As Frank busied himself with his phone, Alex fidgeted, trying to think of something to shift things back to his favor, but he couldn’t find the words. Just as he resigned himself to the fact that he would be leaving, Frank looked up from his phone and announced, "Your ride should be here in a few minutes."

As Alex gathered up the last of his things, Frank’s phone chimed, signaling that the Uber had arrived. Alex took a deep breath and turned to Frank, who was now standing by the door.

"Thanks for everything, Frank," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Frank didn’t reply, but placed his hands on Alex’s waist and looked at him head on. Alex looked away, unable to bear looking at his new lover’s pale blue eyes, but Frank grabbed him by the chin and brought their gaze together.

"I know things aren’t going exactly as you imagined, but let me tell you something, kid. You’re sexy as fuck and you’ve got a submissive streak in you–do you know what that means?" growled Frank.

Alex’s heart raced and he felt his face flushing and his cock stirring in his pants. Despite being asked to leave, despite his pleasure being apparently unimportant to Frank, he still got weak knees when Frank treated him like this, and all he could do was respond, "No… what does it mean?"

"It means that you’re my type. I called you a slut in bed, Alex, because that’s what you are. You haven’t come to terms with it yet, but I’m gonna show you. I know just me saying it makes you hard," Frank explained, reaching down and grabbing Alex by his quickly stiffening member.

Alex let out a whimper, helpless against Frank’s advances. Nodding his head, he leaned back into Frank’s embrace, letting the older man know that he wasn’t wrong.

"Alex," Frank continued, "you don’t have anything to worry about. I’m going to make you mine. I’m going to fuck you just like you want me to, and it’s going to be more amazing than you can even imagine. Would you like that?"

"Yes…" Alex whispered back, shivers running through his body at the thought of it.

"I’m going to make you mine, Alex, but I’m going to do it on my terms. I want you to think about that on the ride home, and when you’re in bed tonight, and when you’re at school or work tomorrow."

"Make me his? On his terms?" Alex thought.

Alex swallowed, unsure how he felt about that. He should have been offended, or at least suspicious. Instead, his stomach did a strange little flip, heat pooling low in his belly. He should tell Frank he wasn’t some toy to be claimed. He should walk out the door and forget all about this. But there was something about Frank’s words that made this impossible.

The older man’s grip on Alex’s chin tightened ever so slightly as his voice grew even more intense. "You’ve experienced just a taste of what I can do. It’s up to you whether or not you want to experience more."

With that, Frank released Alex and stepped back, allowing the younger man to catch his breath.

"Your Uber’s here," Frank said, his phone chiming with a notification. "Take care, Alex. I’ll be in touch."

Alex nodded, picking up his bag and heading for the door, as he adjusted his erection into his waistband so it wouldn’t be visible to the driver. Before leaving, he turned to look at Frank one last time. The older man’s eyes held an enigmatic promise, sending a shiver down Alex’s spine.

"Goodbye, Frank," he whispered, and then stepped outside, closing the door behind him.

The Uber ride back home was a silent blur of exhaustion and regret. When he arrived back home, Alex collapsed into bed, barely able to keep his eyes open. As he drifted off to sleep, he knew that his life was about to change in ways he couldn’t even begin to imagine.

Alex awoke twenty minutes before his first class at Portland Community College, plenty of time to eat a cold Costco croissant, wash it down with a Rip It energy drink, and hop on his longboard to skate into class. He struggled to pay attention in his lectures that day, his mind preoccupied with Frank and what could have been.

"I’m going to make you mine, Alex, but I’m going to do it on my terms. I want you to think about that on the ride home, and when you’re in bed tonight, and when you’re at school or work tomorrow."

"Well, you were right about one thing," Alex thought to himself. "You’re the only thing I’ve been able to think about since last night."

When his last class finally got out, Alex took the Green Line train out to the east side of the city, to the TJ Maxx where he worked as a Loss Prevention Associate. He’d thought it rather funny that he’d been hired on for what was essentially a security job, him being barely five-foot-six and lithe as a cat, but the manager assured him he’d only be expected to observe and report theft, rather than having to chase down hardened shoplifters out in the parking lot. The job was dull and paid barely enough to cover his bills, but it did offer one solace: spending time with his co-worker, Remedy.

Remedy, a non-binary bass player in a punk band and a Portland native, was a few years older than Alex. They were all too happy to take the newly arrived Alex under their wing and introduce him to their friends. The two bonded over their shared love of music, and Alex was happy that he had a friend to pass the slow, boring hours at work with. As Alex headed into the break room, he spotted Remedy leaning against the counter, sipping coffee from a chipped mug. Remedy was a striking figure, their androgynous appearance highlighted by shoulder-length, wavy black hair streaked with vibrant shades of neon green and electric blue. A septum ring, eyebrow barbell, and several hoops adorning their ears caught the light as they looked up from their coffee to greet Alex. Deep brown eyes framed by thick, black-rimmed glasses gave them an intellectual, yet punkish vibe.

Remedy’s slender frame, standing at an impressive five-foot-eleven, was normally accented by their choice of vintage and alternative clothing, but today it was clad in the black, vested uniform of a TJ Maxx employee. They nodded at Alex as he entered, and gestured for the two to head to the front of the store. They greeted each customer as they walked in, subtly reminding them that they were being watched. The building was slightly too cold for comfort, the fluorescent lights felt harsh, and the pair sat in relative silence, letting the time tick away. After fifteen minutes of this boredom, Remedy interjected.

"So," Remedy began, "what the hell is going on with you today?"

"What do you mean?" Alex stammered. "Nothing! Why do you wanna know?"

"Something’s up. You’ve barely said two words to me since we started. Tell me what’s up."

Alex hesitated for a few moments until Remedy interjected, "Holy shit, you finally ran into that silver fox from the farmers market again, didn’t you? The one you’ve been stalking. What’s his name?"

"Frank," Alex admitted, "and I wasn’t stalking him."

"Ha! I knew it! So all those hours of you lurking around the farmer’s market like a little creeper paid off after all. Did you get his number this time, or what?" Remedy asked, before greeting a customer as they passed through the door.

"Well, yeah. Of course. I got his number."

Remedy looked directly at Alex, their eyes going wide as the realization dawned on them.

"Holy shit, you went home with him didn’t you? Alex, you sly dog, I didn’t know you had it in you! How did it go?" cackled Remedy, tapping Alex on the shoulder with their elbow.

"I didn’t go home with him, Remedy!" Alex whispered, feeling his face flushing bright red.

"Alex, do I look like one of your Mormon elders to you? Do I?" asked Remedy.

"No.. of course you don’t…"

"Then don’t lie to me like I’m one of your Mormon elders! You went home with him. I’m one hundred percent certain," Remedy insisted.

Alex, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to get any lies past his friend, admitted to his actions, whispering, "Okay, I went home with him. Is that such a big deal?"

"Normally, no. But for you, it’s a big deal! The sheltered little Mormon boy is finally coming out of his gay little shell. I’m super proud of you, no cap," Remedy said.

Alex felt his face burning an even deeper red and replied, "Well, at least someone’s proud of me."

"How did it go?" Remedy asked. "I want all the sordid little details."

"Well, I’m not going to give you all the sordid details, but I am happy to beat around the bush for a bit. It went… fine," Alex confessed, secretly happy that he finally had someone to talk about his encounter with.

"Fine? Could he, like, not get it up, or something?"

"No, nothing like that," replied Alex. "Kind of the opposite, I guess."

"His dick was too big?"

"No! God, Remedy, we’re at work. If you promise to stop teasing me I’ll tell you what happened. And promise me you won’t tell anyone about it. Especially don’t tell anyone from your band!" whispered Alex, looking over his shoulders to make sure all the customers were out of earshot.

"Alright. I’ll stop teasing you, and you have my hand to God that whatever you tell me right now will be held in the highest confidence. I’ll be like George H.W. Bush keeping secrets about the Kennedy assassination," promised Remedy.

"I don’t entirely understand the reference, but okay. I trust you. Here we go. So… I was at the farmers market, and I spotted Frank across the way. He was buying vegetables, and I could see his muscles through his shirt. Oh my God, Remedy, he looked like Zeus! So I walked up…" began Alex.

"You approached him?" asked Remedy, shocked.

"I know, right? I wasn’t going to be able to live with myself if I didn’t. Anyways, he remembered me, of course, and we started chatting. He explained how he owned a restaurant and was a chef there, and we walked around the market looking at things. He asked me some really nice questions and was a total sweetheart. We spent a few hours just walking around. It was a wonderful afternoon, and I couldn’t have hoped for it to go any better," he explained.

"Alright, get on to the good stuff. What happened next?"

"Well, when the market started winding down he just asked me straight up, ‘hey, do you want to go back to my place?’ Everything had just been going so well and I’d already been thinking about him so much that I said yes. I don’t know what came over me. Honest, it’s like I was possessed. Anyways, he drove me back to his place in his Mercedes…"

"Mercedes!"

"Yes! A new one too! And his house was just around the corner. It was so cute and perfect, Remedy, you don’t even know. He poured me a drink, some whiskey or bourbon I think…"

"Oh my God, you didn’t!"

"I did," confirmed Alex. "And it was disgusting. Oh my God! I don’t know how you guys can stomach it. I just had a little and I thought I was gonna puke."

"It’s an acquired taste. You’ll get used to it, but go on, it’s just getting good," Remedy urged.

"Well, we started… doing stuff. It… happened. And that was that! We finished and he called me an Uber home."

Remedy grabbed Alex by the arm and shook him and Alex laughed, waving at another customer as they strolled through the front doors.

"Alex! You are not going to leave me hanging like that! What happened? You wouldn’t be acting so quiet and dour if that’s all there was to it."

"Okay, fine, but remember, no teasing, and no telling anyone! Because it’s kind of embarrassing," he said.

"I promise you."

Alex took a deep breath, deciding that it would be better for his sake to let Remedy in on the situation and get some sage wisdom.

"Things started getting a little hot and heavy, you know, and then he stopped me, said he had something he wanted me to put on for him. Some lingerie," said Alex, lowering his voice to a whisper as he uttered the last word.

"Oh, wow."

"Wow, indeed."

"Did you put it on?" Remedy asked.

"I did. I was already all riled up, and truth be told, it made me feel pretty hot," Alex admitted.

"I don’t doubt it. What happened next?"

"Well," Alex continued, "things started getting a little hotter. And heavier, you know? We were all over each other and…"

"Was it big?"

"Yes, it was big. It was perfect; someone should make a cast of it and put it in a museum somewhere. Anyways, as things kept heating up, he started getting a little dominant. Spanking me, calling me dirty names. Stuff like that. Look, it was really hot, I’m not gonna lie, but it sort of came out of nowhere, without any warning, you know what I mean? He was ordering me around, telling me to do this and that, and I was just going along with it," explained Alex.

"Holy hell, I had no idea you had it in you," observed Remedy.

"Neither did I. Things just kept getting ramping up and I was uh… pleasing him and he decided to just finish. Remedy, I was so horned up, ready to go all the way with him, doing anything and everything he asked of me and then, just like that, sploosh, it’s over."

"Okay… do you think it was like a premature ejaculation sort of situation?" asked Remedy.

"No, nothing of the sort. He decided he wanted to finish and just… finished," said Alex, chuckling dryly.

"That’s weird," they observed. "Did he at least return the favor?"

"He… I can’t believe I’m telling you this, he got me off with his hand, then offered me a shower. When I got out, he was dressed again and was like ‘okay, so I can drive you home or you can take an Uber, your choice.’ I was pretty heartbroken and just told him to call me an Uber. There was an awkward few minutes as I waited, but when the Uber arrived, he grabbed me and started whispering all sorts of stuff in my ear. I don’t remember exactly what other than, ‘I’m going to make you mine, Alex, but I’m going to do it on my terms. I want you to think about that on the ride home, and when you’re in bed tonight, and when you’re at school and work tomorrow.’"

"Wow, not gonna lie, that sounds pretty hot. Did you leave his place all bricked up?"

"Remedy!" Alex yelled, looking around and having to lower his voice again. "You said you wouldn’t tease me. Anyways, he kissed me on the way out and I went home. Been thinking about it ever since."

"That’s something else, man, definitely not what I was expecting to hear from you, but you know what? The more I think about it, the more it makes sense to me," explained Remedy.

"What do you mean?" Alex asked.

"Well, to start, you are a total sub. Total bottom, total sub. There’s no denying it. Everyone can tell from a mile away."

"I’m not a sub!"

"Yes you are. You’re a total sub with a thing for older guys because you grew up with a bunch of Mormons, and were probably getting bossed around by older dudes your entire life," they explained.

"Shut up, it’s not like that. I mean, yeah, maybe a little. But I’m attracted to all sorts of guys, not just older ones," Alex said, in a vain attempt to defend himself.

"Sure you are, kid. Anyways, I’m sure he spotted you from a mile off. As far as the way he treated you afterward… he’s seducing you. He’s got to make you really want him, you know what I mean?"

"But I already really want him! I was doing everything he wanted!"

"And now you want him even more after that stunt he pulled. I can tell. Now, there’s nothing inherently wrong with what he’s done so far, but I’d be on the lookout. He’s an older guy, a lot more experienced than you, and you don’t know him very well. He’s already pulling all sort of subtle trickery that you’re obviously not privy to. I’m not trying to burst your bubble or anything, just look out for yourself, that’s all," Remedy explained.

Alex hated feeling like a child, but he couldn’t deny that Remedy had a point. Their explanation of his behavior made total sense, and they were also much wiser when it came to these sorts of things.

"You’re right," conceded Alex. "About everything. But what am I supposed to do about it?"

"Well, have you talked to him at all since last night? Did you send any desperate texts or anything like that?" Remedy asked.

"No, I wanted to, but even I’m not that naïve," replied Alex.

"Good. You got your phone on you right now?"

"Yes, of course, why do…"

"Break time. It’s a bit early for it, but let’s head over to Jamba Juice. We’ll put our heads together and send him a text. I’ll make sure you don’t say anything stupid," assured Remedy, unbuttoning her vest and walking away.


Chapter 4

Before Alex could even process what was happening, Remedy had already strode over to an empty register, phone in hand, letting their manager know they’d be taking their break early. A moment later, with their vests off, they slipped out of the store and crossed the strip mall to Jamba Juice. The line was short, and within minutes, they were each clutching a Mango-a-Go-Go, settling into some chairs near the window. As they took their first sips, the conversation shifted.

"So," began Remedy, "what is it you want from him? Just sex? Or do you want something more?"

"I’m not sure," replied Alex. "I guess I want him to like me. And sex too, of course."

"Jesus Christ, you are the subbiest of all the subs, aren’t you? Well, there’s no fooling anyone about that, so why don’t you just go ahead and tell him how you feel? Just be straight up about everything. It’ll take him off guard, I bet," offered Remedy.

"What should I say?"

"I don’t know!" Remedy replied, their frustration showing. "Maybe say hi, then let him know you had a good time, but don’t want to play any games, that sort of stuff."

Alex sat there with his phone in hand, an empty text message open to Frank, drinking from his smoothie as he waited for Remedy to continue. "How should I state that exactly?" he finally asked, when it became clear nothing more was forthcoming from Remedy.

"Do you just want me to text him for you?" they asked, exasperated.

"Yes, please," replied Alex, handing over the phone to his friend, relieved that the responsibility was now out of his hands.

Remedy sat with the phone, frowning as they muttered to themselves and pecked intently at the screen. After a few minutes, their face relaxed and they sat back in their chair, taking a sip of their smoothie and looking satisfied.

"Want to read it, or should I just send it so you don’t chicken out?" they asked.

"No, let me see," answered Alex, taking the phone from Remedy’s hands and reading the draft message.

"Hi Frank, it’s Alex. I had a great time at your place last night :). I think you know this, but you *did* leave me a little disappointed at the end. I’m not sure if that was your plan, but I’m pretty sure you’re just trying to reel me in ;). Anyways, it’s working. You said that you wanted to make me yours, but on your terms. I’m fine with that, but no playing games, okay? I really like you and we obviously have chemistry, so why don’t you just put your cards on the table and we can go from there."

Alex stared at the message, his heart pounding in his chest. His thumb floating over the send button, he looked towards Remedy for reassurance.

"Hey, it’s up to you, but I think you could do a lot worse than that. You have something you want to add, or anything like that," they asked.

"Nope," Alex replied.

"Then be brave and send it off."

Alex took a deep breath before hitting send. Almost immediately, the message was marked as read. He told Remedy, and the two sat in a tense silence, waiting to hear back. A minute passed, and then another. Soon enough, it became clear that a reply would not immediately be forthcoming.

"I didn’t fuck up, did I? Was the message too blunt? Should I apologize?"

"Don’t you dare! Look, there could be a million reasons he didn’t respond yet. Maybe he’s got a busy lunch rush, or maybe he’s just driving," Remedy explained.

"Yeah, and maybe he’s playing more games," sighed Alex.

"That’s a definite possibility. But hold fast. Don’t text him again until he contacts you–if he ghosts you, then he’s a POS and not worth your time. And let me know what he says if and when he gets back to you, okay?"

"Of course. Thanks for your help, Remedy."

Alex glanced at his phone and noticed the duo had already gone a few minutes over their break. Hastily, the pair grabbed their smoothies and rushed back to TJ Maxx. Throughout the remainder of his shift, Alex repeatedly checked his phone, only to be met with disappointment each time. The lack of response took a toll on him, leaving him both physically and mentally drained by the end of the day.

As Alex settled into his seat on the bus ride home, his thoughts drifted to the inviting comfort of his bed and the prospect of unwinding with Netflix, irrespective of whether he would receive a response from Frank. The anticipation had left him anxious, but he was determined to find solace in his evening routine. When he finally returned home, he took a much-needed shower to wash away the stress and fatigue from the day. His roommate was working that evening and he was glad to have the apartment to himself. Wrapped in the soothing warmth of his towel, Alex stepped out of the bathroom and glanced at his phone. To his surprise, a new message from Frank was waiting for him.

"Good evening, Alex. Are you back from work? Are you finally alone, away from whoever wrote that text message?"

Alex’s heart started pounding in his chest as he read the message to himself. How could he possibly know that someone else had written that message? Without hesitation, he immediately started his reply.

"How did you know I didn’t write that? Did you spy on me or something?"

The reply came back almost immediately.

"Nothing so nefarious! I know we’ve only spent a little time together, Alex, but I’ve already got a feel for you, and there’s no way you wrote that message."

Alex stared down at his phone, contemplating whether he should text Remedy and wracking his brain for something to reply. Before he could decide, however, his phone began to ring–a request for a video call. Stunned, Alex rushed into his room, let his towel drop to the floor and climbed under the covers of his twin-sized bed. After quickly adjusting his hair, he answered the call.

"Hello?" he asked, repositioning his phone so that the video of him looked more flattering.

"Hi there, Alex. I didn’t think you were going to answer," replied Frank.

The older man was sitting in his kitchen. His phone was propped up on the counter of the island and Frank sat on a stool, his shirt crisp and pressed as he drank from a tumbler full of whiskey and ice. Alex’s stomach filled with butterflies when he saw him, remembering all the naughty things they’d got up to last time they’d met.

"Well, you were wrong this time," answered Alex, biting his lip when he realized how impudent he must have sounded.

Frank’s eyes went wide, and he let out a chuckle and replied, "Yes, I guess I was. Anyways, Alex, back to the subject at hand. Who was it that wrote the text message? I’m not mad or anything, just curious, that’s all."

Alex’s eyes darted left and right, before he admitted, "My friend, Remedy."

"And did you tell Remedy everything that happened between us? Again, I’m not mad, I’m just curious," Frank announced, taking a sip from his drink.

"Well…" muttered Alex, "yes and no. I’m sorry. I didn’t go into any details, but I did tell them what happened."

"And what did Remedy tell you? That I was playing games with you and that you should ask me to stop?" Frank asked.

"Something like that…" Alex admitted, wanting nothing more than to pull his blankets up over his face and disappear.

"Don’t worry, Alex! Relax," urged Frank, standing and strolling through his house as he spoke. "I can see that you’re beet-red, but you don’t have anything to worry about, or anything to be embarrassed about. There’s nothing wrong with asking for a friend’s advice–it’s perfectly normal. But I do want to let you in on a little secret. Do you know what that is?"

Alex shook his head no.

"I like playing games. And I’m confident that if you lower your defenses for a little, stop being so nervous, and just go with the flow, that you’ll absolutely love some of the games I have in store for you. What did I tell you when I left, Alex? I want you on my terms. Now, have you given that any thought yourself? Forget what your friend told you, what do you think?" Frank asked, picking up his phone and walking with it through his house.

"I don’t know, Frank. I don’t know what to think about it," admitted Alex.

"That’s okay, just tell me how you’re feeling right now. Don’t overthink it, just tell me."

"A little scared, I guess," Alex blurted out, feeling somewhat embarrassed to say it aloud.

At this point, Frank had reached his bedroom and placed his phone on his side table, propping it up with the stand built into its case. He removed his shoes as he talked, only periodically glancing over towards the screen, saying, "I know it’s hard to trust sometimes, but you don’t have anything to be scared of. If you ever want this to end, all you have to do is say the word, and I’ll leave you alone. Even if we’re in the heat of the moment, I’ll stop what I’m doing, no questions asked. I mean that."

Frank’s words were reassuring, and Alex sensed that he was being honest. He nodded at the camera and told Frank that he believed him, and that he would try hard to relax and go with the flow.

"That’s what I like to hear!" exclaimed Frank. "Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, I have a quick question for you. Did you find anything out of the ordinary in your pockets from the other night?"

"No…" replied Alex, confused by the question.

"Interesting," Frank replied. "Those pants you wore over, the green joggers. Are they around?"

Alex thought about it for a moment before replying, "yeah, they’re in the laundry basket right across the room."

"Delightful!" said Frank. "Why don’t you go ahead and grab them for me, and check the back left pocket for a surprise."

Alex, curious to know what Frank was talking about, asked Frank to wait for a moment and then set his phone face down on the bed. Naked, he moved across the room and began rummaging through his pile of dirty laundry until locating the pair of trousers he’d worn over to Frank’s the previous evening. He noticed immediately that there was something in one of the back pockets. He reached in and much to his surprise discovered a small bundle of lace, red and black, just big enough to fit in the palm of his hand. He unfurled the ball of fabric to discover two pairs of g-string panties. Alex’s cheeks flushed as he realized that Frank had slipped these into his pockets when he’d wished him goodbye the previous evening. Panties in hand, he climbed back in bed, tossing the blanket over his naked body, before picking the phone back up and resuming the video chat.

"So," asked Frank, "did you find them?"

"I did," admitted Alex, struggling to maintain a poker face.

"You didn’t think I’d let you go home empty-handed, did you?" asked Frank.

Alex finally let himself smile, letting his guard drop.

"No, I guess not," he admitted.

"Truth be told, I have another little game planned for you right now. That is, unless you want me to quit it with the games, like you asked earlier. What do you say? If you don’t like the game, well, like I said, you’re always free to hang up," said Frank.

Alex was so intrigued by the whole situation that he agreed to at least hear out Frank’s proposition.

"That’s what I like to hear, Alex. As you’ve noticed, when you left my humble abode the other night, I slipped two pairs of panties into your back pocket, one red, and one black. I want you to put on a pair and not tell me which, and I’m going to guess which pair you put on. If I’m wrong, then I’m going to Venmo you two hundred dollars. If I’m right, then you’re going to model the panties for me over the video call, however I want. How does that sound?" asked Frank.

When the older man made his offer, a rush of nerves tightened in Alex’s chest. On one hand, two hundred dollars was a lot of money, considering the meager paychecks he made at TJ Maxx. On the other hand, his gut instinct told him that it would be wrong to accept money for doing something like this. He opened his mouth to object, but hesitated. The intrigue of the game and the excitement it brought, combined with his earlier commitment to relax and go with the flow, made him reconsider his initial reluctance. Despite the uneasiness he felt about accepting money for something like this, Alex couldn’t deny his curiosity, or his physical reaction. So, swallowing his doubts, he finally agreed to participate in the game.

"Sure," Alex finally replied. "Let’s do it. Live a little, right?"

"That’s what I like to hear!" exclaimed Frank. "Now how this is gonna work is you’re gonna set the phone down and put on one of the pairs of panties. Pick the phone back up, making sure that the camera doesn’t show what you’ve put on, and I’ll guess. You’ll give me a quick little peek if I’m wrong, and if I’m right, well, then you have to give me more than a quick peek. I’ll be wanting a proper show. How does that sound?"

"Okay…. I can do that," responded Alex, feeling the nervousness exuding from his body.

A few moments passed before Frank said, "I’m ready when you are."

Alex set his phone down face down on the bed, and then tossed a pillow on top of it for good measure. He got up and examined the two pairs of panties, noticing that their design was identical, save for the color. Both were made of a delicate lace, with thin straps designed to wrap around the hips and a thin string that would comfortably fit between his cheeks. An intricate floral pattern adorned the front, adding a touch of elegance to the otherwise revealing lingerie. The fabric felt soft and delicate to the touch, almost weightless in his hands.

He chose the red pair at random, stepping into them and carefully pulling the lace up over his hips. The panties hugged his body snugly, the thin straps resting comfortably just above his waist. The soft fabric caressed his skin, making him feel both vulnerable and exhilarated. As he adjusted the g-string, he noticed his cock was quickly beginning to stiffen, and he took a deep breath to try and contain his excitement so that he could still fit himself into the small pocket of fabric in front. With every second that passed, the stakes seemed to grow higher, and Alex found his breath quickening. Knowing that Frank was waiting for him filled him with a combination of dread and a thrilling, forbidden desire.

Building up all the courage he had, he finally picked up the phone, making sure that the camera didn’t give Frank a peek at what he’d put on. When he held the camera back up to his face, he knew he was grinning and blushing. Frank smiled back mischievously, tilting his head back and forth.

"Did you put them on?" asked Frank.

Alex nodded his head in response, biting at his bottom lip in an unsuccessful attempt to stop from smiling.

"Let’s see here, red or black, red or black? Clerical or secular? Marx or Kropotkin?" mused Frank, rubbing at the stubble on his chin in a theatrical manner.

"I’m not telling," replied Alex. "You’re gonna have to guess."

"Guess?" remarked Frank. "I’m almost certain that you’re wearing red panties. Final answer."

Upon hearing Frank’s guess, a wave of emotions washed over Alex. Immediately, there was a pang of disappointment over missing out on the two hundred dollars, knowing how much that extra money would have helped him. At the same time, a surge of excitement and reluctance coursed through him, realizing that he now had little choice but to model the panties for Frank.

His heart raced in his chest as he tried to process the conflicting feelings.

"They’re red, aren’t they?" asked Frank, chuckling. "Give me a peek and let’s remove all doubt."

With a mixture of excitement and apprehension, Alex took a deep breath, gathering his courage. This wasn’t how he’d planned on spending his evening after work, though he couldn’t deny that he found this more stimulating than sitting in bed and watching Netflix.

"Alright," Alex said, swallowing the lump in his throat. "Here we go."

Carefully he adjusted the camera angle, just enough to give Frank a glimpse of the red lace that hugged his hips. He held his breath, waiting for Frank’s reaction, with fire all the while creeping up his cheeks. Frank’s eyes widened, and a satisfied grin spread across his face.

"I knew it!" he exclaimed. "They look amazing on you, by the way. Now, let’s see a little more. You agreed to give me a show, remember?"

Alex tilted the camera down towards his hips, revealing everything to the older man. The delicate fabric accentuated the contours of his physique, highlighting the toned muscles of his thighs and the subtle curves of his waist. The tiny threads of fabric hugged snugly against the prominent V-line that led the eyes downwards towards his cock, which by this point was peeking out of the top, too erect to be contained by the impossibly small panties.

His face flushed with embarrassment and arousal as he fought the urge to cover up, waiting to hear Frank’s voice over the tinny speaker of his phone.

"Oh my God, you look sexy as fuck!" the older man exclaimed. "Prop your phone up and let me see your ass. Get on your hands and knees on your bed and give me a good look."

Alex propped his phone up and assumed the position without even thinking, arching his back and sticking his ass out towards the camera.

"Good boy," cooed Frank, "now shake it for me. Yeah, wiggle it, just like that."

Alex obeyed without hesitation, resisting the overwhelming urge to reach down and touch himself. As he stole a glance over his shoulder at the camera, he caught sight of his own reflection: sultry, alluring, almost unreal. The red lace clung to his hips, accentuating every curve, teasing at the boundaries between innocence and seduction. A strange, electric thrill ran through him, a heady mix of vulnerability and control. His skin glowed with heat, his breath shallow, his eyes dark with mischief and raw desire.

"Now I want you to pull the panties to the side. I want to get a good look at that beautiful hole of yours," urged Frank.

Alex obeyed, slipping his fingers under the lace and tugging it aside, baring himself completely. A rush of heat flooded his body as he swayed his hips in slow, deliberate movements, teasing, inviting. Frank’s gaze was locked onto him, unwavering and dark with hunger. Alex could feel the weight of that attention, the way Frank drank in every inch of him, savoring the show. The intensity of it sent a shiver down his spine. It was intoxicating to be wanted like this.

"You look incredible, Alex. I can’t take my eyes off you. But I think it’s time for you to touch yourself, just like you’ve been craving. Go ahead, sit on the edge of the bed so I can get a good look, and do it slowly. I want to see every movement, every expression on your face."

Alex flipped over and sat on the edge of the bed, just like Frank had asked. His cock was achingly hard and already dripping precum, so much so that the front of the lace was wet and sticky with the viscous fluid. His heart thumped in his chest as he reached down and gently wrapped his fingers around his shaft. The sensation of the fabric against his sensitive skin sent shivers down his spine, and he couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped his lips. As he began to stroke himself slowly, he maintained eye contact with Frank, who watched him with a predatory intensity that only heightened the thrill of the experience.

"You look so fucking sexy right now," growled Frank. "Does it feel good?"

"It feels so good," admitted Alex, feeling a surge of pleasure run through his body just from hearing Frank’s voice.

"Are you glad that I guessed right?"

"Yes, Frank," answered Alex, realizing that he was already right on the edge of orgasm.

"Do you want to cum for me?" asked the older man, with a quiet intensity.

Alex nodded his head, desperate for release.

"Well, you better not do it without my permission. Ask me first if you want to cum."

With that command, his body turned to jelly. Each time Frank gave him an order, it sent a shiver down his spine, the anticipation and excitement mingling with a sense of vulnerability. To be ordered about in such a precarious state, with his orgasm teetering on the edge, was everything that Alex needed, though he hadn’t known it until it happened.

"Please, Frank," Alex begged, his voice dripping with desire. "Please let me cum."

Frank paused for a moment, glaring into the camera before replying, "Are you sure you want it? Maybe I should just leave you like this. If I said you couldn’t, would you obey me, or would you shoot your load right after I disconnected. And don’t you fucking lie to me, Alex. I’ll know if you’re lying."

Alex considered the question for a moment before answering honestly. "I would wait, Frank. I wouldn’t… I wouldn’t do it so long as you promised to see me again."

Alex’s cheeks reddened as soon as the words left his lips, but he knew it was the truth. He wouldn’t dare lie, of course, but to be so open, so candid, was a shock even to himself.

"That’s what I like to hear. Now cum for me, Alex. I want to see you cum," urged Frank.

A sense of relief washed over the young man as he tightened his grip on his cock and subtly increased the pace of his strokes. His attention shifted from Frank to the image of himself as he kept stroking, looking on as his body started to twitch and shake, the waves of pleasure building in his body. The pleasure built and built until he let out a moan, and rope after rope of white-hot cum shot out over his slender torso.

"That’s a good boy!" urged Frank, a wry smile spreading across his lips.

Alex continued to stroke himself as a final strand of semen shot out from his cock. And just like that, it was over. The young man gazed at Frank, whose face was unreadable. Next, he looked at himself, his lithe body out of breath and covered with a thin sheen of sweat and a mess of milky semen. Now that the moment had passed, he was hit with a hard wave of embarrassment, both for what he had just done and especially for the fact that he’d so easily submitted to Frank’s orders. He made a move to stand up, but was quickly stopped by Frank.

"Not yet," he commanded, "you look so fucking hot right now I need to look at you for a few more seconds. Don’t get cleaned up yet."

Alex squeezed his eyes shut as he fought the urge to get up and hang up the video call. Heat rose in his face, a testament to the embarrassment that threatened to consume him. But despite his post-orgasmic regret, he remained sitting there, so powerful was the grip that Frank had over him. It was as if an invisible force held him in place, tethered to Frank’s whims and desires.

A part of him reveled in the raw intensity of their encounter, while another part recoiled at the thought of what he had just done. So he waited there, stewing in his embarrassment, wondering whether he could keep up. The time dragged on, each second stretching into an eternity as he sat there, exposed and on display for Frank’s enjoyment. He could feel the weight of Frank’s gaze on him, as if it were a physical touch that both unsettled and thrilled him in equal measure. After what felt like an eternity for Alex, Frank finally broke the silence, bringing Alex back to the present and reminding him that, despite his uncertainty and inner turmoil, he had chosen this path and now he had to decide where it would lead him.

"Wow. You’re amazing, do you know that? Now I want you to get cleaned up. I know you’re exhausted, but I want you to rinse off in the shower, and before you get in bed, you’re going to put on the other pair of panties, the black ones, and go to sleep in them. And just to be clear, I want proof. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir."

The words left his lips before Alex could stop them, but they somehow felt right in the moment. And he could tell that Frank had liked it as well.

"That’s a good boy. Now go get cleaned up."

And just like that, Frank ended the call. Alex sat alone on the edge of his bed, still clad in the red panties and covered in the aftermath of his pleasure. His heart still pounded in his chest, a mix of adrenaline and lingering embarrassment still coursing through him. He took a few deep breaths to center himself, trying to process everything that had just unfolded. Slowly, he stood and carefully walked toward the bathroom, being mindful of the mess on his body, his legs wobbling after the intense experience. As he turned on the shower, he glimpsed himself in the mirror. He looked at his own reflection, taking in the sight of himself all dressed up and worn out. Despite himself, a smile crept over his face, and he stepped out of the soiled panties. He stepped into the warm shower, the water washing away both the physical traces of the encounter and some of the emotional weight that had settled over him.

After cleaning up, Alex dried off and slipped into the black panties just as Frank had instructed. He took a picture of himself wearing them, hesitating a moment before he pressed send.

Crawling into bed, he felt the soft lace against his skin, thin and insistent. He turned onto his side, the elastic pulling gently at his hips, and stared at the dark ceiling until sleep finally came.


Chapter 5

Alex awoke the next morning, his body still tingling from the events of the night before. The dirty panties he’d worn during the video call with Frank now lay crumpled on the floor next to his bed, a reminder of their intimate exchange. He reached for his phone. No new messages from Frank. A quiet disappointment sank low in his gut. The absence gnawed at him as he moved through his morning routine, the rush of last night’s emotions lingering like a ghost. Half-dressed, he caught his reflection in the mirror. The black thong still clung to his hips, a delicate, teasing thing. Barely there, yet impossible to ignore. Maybe it was because they were a gift from Frank, but they felt too good to take off. With a quiet thrill, he slipped on a pair of black joggers over them, the fabric skimming against the lace in a way that sent a shiver down his spine. A secret. A quiet, unseen tribute to the man who had put them on him in the first place.

After getting ready, he stepped out of his apartment and headed to the bus stop, the foggy morning chill of Portland nipping at his skin. The bus arrived with the usual rumble, and he climbed aboard, finding a seat near the back. As the vehicle lurched forward, Alex replayed the previous night’s events in his mind. The sensation of lace against his skin, the thrill of being exposed and vulnerable, and the way Frank had commanded him – it all swirled together, consuming his thoughts. When he arrived at campus, he stepped off the bus and made his way to his first class.

The lecture hall was filled with the familiar hum of students chatting and settling into their seats. Alex took his usual spot near the window and checked his phone one last time before class started, but still there was no word from Frank. The professor began speaking, but Alex found it impossible to concentrate; his thoughts were elsewhere, his mind fixated on Frank and the impact their budding relationship was having on his life. It was much the same throughout the rest of the day. He attended his lectures and seminars, but his thoughts kept drifting back to him. The memories of their time together, both in person and over the phone, held a magnetic pull that Alex couldn’t resist. He wondered what the future would hold for them, whether they’d continue down this path and where it might lead. The distraction continued into the evening, as he found himself sitting at the entrance of TJ Maxx, staring off into space as Remedy once again joined him to start their shift.

The two nodded to one another and began the business of greeting each customer that passed through the doors to the store. It was busier than it had been in a few weeks, but after a few minutes, Remedy noticed that something was up.

"Something happened with Frank," Remedy mused as soon as there was a lull in their work. "I can smell it."

"Smell it?" replied Alex, anxiety creeping into his body despite knowing that he’d taken a shower after his fun with Frank.

"Figuratively, Alex. Figuratively. But now I know something’s up. Did he respond to my, I mean, your text?" Remedy asked.

Alex looked over his shoulders to make sure no one was in earshot before responding, "He could tell that I didn’t write it, Remedy."

"Oh shoot, I was kind of worried about that," they admitted. "I hope I didn’t fuck it up for you."

"No, it’s okay. Nothing like that."

"Then what happened?"

"Eh, it’s a whole thing. You wouldn’t be interested," Alex replied, knowing that there was nothing else in the world that Remedy would be more interested in.

"Alex! What happened? You know I’m not gonna tell another living soul. Please! I need to know!!!"

Alex laughed and began recounting the evening to Remedy, from Frank calling him out for not writing the text, to finding the panties hidden in his pocket, to the wager Frank made and the events that preceded, leaving out only the most explicit of details. When Alex was finished telling the story, Remedy looked back at him with a look of shock written all over their face.

"And you’re not just fucking with me? That really all happened?" they asked.

"If you don’t believe me, I’ll show you. We’re about due for a break, don’t you think?"

Alex motioned for Remedy to follow him into the break room. As he stepped inside, he switched on the kettle, already set on making tea for them both. Remedy quickly radioed their manager to approve the early break, then rushed in after him, curiosity practically radiating off of their body.

The break room was a modest space, furnished with a small table and a few mismatched chairs, all clustered together in the center. One wall was lined with metal lockers, each one adorned with various stickers and magnets belonging to the employees. A microwave, mini-fridge, and coffee maker were squeezed onto a narrow countertop beneath a row of cabinets filled with mugs, plates, and other essentials. But despite its utilitarian appearance, the break room offered the pair a much-needed refuge from the bustle of the store.

Remedy entered in a rush, their curiosity evident in their wide eyes and raised eyebrows. They closed the door behind them, ensuring their conversation wouldn’t be overheard by any curious co-workers. Taking a seat at the table, Remedy eagerly leaned forward, waiting for Alex to reveal the proof he’d mentioned.

"Maybe we’d better wait for the kettle to boil. I think that…"

"Alex!" Remedy yelled, overcome with curiosity.

"Okay, fine. Have it your way."

With those words, Alex took off his security vest and then untucked his polo shirt, turned sideways to Remedy, reached down into his pants and pulled up the side of the panties he still had on from the previous night.

"Oh my God!" cackled Remedy with delight. "You really did all that stuff didn’t you?"

At the limits of his bravery, Alex tucked his shirt back in and told Remedy, "You believe me now, don’t you?"

"I’m shocked and awed. If someone had told me that the doe-eyed little Mormon boy I met a year ago, fresh off the bus from Utah with barely a toe out of the closet, would be doing femboy cam shows for his older lover, I’d have said that they were crazy. Congrats on coming out of your shell," Remedy said.

"It really is wild isn’t it?" admitted Alex. "I don’t know what’s gotten into me. Is it just Frank? Remedy, it’s like he’s got this power over me. I just hear him talk, and my knees go weak. It’s like I’m putty in his hands and I don’t know how to explain it."

Remedy smiled reassuringly at Alex, their eyes filled with amusement and understanding.

"You know, Alex, sometimes we meet people who just have that effect on us. It’s not necessarily a bad thing. Just look out for yourself, go with the flow, and always, and I mean always, have some sort of escape plan in place, just in case shit goes south."

The kettle whistled, signaling that the water was ready, and Alex stood up to pour them both a cup of tea.

Remedy continued, "Remember, you’re the one in control of your own life. If at any point you feel uncomfortable, or want to slow down, you tell Frank in no uncertain terms, understood? If he doesn’t respect that, then you tell him to go kick rocks."

"Sounds like as good of a plan as any," agreed Alex, handing Remedy a cup of tea.

"Now," began Remedy, sipping at their tea and flashing Alex a mischievous grin, "have you heard back from Frank since last night?"

Alex shook his head no.

"In that case, why don’t you send him a little photo? Something sexy to show him that you’re thinking of him?" Remedy proposed.

"I don’t know… Are you sure that’s a good idea?" asked Alex.

"Yes! Absolutely! Come on, let me snap a few quick shots right here in the break room. And I’ll keep it classy, I promise," Remedy suggested.

"Are you crazy? What if someone walks in?" Alex replied, laughing and then taking a sip of tea.

Remedy did a quick survey of the break room, grabbed an old wooden chair, and then propped it up against the handle of the door.

"I’m being serious. We can do it, but we gotta make it quick. Just a few snaps of you in those panties. It’ll drive Frank wild, I know it. The security camera is busted in here, and if anyone tries to come in, just… just pretend like you’re crying and I’ll figure something out. Come on, let’s go!"

"Like I’m crying!?! What are you…"

"Alex! Just hand me your phone!" replied Remedy, exasperated.

Alex took a deep breath and then did as asked, unlocking his phone and handing it to Remedy. He quickly kicked off his shoes, and then stripped out of his vest, polo shirt and trousers until he was standing there wearing nothing but the black, lace panties.

"Alright," Alex announced, "let’s make this quick."

Remedy ushered Alex against the wall nearest the door, choosing the corner where the light hit just right. His hands were shaking, but he trusted Remedy’s advice and knew that they would take some good photos.

"Okay, now stand up straight," Remedy instructed. "Stick your chest out, yes, just like that. You look so hot! This is going to drive him crazy. Now look at the lens and pretend it’s Frank. Yes! Perfect! Perfect!"

Alex did as instructed, his initial hesitation fading as he began to enjoy the impromptu photoshoot. He struck various poses, each showcasing the black lace panties.

"Now spread your legs, just a little bit. Let’s get him a look at that nice little package of yours!"

"Remedy!" replied Alex, feeling his skin begin to flush red.

"Perfect! You’re flushing all red because you’re embarrassed, he’s going to love that!" laughed Remedy, taking two more snaps before signaling to Alex that they were finished.

Suddenly, the door to the break room rattled, followed by two quick knocks. Alex’s heart jumped all the way into his throat as he and Remedy looked at each other, both panic-stricken.

"Alex? Remedy? Are you guys in there?" came the voice of Jennifer, the store manager.

"Yes," replied Remedy, their voice steady and reassuring despite the pressure. "We need a second, please."

Alex hurriedly dressed, his hands shaking and his heart thumping in his chest. Remedy whispered to him, "Pinch your eyes a little. You were crying," and walked towards the door to the break room. Once dressed, Alex sat down at the table and did as he was told, doing his best to make his eyes look red. He gestured hurriedly at Remedy before putting his face in his hands. Taking the signal, Remedy pushed the chair to the side, unlocked the door and opened it. Jennifer stood on the other side, fumbling with her keys, a look of annoyance on her face.

"What were you guys doing?" they asked, stuffing a large keyring back in her pocket.

"I’m sorry, Jenn," Remedy began, looking over her boss’s shoulder to make sure no one else was in earshot. "Alex just heard from his family and they gave him an ultimatum. They said they’re going to cut him off completely if he continues to live his ‘sinful lifestyle.’ It’s messed up, I know. He’s really broken up about it. Don’t tell anyone, alright?"

Jennifer’s expression softened at once, her annoyance replaced with genuine concern.

"I’m sorry Alex. I knew you weren’t on good terms with them because of all the… you know, but I didn't think it had gotten that bad. If you need some time off or anything, just let me know, okay?"

"Thank you, Jennifer," Alex choked out, trying to sound as distraught as possible. "I really appreciate it."

Jennifer nodded empathetically.

"Of course. You two just finish up your break and get back to work when you’re ready."

With that, Jennifer left the break room, closing the door gently behind her. Alex let out a huge sigh of relief, grateful that Remedy’s quick thinking had saved them from potential disaster.

"Well done, Remedy. I thought I was going to have a panic attack when Jennifer knocked on the door," Alex said, his heart rate slowly returning to normal.

Remedy shrugged, grinning. "Hey, it’s what friends do, right? But seriously, I hope I didn’t bring up any painful memories or anything. Crying always catches people off guard, but the thing about your family was just off the cuff. I didn’t mean anything by it.

"No, it’s okay," sighed Alex. "I mean, it’s not far from the truth, really. For now let’s just focus on getting through this shift."

Remedy nodded in agreement, and then suddenly, their face lit up with excitement.

"Alex," they said, "aren’t you forgetting something? Send Frank a picture!"

Alex’s eyes widened as he realized that, in the midst of all the chaos, he had almost forgotten about the photos Remedy had taken. "Oh, right! Let’s do it real quick before we have to get back out on the floor."

Together, they huddled around Alex’s phone, swiping through the picture from their impromptu photoshoot. Remedy had done an impressive job of capturing Alex in flattering poses, each highlighting the black lace panties and his newfound confidence. They scrolled through the images, a surge of excitement hitting Alex as he thought of Frank’s reaction. After a few minutes of deliberation, the pair managed to narrow it down to two pictures they liked the most. In the first photo, Alex leaned against the wall with his legs slightly spread, a coy smile playing on his lips. The second picture was a bit more provocative, with Alex facing away from the camera, glancing over his shoulder, and giving a nice shot of the g-string running up between his cheeks.

"Okay, I think these two are the winners," Alex declared, his heart pounding with anticipation.

Remedy grinned and gave a thumbs up. "I agree. Frank’s going to lose his mind when he sees these!"

Taking a deep breath, Alex typed out a short message based on Remedy’s suggestions to go along with the photos: "Can’t stop thinking about you. Please, can I come over soon? Please? XOXO."

Before he could convince himself that it was a bad idea, he hit the "send" button, throwing caution to the wind. As soon as the pictures were sent, a mix of anxiety and excitement coursed through Alex’s veins.

Remedy, sensing Alex’s nerves, gave him a reassuring pat on the back. "You did great, Alex. Trust me, he’s going to love them. Now let’s get back to work before Jennifer comes looking for us again."

A few minutes after returning to the floor, Alex’s phone vibrated in his pocket. His pulse spiked as he reached for it, hoping beyond all measure that it was Frank’s response to the pictures he’d sent. He glanced at the screen, his adrenaline surging when he saw the new message notification was from none other than him. Alex’s hands trembled with anticipation as he quickly swiped to open the message.

"Wow, Alex," Frank’s message began, "You look absolutely amazing. Are you at work? Did you wear the panties I gave you all day? Who took the pictures? I have so many questions, but to answer yours, of course you can come over soon. Let’s make plans for tonight, if that works for you. I can’t wait to see you again."

Remedy noticed the smile on Alex’s face and asked, "So, what’d he say?"

Alex smiled back, unable to contain his excitement. "He loved the pictures! I think he was a little shocked to be honest, but he wants me to come over tonight. Should I text him back right away?"

"Go for it," suggested Remedy.

"I’m glad you like them," Alex typed to Frank. "And to answer your questions, I wore them all day – to school and work. My friend Remedy took the pictures, but don’t get jealous: we’re strictly platonic. They’re only into real butch cis-girls and I’m only into… you. And I’d love to come over tonight."

As soon as the message was sent out, Alex could see that Frank was already typing a reply. A few seconds later it popped up on his screen: "I didn’t know you had it in you, Alex. You keep on surprising me each time we talk. I’ll send an Uber over to your place at eight o’clock on one condition. Two conditions, actually."

"What’s that?" typed Alex, intrigued.

"Keep the panties on and don’t shower. I’ll see you then."

Alex blushed and when Remedy asked what Frank had said, he simply replied, "Remedy, some things I need to keep secret, even from you."

After their shift ended, not wanting to spend any more time at their workplace, Alex and Remedy decided to head over to the Ross across the street to find the perfect outfit for Alex’s date with Frank. They walked through the aisles, browsing the selection and discussing what would look best on Alex while also accentuating his feminine side, something they both agreed would appeal to Frank.

"Alright, so we’re looking for something that’s sexy, first and foremost. You’re going straight to his place - not out to dinner and a movie, so there’s no need to dress modestly. And it might be a bit much, but I know what men like Frank want, the sort of outfit that will drive him absolutely wild."

The thought of going to Frank’s place already dressed up for some action made his palms sweat, but he knew that he should follow Remedy’s advice, so he reluctantly agreed. Remedy began digging through the shelves as Alex looked on anxiously. After a few minutes of searching, Remedy pulled out a pair of black, high-waisted shorts and a white crop top with lace trim.

"This will accentuate your curves," they said, handing the clothing to Alex, "and make you look… young."

Alex examined what Remedy had picked out and commented, "Remedy, the shorts barely cover my ass!"

"That’s exactly the point, now don’t interrupt me for a second, I’ve still a few things to find," they replied, continuing their search through the racks.

After a few more minutes of browsing, they’d pulled out a pair of strappy platform sandals that would add a bit of height and femininity to the outfit. They also grabbed a simple black choker necklace and a pair of over-the-knee socks to even everything out.

"He’s not going to be able to resist you," Remedy commented.

Unable to reply, cheeks flushed beet red, Alex just nodded.

"Well, what are you waiting for? Go try it on!" urged Remedy.

Alex hesitated for a moment, clutching the outfit to his chest before finally nodding and heading towards the fitting rooms. The outfit was indeed scandalous, but he trusted Remedy’s instincts. Once dressed, he stepped out of the fitting room, feeling both exposed and oddly empowered. Remedy’s eyes widened in delight as they took in Alex’s transformation.

"Wow," Remedy gushed, "you look absolutely amazing! I knew this outfit would look good on you, but holy hell, I never imagined you’d look like this!"

Alex looked down at himself, adjusting the shorts and trying to cover a bit more skin.

"Thanks, Remedy. It does look good on me, I’m not gonna lie."

Remedy beamed at him.

"Trust me, Frank’s going to go absolutely crazy when he sees you. Now, let’s get this stuff paid for and head back to your place. We’ll have a mini fashion show, and I’ll teach you to walk around in those platforms. You don’t want to be clomping around like a dinosaur when you’re trying to be seductive."

The pair left the store with their purchases. Alex could barely believe he was actually going through with this, but at the same time, he wanted Frank so badly that he’d show up wearing absolutely nothing if he thought that would make him happy.

Back at Alex’s apartment, the two friends spent the evening drinking tea, trying on different combinations of accessories with the outfit, and practicing walking in the platform sandals. Remedy provided plenty of encouragement and tips, and before long, Alex felt confident enough to strut around his living room without too much of a wobble. The evening was filled with laughter and excitement, as well as more than a few playful jabs at Alex’s newfound fashion sense. As the hours passed, his nerves began to subside. That night would be a new experience, one that pushed him out of his comfort zone, but he took comfort in the fact he wasn’t preparing alone. Remedy had band practice and bade Alex adieu before the Uber arrived, giving him a hug and asking him a question.

"Hey Alex, aren’t you going to shower before you go over there?" they asked.

The question caused Alex’s cheeks to burn a deep red. He hemmed and hawed, trying to think up a lie before finally admitting to Remedy, "Well, when he texted me back, he told me to keep the panties on, and to not shower."

Remedy flung their head back and let out a hearty laugh. "So that’s how it is? Well, he sure does know what he wants."

"Yeah, I guess he does. Maybe that’s why I like him so much," replied Alex.

"One last thing," Remedy said, a grin tugging at the corner of their mouth, "even though he’s older, even though he makes you feel nice and warm and safe, submissive and all that, just remember that ultimately, you’re the one in control. I’ve told you this before, but if you ever feel uncomfortable or want to tap the brakes, just be honest with him. If he’s not a piece of shit, he’ll respect that. And if he doesn’t? Dump him and find someone who will. But most importantly, just have fun. Live in the moment."


Chapter 6

The Uber arrived on time and as Alex climbed into the back, the eyes of the middle-aged driver burned into him. Alex confirmed the address and remained silent for the rest of the trip. As the Uber sped through the streets of East Portland, Alex caught glimpses of his reflection in the passing windows and couldn’t quite believe that he was out in the city looking so daring and provocative.

Finally, the car pulled up in front of Frank’s bungalow. His heartbeat quickened as he stepped out of the car, the night air cool against his exposed skin. As he made his way towards the entrance, he tried to remember Remedy’s advice: he was in control, and he needed to have fun and live in the moment. Taking a deep breath, he gathered all the courage he had and knocked. The door swung open, revealing Frank, his eyes immediately drawn to Alex’s outfit. It was clear that he liked what he saw.

"Wow, Alex," the older man said, equal parts lust and admiration dripping from his voice, "you look… absolutely incredible. Come on in."

The house looked as it had the other evening: well-decorated, impeccably clean, and with the financial news playing quietly on the living room television. Frank offered him a glass of wine, which he gladly accepted, and gestured to a spot on the couch. Alex sipped the wine, which tasted of dark chocolate and sweet cherries, and warmed his belly pleasantly. He took a big gulp of the ruby liquid and decided that he liked it much better than the whiskey he’d been given the previous night. When Frank sat down, he immediately put his hand on Alex’s exposed thigh, causing shivers to run up the young man’s spine.

"What a sexy fucking outfit," he growled, slowly looking Alex up and down. "It’s like something I’d have picked out for you myself. Are you still wearing the panties underneath, just like I asked?"

Alex blushed, reached into the band of his shorts, and pulled the lace up out over the waistband. Frank looked delighted and moved his hand higher up Alex’s thigh, causing the young man’s cock to twitch in excitement.

"I knew you would. Do you know how I knew you would do it, Alex?" asked Frank, before urging Alex to take another drink of his glass of wine.

Alex took a sip of the sweet wine and then shook his head no.

"Well, Alex, I’ve been around the block a few times, and in my experience there are two kinds of young men. The first is the kind who wouldn’t have come back to my place right after meeting me. They’re the ‘good boys,’ boys who wouldn’t have dared get undressed in front of a camera and who would have probably insisted that I at least take them out to dinner before a night like tonight. Do you think you’re that sort of boy, Alex?" asked Frank, looking Alex deep in the eye and gently squeezing his thigh.

Alex finished the glass of wine, savoring the oddly warm sensation that the alcohol had on his system. His head spinning, he thought about Frank’s question and felt slightly offended by what Frank was implying.

"Frank, to be honest, until I met you I’d never done anything remotely like that before. I’ve fantasized about it a ton, and I did have a boyfriend once, but he was my age and we barely even…"

"Don’t act offended, because what I’m telling you isn’t meant to be an insult or anything. It’s just a statement of fact. You told me that day we spent at the farmers market that you’re going to college. Have you taken a philosophy class yet?" the older man asked.

"No, not yet," admitted Alex, curious as to where Frank was going with all this.

"Well, there’s an old saying that goes back to ancient Greece. It was written at the entrance to the Oracle at Delphi, and it was something that Plato discussed at length: ‘Know Thyself.’ Think about that for a second. What does that mean to you?"

Alex furrowed his brow, confused by Frank’s question. The wine and the adrenaline made it a little difficult to concentrate, and he did his best to process the phrase, but ultimately couldn’t figure out what he meant.

"I don’t know, Frank," replied Alex. "What does it mean?"

"Well, let me put it this way," he began. "I can tell that you're an adventurous person. A promiscuous person, even. You enjoy pushing boundaries, breaking rules, and love the rush of doing things you aren’t supposed to do. The thing is, you haven’t fully realized or accepted that yet. It’s a part of you waiting to be discovered, and that’s what you’re here tonight, dressed up like that."

He was intrigued by the idea but not entirely sure he fully grasped what Frank was getting at. Perhaps there was a part of him that yearned for excitement and exploration, but he wasn’t quite sure of the implications.

"So you’re saying that I need to come to terms with that side of myself?" Alex asked.

Frank nodded, responding, "Exactly. And I’m more than happy to help you along the way. I see you’ve finished your glass. Let me fill it back up for you. There, that’s better."

Alex took another sip of wine from his glass, which was at this point almost filled up to the brim. A small voice in the back of his head told him that he might be in over his head, but he dismissed it, reminding himself of Remedy’s advice to have fun and live in the moment. So he took another sip and told Frank, "Thank you. I’ll try and remember that."

"That’s what I like to hear," the older man replied. "Now I do have to say, I feel a little bad for teasing you with such a big payoff the other night. Being a betting man myself, I know what it feels like to lose a wager. Were you a little disappointed when I guessed the color of the panties you were wearing? Be honest."

"I guess I was, a little bit," Alex admitted. "I make minimum wage over at TJ Maxx and two hundred dollars is a lot of money for me. But I’m not a sore loser or anything. You won fair and square."

"Minimum wage?" Frank responded, surprised. "Alex, there’s no reason that someone as good looking as you should ever have to work for minimum wage! What if I said the offer of two hundred is back on the table for tonight? What if I said I had a little job for you?"

"I’d say that I was interested," Alex replied, swallowing another sip of wine.

"Good. Have you ever given a striptease before, Alex?" Frank asked.

Alex almost spat his wine out when Frank asked the question. "A striptease? No, never."

Frank reached into his pocket and pulled out a handful of twenty dollar bills, opening them up like a fan and showing them to Alex, whose eyes went wide at the sight of so much money.

"There’s a first time for everything, right? I’m gonna put on a song and you’re gonna dance for me. The more I like it, the more I pay you. How does that sound?" Frank asked, squeezing Alex’s thigh before sitting back down on the couch and taking another sip of his drink. Alex stared at the stack of bills greedily, knowing that they represented almost a week’s wages at his job.

"That’s a lot of money," Alex thought to himself. "And why shouldn’t I do it? It’s what Frank wants me to do isn’t it? But that would make me a prostitute, wouldn’t it? A whore? No, it’s not like that, he’s just paying me to dance, there’s nothing wrong with that. Because he wants me to say yes, I can tell. And it does sound hot. This alcohol is making me feel funny. I can’t believe people drink this all the time. There’s no reason to say no. There’s no…"

"Don’t be scared, Alex," interrupted Frank. "You’ll do great, I promise. And it’ll make me happy. Come on. I’ll put the music on right now."

With those words, Frank stood and walked over to the stereo system tucked away in the corner. Alex gawked as he watched him move, noticing the way Frank’s tailored shirt clung to the contours of his muscular back, and how his well-fitted trousers accentuated the strength of his legs. With practiced precision, the older man gently placed a record onto the turntable and lifted the tonearm, allowing the needle to make contact with the spinning record. The room filled with the unmistakable beat of "Around the World" by Daft Punk. The pulsating bassline reverberated through the room as Frank turned down the lights and then sat back down on the couch, looking at Alex expectantly.

"But I’m not even a good dancer," complained Alex, raising his voice to make it audible above the music.

"That’s okay, baby. It’s not a competition. You look so fucking hot that it doesn’t matter. Just make me hard, I know you know how to do that," urged Frank, widening his legs and adjusting his cock through his slacks.

This was a line he hadn’t thought about crossing. Sure, he’d stripped for Frank over video, but that had felt different. Private, not transactional. This? This felt like something else entirely. Something dangerous. Something that should have made him stop and think. But then Frank smirked at him, eyes dark with hunger, and Alex’s pulse quickened. He could say no. He should say no. Instead, he nodded.

Alex stood, catching himself as he nearly lost his balance and noticing the effect the alcohol was having on him. He closed his eyes, absorbing the music as he slowly began to rock his hips back and forth to the beat of the song. On the one hand he felt foolish, but there was something else, something about being dressed in those impossibly short shorts and the lace-trimmed crop top, that made him feel empowered and sexy. As he continued to sway, the tempo of the music seemed to take over, guiding his movements. Alex opened his eyes, watching Frank’s gaze as it followed his every move, and that only fueled his confidence.

He allowed his body to flow with the rhythm, his hips swaying enticingly from side to side as he gradually gained more control of his balance in the platform shoes. He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, but instead of feeling embarrassed, he reveled in the fact that he had Frank’s undivided attention.

Frank’s eyes were locked onto Alex, a hungry expression on his face, his desire palpable. The older man bit his lower lip, his eyes roaming over Alex’s body appreciatively. This only served to encourage Alex, who began to move more seductively, his hands gliding up his sides and over his chest, adding an extra layer of allure to his performance.

As the song began to draw to an end, Frank beckoned Alex closer with his finger, and Alex stepped forward until he was standing in between the older man’s knees. Frank took out a roll of cash and counted out five twenty-dollar bills. He placed the rest of the money on the couch next to him, grabbed Alex’s shorts wordlessly and guided them down the young man’s legs and onto the floor before sliding the hundred dollars into Alex’s g-string. Alex stepped out of his shorts, feeling his cock growing stiff in the front of his panties. Frank reached out and gave the growing bulge a squeeze, and Alex let out an audible moan as the song faded to silence.

"I knew you had it in you," growled Frank, his voice low and seductive.

Alex blushed at the compliment, a mixture of pride and embarrassment washing over him.

"Thank you, Frank. I’m glad you liked it."

Frank’s hands slid to Alex’s hips, his fingers gently caressing the exposed skin on either side of the g-string. "Well, you’re a natural. And the night’s still young. Do you think you’re up for giving me a proper lap dance?"

"I’m not really sure what…"

Before Alex could finish his sentence, the next song began thumping over the speakers and Frank spun Alex around so he was facing away from him.

"Shake it, baby," he urged, squeezing both of Alex’s firm cheeks.

Alex arched his back and moved his hips to the rhythm of the music, recalling moves he’d seen in music videos. Frank’s gaze followed his every move, and knowing that made him so aroused that his cock began to poke out the top of the fabric in the front of his panties. Intoxicated with sexual energy, Alex bent all the way forward and shook his ass back and forth and again, he could feel Frank’s hands on his thighs, urging him to come closer.

Alex slowly lowered himself onto Frank’s lap, pressing his cheeks against the older man’s sizable bulge. He wiggled around, grinding his ass against the older man until he could feel that he was hard. Lost in the heat of the moment, Alex spun around, ripped off his crop top, and sat on Frank’s lap facing him, naked save for the platform shoes, knee-high socks, and tiny g-string that just barely held his achingly stiff cock in place. The heat between the pair was palpable as they made eye contact, and Alex, lost in the moment, moved his hands up his body, tracing the curves of his waist and chest, drawing even more attention to his sensual dance.

Frank’s hands roamed over Alex’s body, waist, chest, cock, and ass, and every touch felt like heaven. Alex, full of passion, reached down and began pawing at Frank’s massive prick.

"I want it!" he whined, grinding his body against Frank’s, desperate for more.

Frank leaned toward Alex and nibbled at his earlobe, sending shivers down the young man’s spine before whispering, "I’m going to make you mine, but I’m going to do it on my terms. Remember?"

"But Frank!" whined Alex.

"No buts! Now stand up!" barked the older man.

Alex complied unhesitatingly, standing in front of Frank, his cock standing at attention and five twenty-dollar bills hanging out of the side of his g-string. As the final notes of the song faded away, the record emitted a faint crackle before the stylus reached the end of the groove, creating a soft repetitive clicking sound as the turntable continued to spin.

"Go move the needle back in place and turn off the turntable," ordered Frank.

Alex carefully made his way across the living room, doing just as Frank asked. Remedy was an avid vinyl collector and Alex had used their record player on many occasions, so he had no trouble doing as asked. When he turned back around, however, Frank was in the process of getting undressed. His pants were already off and he was in the process of stripping out of his shirt, revealing his well-muscled physique, the sight of which made Alex go weak in the knees. When he sat back down on the couch, he was completely naked, his cock huge and stiff, sitting against his belly.

"Come here," he growled, and Alex stepped forward slowly until he was flush up against the couch.

Frank picked the wad of bills he’d left on the couch back up and counted out another hundred dollars, straightening out the bills before stuffing them into the opposite side of Alex’s g-string. "I think you did a damn good job of earning that. But now playtime is over. Get on your knees."

Alex didn’t have to be asked twice, dropping to his knees and reaching for Frank’s cock, but before he could reach it the older man barked out, "Stop! Did I tell you that you could touch it?"

Alex bit his lip, shaking his head no. He knew that this was all part of the "game" that the two were playing, but he still felt queasy when Frank chastised him.

"You’re not to do anything without my permission, is that understood?" asked Frank, firmly, but without any vitriol in his voice.

"Yes, Frank," replied Alex, looking up at the older man with the best puppy-dog eyes that he could muster.

"Now put your hands behind your back, lean in, and start licking my balls. Do it, do it now," ordered Frank, spreading his powerful legs in invitation.

Alex didn’t have to be told twice, placing his hands behind his back and leaning his body against the couch and bringing his face mere centimeters away from Frank’s heavy sack. Closing his eyes, he kissed the delicate skin, surprised to feel it move from his touch. He kissed it again and again before sticking out his tongue and using the wet, flat front of it to explore every inch offered to him.

"That’s a good boy," urged Frank, gently grabbing Alex by the back of the head and holding him firmly in place.

After a few minutes of licking, Alex noticed Frank’s balls were wet with saliva and a tiny puddle of his drool had begun to form on the couch cushion. The sight made him feel so naughty that for a moment he thought he might cum in his panties. Finally, Frank guided Alex’s mouth up to the tip of his cock, which was unyieldingly firm and wet with precum. Alex licked up the sweet dew, savoring the taste as it overwhelmed his senses. When he wrapped his lips around the head of Frank’s prick, the older man let out a moan and gently guided Alex’s mouth down even further. Frank’s cock was hard in his mouth, and Alex felt it twitch ever so slightly as he moved his mouth down its shaft.

"You’re turning into a good cock sucker, you know that, Alex?" commented Frank, gently placing his powerful hand on the back of Alex’s neck.

Without removing the cock from his mouth, Alex looked up at Frank, his soft brown eyes wide and receptive as he responded with a muffled, "Mmmph-mmph," before lowering his head back down and taking the tip of Frank’s cock into his mouth. He sucked on the warm head, moving his tongue in slow circles as he bobbed up and down ever so slowly. He felt Frank’s body relax and his hips bucking ever so slightly forward, a small sign that he was doing a good job.

"That feels so fucking good," the older man growled, and Alex responded by taking the head of Frank’s cock into his throat.

He fought against his gag reflex, and although he wasn’t entirely successful, he felt as if he did better holding back than last time. He held it in there and went deeper, as deep as he dared, and when he felt the reflex couldn’t be suppressed any longer, backed off. He inhaled sharply as he came up off of Frank’s cock, sucking up a thin strand of spit that lingered between his mouth and the older man’s wet and pulsating member.

"Good boy. Again," Frank ordered, and Alex didn’t hesitate, taking him immediately back into his throat.

It was even easier this time, and as Alex pleasured Frank with his throat, he thought about what Frank had told him: "You’re turning into a good cock sucker, you know that, Alex?" He felt a queer sense of pride in the fact that despite all the conditioning he’d received growing up that he was here now, on his knees, doing something he’d always fantasized about with the sort of person he’d always fantasized about doing it with. And now he knew in his heart of hearts that he was doing a good job at it.

With that thought in his head, he went as deep as he dared, impaling his throat on Frank’s cock until he felt the older man’s well-manicured pubic hair tickling the tip of his nose. The older man cursed in pleasure and then placed his hands on the back of Alex’s head, holding him in place. In response, Alex stuck out his tongue, simultaneously licking Frank’s balls as he throated him. He stayed down as long as he could, challenging himself to give his new benefactor as much pleasure as he was capable. Just when he thought he couldn’t take it any longer, Frank let go of his grip and Alex came up for air, blushing as he made eye contact with the older man.

"Stand up, boy," ordered Frank, and Alex obeyed, wiping his mouth with his forearm, climbing to his feet and gripping his hands behind his back.

Frank reached forward and grasped Alex’s shaft through his panties. A wave of unimaginable pleasure rocked through his body as Frank tightened his grip, shaking his package around as he sat forward and marveled at the sight.

"Look at your panties. They’re absolutely soaked through, you dirty little slut. Does this turn you on?" asked Frank, letting go of his grip before roughly pulling the front of the panties down and letting his cock out.

"Yes, Frank," Alex replied, biting his lower lip.

"You like this, huh?" asked Frank, giving a quick slap to the underside of Alex’s cock, causing the young man to fold forward and let out a moan at the sudden shock.

Frank slapped Alex’s cock again, and then once more for good measure, causing an obscene mixture of pain and pleasure to run through the young man’s body.

"Yes, sir!" Alex yelled out, his voice thick with pleasure and emotion.

With a quick, assertive gesture, Frank seized Alex’s cock, his fingers stroking the sensitive member in three unhurried, intentional strokes. Alex felt a rush of euphoria, as if he was suspended in a blissful, heavenly moment. But that tranquility shattered abruptly when Frank’s hand pulled away, only to return with a swift and resounding slap to the young man’s balls.

The impact was a statement, an unwavering exertion of dominance that pierced the silence enveloping the room. It carried a sharp bite of discomfort, potent enough to elicit a soft whimper from Alex, yet it was a sting he willingly embraced. As the sensation reverberated through him, Alex gave in to the confusing sensations. The slap, a declaration of control, resonated within him, and he surrendered to the intoxicating cocktail of stimuli coursing through his being, standing firm and keeping his hands locked behind his back, his cock still standing at attention in front of him.

Frank looked him over again before his eyes darted around the couch looking for the rest of the money. He quickly located it, peeling two hundred-dollar bills from the stack. He beckoned Alex to take another step forward, which the young man did unquestioningly. Frank took one of the c-notes and stuffed it into the g-string, which was now practically overflowing with money.

"This one is for what you’ve done so far. You’ve been a good, submissive boy and earned every last penny. And this one," Frank continued, his gaze intensifying as he placed the second hundred-dollar bill next to the first one, "is for what happens next."


Chapter 7

Alex stood still, letting Frank place the money in his g-string, his body quivering like a taut bowstring. His mind, however, was a serene canvas, all thoughts erased, leaving only the palpable anticipation of what was to come. His heart pounded against his ribs, each beat echoing Frank’s words, mirroring the rhythm of his submission. The crisp texture of the new bills against his skin was a stark reminder of the dance they played. His breath hitched, caught between fear and desire, his arousal a testament to the burgeoning need to further surrender himself to Frank’s command.

"Whatever you want, Frank," Alex finally managed to whisper, his voice quivering with desire and anticipation.

The older man stood and gestured at the couch, issuing a command to "get on your hands and knees right there, your ass facing me."

Alex didn’t need to be told twice, flipping over, arching his back, and presenting his ass to his lover. He immediately felt Frank’s nose wedged between his supple cheeks, pressing the thin strip of fabric against his asshole. The older man inhaled deeply and Alex let out a gasp, the sensation so strangely stimulating that he felt his body buzzing in a mix of arousal and embarrassment.

"That’s a good boy, listening to me like that. You smell so fucking good, you little fucking pervert," growled Frank before pressing his nose even deeper and inhaling as he grabbed Alex’s cheeks with either hand and shook his face back and forth between them.

Alex’s entire body shook at the surprising and overwhelming sensations. Unsure of what to do or how to feel, he bit his bottom lip and remained in place, staring forward at the back of the couch. When he felt Frank pull the g-string to the side, he closed his eyes. When the older man placed his wet, warm tongue against his sensitive hole, the sensation was so powerful that Alex pulled away.

"Oh no you don’t!" snarled Frank, wrapping his powerful arms around Alex’s legs and pulling him back to the edge of the couch.

Alex let out a squeak, his body squirming in Frank’s grasp as new sensations overwhelmed his senses. He was completely at the mercy of the obscene warmth of the older man’s mouth licking and sucking his tender hole as the scruff of Frank’s five o’clock shadow scratched against its surroundings. Suddenly, his ears felt hot, remembering that he hadn’t showered and had been wearing the panties since the night before. But that feeling quickly passed. After a few seconds of being held down, he began to relax his body and Frank loosened his grip. He arched his back again and just let the sensations wash over his body. Now it felt so erotic, so excessive that he began trembling.

"Fuck! Keep licking me!" he moaned, his voice full of ecstasy.

Frank continued licking as he reached forward and squeezed Alex’s dripping cock. It was as if an earthquake went off inside of Alex’s very being. His arms went weak and his chest dropped inadvertently to the couch cushion, his body now held only in place by the grace of Frank’s strength. The young man let out a cacophony of high-pitched sounds, unable to hold them back until Frank delivered a harsh slap to his right ass cheek. Alex bit into the sofa cushion as the crack of the blow reverberated through the room and Frank kept licking, savoring every sweet, earthy centimeter of the boy’s most private area.

By the time Frank had stopped licking, Alex’s body and mind were alight with the flow of endorphins. He’d never felt quite like this before: comforted, aroused, submissive. It was a transcendent feeling, and he had Frank to thank for it, so when his lover stopped licking, grabbed hold of his body and flipped him onto his back, he let it happen, kicking his legs into the air as the world spun around him. He looked at Frank glassy eyed and Frank looked back at him with raw desire, grabbing hold of the g-string and ripping it off the young man’s body.

The bills burst into the air, twirling over Alex’s body like confetti. As the green notes tumbled down, they dotted the couch, the floor, and Alex’s bare skin. Breathing heavily, Frank climbed onto the couch and grabbed the bottle of lube from the side table. Alex looked on nervously as his lover slathered the greasy substance onto his cock. The young man closed his eyes as the nerves began to take over. It was his first time receiving cock, and Frank was massive. Still, he wanted it. He wanted to surrender, to make Frank happy and to see how deep this submissive vein ran inside of him. Before he knew it, his ankles were over Frank’s shoulders and Alex felt the older man’s manhood pressed against the entrance of his hole.

"Please, Frank. Fuck me. Please. I’m ready," whispered Alex, swaying his hips and pressing back against the tip of Frank’s cock.

Suddenly, Alex felt his hole begin to stretch. It was more painful than he’d expected and Alex winced and bit his lip, pulling away and closing his eyes. He wanted it so bad but Frank was just so big that the task seemed impossible.

"Shh, it’s okay baby. You need to relax. I know it’s big, but you can do it, you just have to relax," urged Frank, leaning in and gently stroking the young man’s brow.

Alex took a deep breath, doing his best to let go and expel the tension from his body. Frank kept caressing his face, his neck, his chest, urging the young man to breathe and relax. Alex felt Frank’s cock enter him, still painful, but this time accompanied by an obscene note of pleasure, a note that rang out through his entire body.

"That’s a good boy, just like that," whispered Frank, his voice gravelly with desire.

"Is it all the way in?" cried Alex, throwing his head back at the overwhelming sensations taking over his body.

"Just the tip right now, but you’re doing so good. Just keep breathing."

After Frank spoke those words, Alex felt the older man push deeper inside of him, past the point of no return. Alex let out a high-pitched moan, uninhibited and unrefined, his entire body now awash with this overwhelming sensation. Opening his eyes, he looked up at Frank. The older man’s muscular body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat, and his eyes showed a dogged look of determination.

"More!" cried Alex, almost yelling his desires.

Alex felt Frank push himself even deeper inside, stretching him to the limit. Alex let loose a scream of ecstasy, his eyes rolling into the back of his head as his vision went dim and filled with stars.

"Yes!" growled Frank, pumping his hips and sliding his massive prick in and out of the young man’s quivering hole.

Alex’s body trembled in bliss as the last of his inhibitions left his body. The pleasure was unlike anything he’d ever felt before - completely overshadowing any of the remaining pain. After a few moments he felt Frank’s hips starting to clap against his supple cheeks, a signal that he was now taking the entire length of Frank’s cock. The young man parted his lips to speak, but all that emanated was a disjointed symphony of squeaks.

"F-Fu… Fra! I… I can… Eek! Frank! Da.. Ahh! Fuck!"

His words stumbled and tripped over each other as the euphoria rendered his brain useless. Alex looked down at his own cock, which was somehow still hard as a diamond. A pool of fluid the size of a silver dollar had leaked from it and pooled into his belly button, which Alex, through glassy eyes, gazed at in amazement.

Frank momentarily stopped his rhythmic stroke, drawing his hips back before again thrusting into Alex. Just that subtle change in movement made all the difference. What was once pleasurable now became pure heaven, Frank hitting just the right spot and causing the ember of an orgasm to kindle in the very core of his being.

"Don’t stop!" whined Alex, finally managing to string together a few words through his moans.

Frank sped up his strokes, his hips now pounding violently against Alex’s cheeks. After a few seconds, Alex felt the seed of pleasure building and building. His entire body trembled and his legs went stiff, held only in place by Frank’s powerful arms.

"Take it!" barked Frank, reaching down and slapping the young man’s quivering cock.

With that blow, Alex’s vision went white as the seed of pleasure came to fruition. An explosion, more powerful than Alex could have ever conceived, let loose within him as his asshole squeezed like a vise around Frank’s thick cock. Rope after white-hot rope of cum shot out from his cock over his face, chest, and belly, though at the time Alex hardly noticed, so lost was he in the ecstasy Frank had brought upon him, his eyes rolled into the back of his head, his body convulsing violently as he continued to thrust in and out of him. He did, however, hear Frank let loose a grunt and felt the older man’s cock swelling and twitching inside of him as a queer warmth filled his inside. One last time, Frank went as deep as he dared before withdrawing himself, a sensation almost as shocking to Alex as the initial penetration.

The older man let go of Alex’s legs, letting them fall to the couch. The orgasm continued to run through Alex’s body, leaving him twitching in ecstasy on the pile of crisp bills, his body covered in sweat and cum, his asshole stretched and leaking.

"Fuck!" barked Frank, walking in a quick circle before grabbing a fresh towel he had prepared and shoving it unceremoniously under Alex’s still quivering body.

When the young man finally came to, it was as if all the stress and all the misgivings he’d had about the decisions he’d made that led him to this point were gone. He looked up at his lover with doe eyes, his mind blank, his body still awash with the final remnants of the orgasm.

"Thank you," he mouthed to Frank, biting his bottom lip and grinning contentedly from ear to ear.

Frank looked back at him warmly before cracking a smile of his own.

"That felt so fucking good," he replied, grabbing another towel and wiping off the wetness from his still stiff appendage.

Alex tried to prop himself up on an elbow, but didn’t have the strength. Frank noticed and laughed, kneeling down next to Alex and gently wiping off the young man’s body with the clean portion of the towel he still held. Alex giggled, savoring the sensation before taking the towel from Frank and finishing the job up himself.

"Frank, that was so amazing, I…"

Before he could finish his sentence, Frank leaned in and kissed Alex gently on the lips. Alex excitedly kissed him back, surprised at how soft Frank’s lips felt against his, despite the man’s usual commanding presence. His heart fluttered as he held Frank’s gaze, his breath catching in surprise. Up until this point their relationship had been so carnal, never this sweet.

"I know," replied Frank as he broke the kiss, thumb grazing tenderly over Alex’s lower lip before wrapping his arms securely around Alex and lifting him with ease.

The young man, still in a haze of contentment, allowed himself to be carried to the bedroom, where Frank laid him down on the soft, inviting bed. They settled into the quiet intimacy of the room, the earlier intensity giving way to a tender stillness. As they lay side by side, Alex turned to face Frank, his eyes searching for something deeper than the physical connection they had just shared. The room was filled with the soft glow of the bedside lamp, casting a warm light that seemed to wrap around them, creating a cocoon of privacy and comfort.

"I hope you don’t mind me asking, but was this your… first time?" the older man asked.

Frank’s question came across as tender, careful, as though he was handling something fragile.

"Why? Did I do something wrong?" replied Alex, feeling his chest tighten at the question.

"No," said Frank, his voice softening even further. "Nothing of the sort. You were amazing. It’s just that you’re pretty young and seem so shy. I was curious, that’s all."

Alex took in Frank’s response, feeling sheepish for reacting like that to what was a fairly reasonable question for him to ask.

"I’m sorry if I came off as defensive. This wasn’t my first time, but I’ve only had sex with one other person… once. And I was the one… you know. So you weren’t really that far off," he said, the memory of the past surfacing faintly.

"Oh yeah? Was it like a hookup or something?" inquired Frank.

"No. He was a friend. Boyfriend maybe? I’m not really sure. But it’s not that great of a story. Only Remedy really knows about it," Alex explained.

"I mean, I’d like to hear about it if you want to talk about it. Despite the nature of our relationship thus far, I do want to get to know you better. In addition to being smoking hot, I can tell you’re an interesting kid, that what’s so special about you doesn’t just run skin deep. Don’t feel pressured though, especially if it’s a painful memory," replied Frank, pulling Alex closer against his body.

Alex let the quiet fill the space between them as he considered his past. He had left it all behind in Utah, but maybe telling Frank would make it not hurt so much.

"I grew up in Utah before coming to Portland, in a place called West Jordan, just outside of Salt Lake City," explained Alex.

"Utah’s a beautiful place. I went to Salt Lake City on a business trip one time."

"The scenery is beautiful. The people, well, not so much. I grew up Mormon, as you probably guessed, like everyone else in West Jordan. I don’t want to get too into it, but if you’re a person like me, Utah isn’t the best place in the world to grow up."

"Well, better than Saudi Arabia at least," Frank interjected.

"Always look on the bright side, right? Anyways, growing up I was always an outcast, didn’t really have friends, always had a difficult relationship with my family. You’re not stupid, you know how that sort of stuff goes. Anyways, summer before my Senior year of high school, I met another boy like me. A boy named Elijah. We met at camp… God, I must seem so naïve to you! I’m talking about a childhood crush like it’s... Never mind, forget I said anything," explained Alex.

Feeling his face turning red at the admission, he instinctively tried to pull himself away from Frank, but was held firmly in place.

"Hey," Frank interjected, his tone gentle and comforting. "It’s okay. You don’t have to be embarrassed. I grew up in the 80s, do you know what it was like for people like me in the 80s? I’ve got some stories that would make your jaw drop. And these things affect us as we get older. If I’ve learned anything at all, it’s that talking about this kind of shit is the only thing that helps."

Alex took another deep breath, his gaze fixed on the darkened ceiling. The memory of Elijah was like a ghost from a different lifetime, but telling Frank about this felt like prying open an old scar that had never properly healed.

"Elijah," Alex started again, his voice nothing more than a murmur in the silent room. "He was the first person who really got me. The first person to make me feel like I wasn’t wrong or broken. He was so sweet. We were just friends for the longest time, close friends, but then…"

Alex’s words trailed off as he fought to keep the quiver from his voice. He didn’t have to see Frank’s face to sense his rapt attention.

"All the Mormon stuff… I never really understood it. It was something else that made me an outcast, and ever since I was little it just didn’t make any sense to me. But Elijah was a believer. He really took it all to heart. He loved me and he loved the church. He wanted me to believe just like him, but I could just never do it. At first it wasn’t a big deal. We were just friends, right? Close friends who didn’t agree on this one thing. But we kept growing closer. And closer. And closer until we were spending practically all of our time together. One night we were out camping in the desert, just the two of us. We spread out a blanket in the sand, propped up a couple of pillows and nestled under the stars. We kept inching closer to one another until… That night, Frank, was my first time."

A contemplative silence hung in the air as Alex savored the memory before beginning again.

"Things weren’t the same for us after that. He grew quiet. Distant. A few weeks later, I heard from his parents that he’d been sent off to a summer camp. I immediately knew what that meant. It was one of those, one of those places that tries to turn queer kids straight. He didn’t even have the courage to tell me he was going. I was heartbroken, but not at all prepared for what happened next. At the camp he told everyone what happened between us, and eventually the church elders caught wind of it. Next thing I know, I’m in a meeting at the temple. My mom’s there, weeping, and…"

Alex cut himself off, the memory too painful to bear.

"I’m sorry that happened to you," consoled Frank, his grip on Alex tightening in consolation.

"‘It is what it is.’ That’s what I’m supposed to say, right? I had no intention of going to a conversion camp, and I knew there were resources for people like me out in Portland, so I sold all my stuff and hopped on a bus. Left a note for my parents, not that they bothered to try and get me back. Somehow I was lucky enough to land on my feet and get a roof over my head. Finished my GED a few months ago, enrolled at the community college. Beats the hell out of BYU. So yeah, there’s my long-winded answer to your question," finished Alex.

Now that his story was finished, Alex struggled to keep his eyes open.

"Alex," began Frank, "I’m not much for promises. But right now I can promise you two things. First, I’ll never check myself into a conversion camp."

The young man let out a chuckle at Frank’s joke, knowing that he was telling the truth so far at least.

"Second," he continued, "It’s a pleasure getting to know you. You’ve been through it, and I can tell you're stronger for it. Going through something like that, something real, well, sometimes it’ll break someone. I’ve seen it happen more times than I can count. But not you. You’re a tough one, Alex. You were hurt, but under all that hurt I can tell it made you a stronger person."

Alex felt a warmth growing in his chest. He hadn’t had someone talk to him like that, at least since Elijah disappeared. He missed the praise, having someone reassure him that he wasn’t a complete fuck-up. It made him feel at home and he smiled and thanked Frank after letting the feeling wash over his body.

"I was right about you, Alex. I just knew there was an interesting person underneath that hot twinkish body."

Alex burst out laughing. "Oh, shut up!"

"Remember the rules! You don’t tell me to shut up, I tell you to shut up, remember?" teased Frank, pulling him close and tickling Alex’s ribs.

Alex burst out in gleeful laughter, wriggling away from Frank’s arms and sitting down at the edge of the bed. In that moment, he wanted nothing more than to hop back in bed with Frank, cuddle into his shoulder, and then sleep next to him until the early afternoon. Unfortunately, the realities of life and his responsibilities began seeping into his brain. He remembered he had class the next morning, and the only outfit he had was the slutty femboy getup he’d worn to entice Frank. Sighing, he looked at his lover and said: "Do you mind if I hop in the shower? And also, do you mind calling me an Uber? I’ve got an 8 a.m. class tomorrow morning and didn’t bring a change of clothes," he admitted.

Frank’s eyes widened before his lips broke out into a knowing grin. "Of course. There’s a clean towel on the rack. I’ll schedule you a ride right now."

Alex stood under the showerhead, letting the steaming hot water wash over him, his mind clear and his body relaxed. After a few minutes, he turned off the water and stepped out, wrapping the plush towel around his waist. The steam from the shower fogged up the mirror, and he wiped it away with his hand, revealing his reflection.

Walking back into the bedroom, he found his outfit laid out on the bed. The sight of the clothes, now that everything was over, made him chuckle softly to himself. Just how short the shorts were, the scandalous crop-top, the ridiculous knee-high socks. He made a mental note to himself that next time he slept over, he should bring another pair of clothes to change into. Regardless, he remembered the thrill he'd felt wearing it earlier, and that gave him the push to put it on. As he adjusted the lace on his shirt, he caught Frank's gaze.

"You look adorable," Frank commented, his voice dripping with affection.

Alex rolled his eyes playfully.

"Thanks, I think." He slipped into his shoes and grabbed his bag. "Ready to go?"

Frank stood up and walked over, pulling Alex into a gentle embrace. "I had a great time tonight," he whispered into Alex's ear. "I hope we can do this again."

Alex nodded, his face buried in Frank's chest.

"Me too."

They pulled apart, and Frank leaned down, capturing Alex's lips in a sweet, lingering kiss. He felt Frank press something into his hand. Alex looked down and saw all the money from earlier, banded up and folded in half.

"You dropped this earlier," Frank said, slipping the bills into Alex’s hand with a knowing smile.

Alex’s eyes widened. He’d all but forgotten about the money. He took the wad of bills, and hastily stuffed it into the tiny pocket at the front of his shorts.

"Thank you Frank, I…"

The sound of a car horn interrupted their moment.

"That's your ride," Frank said, a hint of regret in his voice.

Alex gave him one last smile.

"Just… thanks. Thanks for everything."

With that, he headed out the door and hopped into the waiting Uber, his heart full and his mind already drifting to the next time he'd see Frank.


Chapter 8

The fluorescent lights of the classroom buzzed overhead, casting a sterile glow on the rows of desks. Alex, usually so attentive, stared blankly at the whiteboard. His professor's voice droned on, but the words were just background noise, lost in the memories that consumed him. Lost in the softness of the sheets and the warmth of Frank's touch, the way he felt so exposed walking into his house wearing the outfit he’d put together. The memory of their night together was so vivid, so intense, that it made the classroom around him feel like a distant dream.

He absentmindedly flipped through his notebook, his fingers brushing against the rough texture of the pages. The weight of the money Frank had given him sat heavy in his pocket, a constant reminder of the complexities of their relationship. Should he have accepted it? What did it mean? Was he just another transaction to Frank, or was there something more?

The more he thought about it, the weirder it felt. Sex. Money. A feeling of closeness and the lightness of being that takes over when a person says what’s really on their mind, like he had about Elijah. Opening up about that part of his past had felt good, but he still wondered if he'd shared too much.

During a brief lull in the lecture, he glanced out the window, watching as students hurried across the quad. Their laughter and chatter seemed so distant, so removed from the storm of emotions raging inside him. He thought about texting Frank, just a quick message to bridge the gap between them. But every time he pulled out his phone, doubt held him back. What if Frank didn't respond? What if Alex had overshared, too much too soon? And, worse yet, what if he was just some cheap plaything to the older man, something to be used and disposed of?

By the time the bell rang, signaling the end of class, Alex felt drained. He gathered his things, his movements mechanical, and made his way out. The world outside continued its usual rhythm, but for Alex, everything had changed.

The journey from school to TJ Maxx was a blur. The city sounds, the din of traffic, and the chatter of pedestrians all seemed distant. He walked with his head down, lost in thought, replaying the events of the previous night and the weight of his conversation with Frank. As he approached the store, the familiar sight of the TJ Maxx sign brought a small comfort. The routine of work, the familiar surroundings, and most importantly, the presence of Remedy, promised a brief respite from the storm of emotions he was grappling with.

Pushing through the glass doors, he was immediately greeted by the familiar scent of the store - a mix of fresh merchandise and cleaning products. He made his way to the back, nodding to a few coworkers along the way. As he neared the break room, he could hear the faint sound of humming. Remedy, always one to fill any silence, was probably on their break.

Stepping inside, he found Remedy perched on a stool, their fingers dancing in the air as they played air bass guitar. Their vibrant hair, a stark contrast to the store's drab uniform, cascaded over their shoulders. They looked up, their eyes meeting Alex's, and immediately, they could sense something was amiss.

"Hey," Remedy began, removing their earbuds. "You alright? You didn’t respond to my texts. I just want to know that you’re okay, you know."

Alex hesitated for a moment, then took a deep breath and sat down next to them. "I'm sorry, Remedy. Really. I’m fine, it’s just that I needed some time to stew. That’s all."

"I’m no Miss Cleo, but I can tell that something happened with Frank. What else could it be? Come on, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure it out."

Alex bit his bottom lip and chuckled before beginning his story.

"I don’t know why I’m feeling this way, Remedy. I’ll tell you exactly what happened. I got to his place and had another drink. It was wine this time, turns out I like wine better than whiskey. Anyways, we started talking, one thing led to another…"

Remedy leaned forward in their seat, their eyes narrowing, eager for the next part of the story.

"I really don’t want to get into the details this time, Remedy. But it was hot. It was intense. We did everything, and it was unlike anything I’d had before. Life-changing. Earth-shattering. And afterward, we cuddled. And we talked… about a lot of things. I kind of spilled my guts a little bit. Getting it good like that kind of got me all up in my emotions," said Alex.

Remedy opened their mouth to interject, but was cut off by Alex before they could utter a sound.

"He was really sweet about it, though. Real understanding. And get this, he even wanted me to stay over with him, to stay the night. And I could tell that he was disappointed when I said no," Alex confessed, wiping his sandy blonde hair from out of his eyes.

"Why didn’t you stay?" Remedy asked, sounding almost exasperated.

"I didn’t pack a change of clothes when I went over. Couldn’t exactly show up for school dressed like that," he chuckled.

"No, I guess not," agreed Remedy, before adding, "but was that the only reason you didn’t stay?"

"Yes, that was it. I guess," said Alex, standing up, stretching his arms over his head, and making a move to leave the conversation.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa. Slow down there, cowboy. Take a seat. You really thought you could get away with that, think you could pull a fast one over on Remedy like that? I can tell there’s more to the story, another reason you didn’t stay the night, and another reason you’re all mopey today, isn’t there?"

Alex sat back down, hesitated, and then reached into his pocket, producing the roll of bills he’d collected last night, and tossed it unceremoniously onto the table. Remedy gasped, reaching out slowly to pick up the wad of bills. They examined it with wide eyes before setting it back down on the scratched break room table.

"He gave you that?" asked Remedy, their voice dropping to almost a whisper.

Alex nodded his response, snatching the wad of bills off the table and stuffing it back into his pants.

"At the end of the night? Like, on your way out?" they asked.

"No, not like that. Sort of over the course of the night, as I did things for him. In the moment, it all felt like part of the game we were playing. I’d, you know, listen to what he said and he’d stuff a bill in my g-string. Just some naughty fun, you know. But then afterward we ended up in bed talking. Things got deep. I told him about Elijah, Remedy," Alex admitted, putting his face in his hands.

"Well, damn. Money? And then a heavy conversation?" replied Remedy, looking away and trying to hide her surprise.

"It just felt so right at the time. It came so naturally. All of it. When we were in bed, he was holding me, and just asking me questions. I’d had a little wine and it all just started pouring out."

Remedy snorted and replied, "Said the actress to the archbishop."

Alex rolled his eyes and continued, "I left his house feeling happier than I could ever remember. But then I got home, and it was like I couldn’t shut my brain off. I couldn’t stop looking at the wad of bills, wondering what kind of person that made me. But it’s not like I could have refused! He practically insisted that I take it. So I laid in bed and looked at the money, and I just kept poring over the events of the night in my mind. Not the sex, but the conversation after. The way I’d just dumped it on him, and like, he was paying me! And I was just telling him my deepest and darkest secrets. He’s great and all, but we just met! He doesn’t deserve to have to listen to that. And he doesn’t have to give me this! I need to give it back. Don’t you think, Remedy? I just don’t know what to do!"

Remedy stood up and walked across the room to Alex, putting their arm around his shoulder and squeezing him into their hip.

"It’s gonna be alright. I know you’re worried, but it’s fine Alex. It’s fine. This is how I see it at least: you’ve met a rich older man who is dickin’ you down, giving you money, and listening to your problems on top of all that. It’s like you’ve hit the jackpot, and here you are, trying to find something wrong. This reeks of self-sabotage, Alex."

Alex thought for a few moments, adjusting his posture and tipping his head against Remedy, replying, "it doesn’t feel like self-sabotage, Remedy. I just feel dirty, I guess."

"Alex, my sweet summer child. There are so many relationships in this world that are just like this. Maybe even the majority of relationships. They’re usually between an older man and a younger woman, but I guess you’re kind of like a girl, right? You give off real feminine vibes, I think I’ve told you that before, so I’m not all that surprised that you’ve lucked out like you have."

"I’m not that girly," he replied, though he wasn’t sure if he really believed himself.

"Keep telling yourself that. Regardless, if you were a woman, like a cis woman, nobody would fault you for dating an older guy who spoiled you. Shame is a stupid, counterproductive emotion invented by prudes in order to control people like you and me, Alex. You're better than that. You wanted to put that Mormon bullshit behind you, remember?"

Alex mused on his friend's words for a few seconds before sighing, "I know you’re right, Remedy. But I can’t help the way I feel."

"I know, kid. You’re trying, and you’ll get there. In the meantime, I think we’re about due for a break. Jamba Juice, and you’re buying."

As they left for Jamba Juice, the casual stroll through the parking lot, with Remedy's reassuring presence beside him, felt like a much-needed break from the whirlwind of emotions he’d been caught in since leaving Frank's house.

Suddenly, Alex's phone buzzed with a message from Frank, asking him to dinner at his own restaurant. With a mix of anxiety and excitement, he quickly typed out a 'yes' to which Frank replied he would pick him up from work. Just as Alex went to put his phone back in his pocket, he felt his phone vibrate with another message.

"Oh, and Alex? Wear something nice, something presentable. As your outer layer at least. Underneath, I want you to put on something sexy. Some lingerie, I’ll leave it to you to pick it out. And I know you’ll be able to find something at your work, so don’t try and chicken out."

"What is it? What did he say?" inquired Remedy.

"He wants me to look presentable. And to wear something sexy underneath."

"Huzzah! We get to dress you up again!" intoned Remedy, clapping their hands in excitement.

When Alex and Remedy had finished their break, the pair took some time to walk the floor and pick out an outfit for Alex. Remedy suggested something that was suggestive of Alex’s last outfit, but more suited for public consumption.

As they browsed through the aisles of the store, Remedy's eye for style became invaluable.

"You want to strike the perfect balance," they mused, "something that nods to the other night without being too over the top. Sophisticated, yet with a hint of allure."

After a few moments of contemplation and several discarded options strewn about, Remedy's hand paused over a soft, black velvet blazer. "This," they announced with a flourish, "paired with a deep burgundy silk shirt underneath. It's not too masculine, with just the right touch of androgyny."

Alex nodded, the choice resonating with him. Next, they found a pair of black, fitted trousers that would complement the blazer and shirt beautifully.

"These are perfect," Alex said, feeling the fabric between his fingers.

"They're sleek," Remedy agreed, pointing out how the trousers would work well with the blazer and shirt.

For footwear, they selected a pair of black leather ankle boots with a slight heel.

"These boots add just the right amount of height and edge," Remedy pointed out. "Exactly what you need to complete the outfit."

Lastly, to add a personal touch and a nod to the previous night, Remedy suggested a silver chain necklace and a thin, black leather choker.

"Accessories make the outfit," they reminded Alex, "They're like the final brushstrokes on a painting, and these add just the right amount of suggestive detail."

Standing in front of the mirror, Alex tried on the ensemble. He felt a bit overdressed, but decided to trust in Remedy’s expertise.

"What about the, uh, lingerie," Alex said, his voice dropping to a whisper as he uttered the last word.

"Leave that to me. I know you’re not gonna want Jenn to ring you up with it, so I’ll pick something out, buy it, and leave it in your locker. You can pay me back later," offered Remedy.

Alex nodded in agreement and appreciation.

"Frank won't know what hit him," Remedy continued, a proud smile spreading across their face. "Now, let’s get back to work. Jenn is gonna lecture us again if she notices we’ve just been shopping for the past half hour."

Alex agreed, thanking Remedy before hurriedly purchasing the outfit and shoving it into his locker in the break room. Back at the entrance of the shop, the rest of the shift seemed to last for an eternity. When there was an hour left, Alex was absolutely chomping at the bit to get ready.

"Remedy, I can’t keep him waiting. I’ve got to get ready. What if he shows up early? What am I gonna do?"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa. Easy there, partner," interrupted Remedy, affecting a faux-cowboy drawl. "You can absolutely keep him waiting. I did all that girl bullshit for a long time, and part of the ritual is you have to keep the man waiting, you understand?"

Alex huffed, "I don’t understand. In case you forgot, I’m a guy, Remedy. I'm just a little nervous about tonight. I don’t want to mess this up."

Before Remedy could offer their usual sage advice, they leaned in closer, a playful twinkle in their eye.

"You know, you're right. You’re not quite a girl. Not quite a guy either though. And you’re lacking the mysterious, David Bowie-esque androgyny that yours truly exudes."

Alex rolled his eyes at Remedy as they made that last comparison, but before he could say anything else they interjected with, "You’re a femboy. That’s what you are."

Alex's cheeks reddened, and he immediately retorted, "No, I'm not a femboy!"

The denial came out more defensively than he intended, a mix of surprise and mild indignation in his tone.

"Yes, you are," Remedy countered, but their voice carried no weight of judgment, only a teasing tone softening the assertion.

Alex opened his mouth to protest again but paused, the absurdity of the argument dawning on him. His expression shifted from defensive to contemplative, and then, a reluctant smile crept across his face.

"Ok fine. Guilty as charged, I guess," he conceded.

Remedy placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder, their expression softening.

"In all seriousness, Alex, it’s just a silly, made-up label. But the essence of what I’m saying? It’s about playing the game on your terms. Frank likes the chase, the anticipation. He said it himself. He likes playing games. It’s what he wants. Hell, it’s what you want too, I can tell."

Alex considered this, the gears in his mind turning. It wasn’t about the labels but the strategy, the interplay of expectations and desires.

"So, you’re saying, by taking my time, getting ready, making him wait just a bit, I’m… playing the game?" he asked, a hint of intrigue in his voice.

"Exactly," Remedy beamed, pleased with his quick grasp. "You’re building anticipation. It’s not about making him wait for the sake of waiting. It’s about presenting yourself as someone worth waiting for, which you absolutely are."

The advice clicked for Alex, dispelling some of his earlier apprehension.

"Alright, I get it. Thanks, Remedy. I guess a little anticipation won’t hurt."

"Trust me," Remedy winked, "a little anticipation is going to make your evening unforgettable. Now, let’s get you clocked out and into that outfit. Frank is in for a night he won’t forget."

Alex clocked out from his shift, his heart racing with a mix of anticipation and nerves. He hurried to the employee locker room, where he had stashed his outfit earlier and where Remedy had sneakily packed in a set of previously unseen lingerie. The moment he laid eyes on the ensemble, Remedy's words echoed in his mind, a comforting reminder that tonight was about playing the game, about the allure of anticipation.

Before putting on the outfit he had meticulously chosen, Alex first addressed the more intimate aspect of his preparation. He retrieved the piece of lingerie that Remedy had stashed away in the corner of the locker. He unfurled the fabric to reveal the one-piece lace bodysuit, with a deep V-cut that plunged down the front, intricate and feminine. The back tapered into a thong, and slender straps climbed over his shoulders, securing the piece in place. He quickly undressed and climbed into the outfit, not daring to take the time to admire himself in it, draping the burgundy silk shirt over his shoulders, its fabric cool and smooth against his skin. Next, he hurried into the black fitted trousers, the fabric hugging his legs just right. As he zipped them up, he could almost feel the shift in his demeanor.

For a second, he caught his reflection in the locker room mirror. It looked right. Sexy. The black velvet blazer was next, its soft texture contrasting beautifully with the silk of his shirt. Adjusting the collar and smoothing down the front, Alex took a moment to appreciate the transformation.

Slipping into the black leather ankle boots, he stood taller, not just from the slight heel, but from the surge of confidence that filled him. The silver chain necklace and the thin black leather choker were the final accessories.

Outside, Frank waited in his car, the engine idling softly.

Finally, Alex stepped out of the building. He paused for a moment at the entrance, taking a deep breath to steady himself before making his way to Frank's Mercedes. With each step, his confidence grew, and by the time he reached the car and opened the door, he was met with Frank's admiring gaze, a look that conveyed both surprise and undeniable interest.

"Wow," Frank breathed, his eyes sweeping over Alex appreciatively. "You look incredible."

Alex couldn't help the flush of pride that colored his cheeks, a shy smile spreading across his lips.

"Thank you," he murmured, sliding into the passenger seat.

"I just knew you would choose something appropriate," Frank commented, smirking in approval. "And underneath?"

Alex felt his cheeks flush, and that was the only signal Frank needed that Alex had followed those instructions as well.

"That’s a good boy," Frank said, placing his hand on Alex’s knee and giving it a squeeze.


Chapter 9

Alex’s heart fluttered as Frank put the car into gear and quickly pulled out into the busy streets of Portland. Night had fallen, and the last remnants of rush-hour traffic had thinned as they merged onto Highway 26, heading toward downtown. The pair drove in silence until they finally pulled up to Frank’s restaurant, The Bitten Spoon, tucked away on the corner of Western Avenue.

The exterior was elegantly understated, with soft lighting highlighting the restaurant's name etched in sophisticated script above the entrance. Despite its upscale reputation, the place wasn't overly crowded, and Alex found the spot surprisingly unpretentious for downtown Portland. As Frank parked the car, Alex took a moment to admire the restaurant's façade, its windows aglow with warm, inviting light.

"Wait until you see the inside," he teased, a hint of pride in his voice.

He led the way, his hand lightly touching the small of Alex's back, guiding him through the front door. As they stepped in, they were greeted by the soft murmur of conversation and the clinking of glasses, the ambiance immediately enveloping them. A college-aged hostess with dark, pinned-up hair approached, her smile brightening as she recognized Frank.

"Good evening, Frank. Your table is ready," she said, her tone respectful yet familiar.

"You really own this place?" Alex asked.

"I do. I’d dreamed of having a place like this ever since I was your age. It took longer than it should have, but I finally made it happen," he confirmed.

"That’s amazing," replied the young man, his tone almost reverent. "Is it everything you wished it would be?"

Frank signaled for Alex to sit as he contemplated the question and did the same.

"Yes. Well, almost. I’m not in the kitchen nearly as much as I would like anymore. I’ve got to attend to bills and vendors and all of that nonsense. But other than that, it’s a dream come true."

A waitress approached the table carrying a tray with two drinks: a whisky sour for Frank and a glass of sweet red wine for Alex. The young lady set the drinks down wordlessly and scuttled off into the depths of the kitchen. Frank picked up his tumbler and raised it in the air, looking directly at Alex as he did so.

"To your dreams, Alex," he toasted.

Alex picked up his glass of wine and, looking only slightly embarrassed, nodded and drank. The wine was sweet and even better than the last glass Frank had given him.

"That begs the question," continued Frank, after taking a sip of his cocktail, "what are your dreams?"

Caught off guard by Frank's question, Alex paused to consider his response, taking a contemplative sip of wine. He realized he hadn't allowed himself the luxury of dreams for a long time, especially after the upheaval that had uprooted his life. Dreams, he thought, were for those who had the stability he lacked.

"Well," Alex started, "I guess dreaming took a back seat for me. Surviving... that became my main goal."

A brief shadow crossed his expression, hinting at the struggles he'd faced.

"But if I were to dream, it would be about finding some peace. Not constantly worrying about the basics: food, bills, a roof over my head."

He glanced up at Frank, offering a tentative smile and continuing. 

"I'd love to finish college one day. Maybe find a way to help others who've felt as lost as I have. Social work sounds right, or even teaching," he mused, the idea seeming to take root even as he spoke it.

Frank nodded thoughtfully before gently pointing out, "That's a noble path, Alex. There's just one catch, though."

"What's that?" Alex's eyebrows knitted in curiosity.

"Choosing a career like social work or teaching might still leave you tight on finances," Frank said, his tone sympathetic yet honest.

A flicker of disappointment crossed Alex's face. "I guess you're right…"

Frank was quick to reassure him, "Don't look so down. I'm not saying this to discourage you. On the contrary, I believe you'd excel in either role. Your choice of career doesn't have to limit your life. My own journey is proof of that."

Alex looked puzzled, asking, "What do you mean?"

Frank leaned back, a slight smile on his face.

"Look at where I am today. This restaurant, my home, the freedom to enjoy life without financial worry. I didn't get here by following a traditional chef's path. Most of my peers are still grinding in kitchens, passionate about their craft but paying a high price for it. I found a way to pursue my passion while also securing my financial future."

Frank stared at him intently, and Alex sank into his chair. He felt foolish for not understanding the lesson that Frank was trying to impart.

"Look, maybe I shouldn’t have even brought it up. I’m sorry. You’re just such a sweet kid and I know how rough you’ve had it lately. You remind me of me when I was your age, and I just wanted to help you out, that’s all. Let’s change the subject," Frank replied.

"No," Alex interjected, his curiosity piqued despite his confusion. "Explain it to me. I’m on my own out here with no one but Remedy to look out for me and I need to learn stuff like this, the sort of stuff I never learned growing up."

Frank’s face brightened at Alex’s response.

"Okay, sure. I like your attitude. But first let’s order some appetizers."

The older man signaled to a passing waiter and ordered a selection of appetizers for the table: crispy calamari, a charcuterie board, and bruschetta. Alex started with the bruschetta, amazed at the quality of the tomatoes and the freshness of the bread.

"I get the tomatoes and basil from the farmers market each week. Where we first met, remember?" asked Frank.

"Of course I remember!" replied Alex, a hint of a smile creeping onto his face.

Next he sampled the calamari, which was fried just right so that the texture was distinct but not too chewy. Finally, he picked out a few grapes and slices of salami from the charcuterie board, savoring each bite as he washed it down with the glass of wine he’d almost finished. Noticing this, Frank signaled the waitress once again, making a quick gesture with his hand. Less than a minute later, the waiter had returned with another full glass.

"Now that our appetites are sated, let’s go back to our conversation," Frank said, picking a few olives off the board.

"I’d like that," replied Alex.

"Now, most chefs would kill for their own restaurant, one like this, but they’re lacking in two things: business acumen, and money. Any idiot can learn the business side of things. I’m not sure if you’ve met anyone studying business at your college, but let’s just say that those who are intellectually gifted don’t study business."

Alex let out a laugh, having noticed the same thing himself.

"Money, on the other hand, well, money is hard to come by, as you’re well aware. To have your own place like this, you need seed capital, and plenty of it. What separated me from the other chefs I worked with is that I was able to put away seed capital without just relying on the meager wages of a line cook or a sous chef," he explained.

"How did you do that?"

Frank chuckled at the question, as if Alex should already know the answer.

"The same way that you’re supplementing your income right now."

Alex furrowed his brow, confused at what exactly Frank was talking about. However, the realization came to him after a few moments.

"I’m not exactly ‘supplementing my income,’" Alex replied, defensively. "We were just having fun and you want to…"

"It’s nothing to be ashamed of. You’re so fucking beautiful and you don’t even realize it. You have the opportunity to make some serious money, if that’s what you wanted. What I’ve been giving you is small potatoes versus what you’re capable of earning."

Alex felt the blood rush to his cheeks and the first thought that entered his mind was "He thinks that I’m beautiful. But why doesn’t he want me for himself? Am I not good enough for him?"

As if reading his mind, Frank interjected before Alex could think of a response. "Look Alex, I’m going to be honest with you - I’ve been honest with you since we first met and I’m not about to stop now. I think you’re absolutely amazing. You’re sexy, you’re cute, and you’ve got a gentle soul and wonderful mind. I want to keep seeing you, to keep taking you out to places like this and to keep fucking you for as long as you’ll let me. Until I’m an old man, God willing, and that’s not too long down the line for me. But there is one thing that I can’t do, and once you realize your own worth, I know it’s going to be something that you struggle with as well."

"And what’s that Frank?"

"Monogamy."

Frank paused as a waitress scurried over and took the half-eaten appetizers from the table. Alex’s mind raced, intoxicated by the compliments that Frank paid him, but stuck on the last word he’d uttered: monogamy. Before he could get too deep into his thoughts however, Frank continued.

"I’ve tried before, Alex, and it’s just something I am not built for. I don’t want to hurt you so I’m being upfront about it. Well, I guess I could have been a little more upfront but better now than never, right?"

"No," Alex interjected. "It’s okay. I shouldn’t have expected… I mean, I probably should have seen this thing between us for what it is. I guess I’m just a little slow on the uptake when it comes to these sorts of things."

Frank reached across the table and grabbed hold of Alex’s hand, causing Alex’s already racing heart to start thumping in his ears.

"You’ve got it all wrong," the older man explained. "It may seem like I have everything together, but the truth is that I don’t. I’m a little fucked up. I've been through it, just like you’ve been through it, Alex. And that causes me to hurt the people closest to me. And that’s not something I want to do to you. You’re too precious. Like a rose that’s wilted from too much sunlight, and all you need is a little shade and a little water to bloom into something otherworldly. But I can’t change who I am, so all I can do is be honest with you."

Alex didn’t pull his hand away, and Frank reached over and wrapped it up with both hands. He should have pulled away. He knew that. But Frank’s touch was grounding, steady. And the things he was saying… they made sense. Or at least, Alex wanted them to.

"I’ll never lie to you, Alex. Stick with me and I’ll support you and help you reach your full potential. No more working for minimum wage, worrying if you’re gonna have a roof over your head. No more guilt and shame over being the person you are inside."

Alex swallowed hard, his heart pounding, torn between the warmth of Frank’s words and the weight of what they implied. It sounded too good, too easy, like a shortcut through all the hardship he’d been bracing himself for. But wasn’t that the dream? No more struggle, no more scraping by? Still, something about it made his stomach twist, like standing on the edge of a high ledge and looking down. Frank leaned in, his grip firm but not forceful, his voice dropping to a low, measured tone.

"Do this with me, Alex. It’s time to rid yourself of that bourgeois morality. It’s time for you to be free."

Alex listened, his initial shock giving way to contemplation. Frank’s honesty, while jarring, also confused him. He didn’t know exactly what it was that Frank was offering, but it all seemed so enticing.

"Frank… I… I’ll do it. I’ll stick with you. I don’t know exactly what you’re offering, not really. But that’s okay. I think I trust you. I’m not sure if that’s smart of me, but you haven’t led me astray yet. Just make me one promise," said Alex.

"What’s that?"

"Don’t hurt me. Don’t betray me like Elijah did."

"I would never."

"Promise me."

"I promise."

Alex looked into Frank’s piercing blue eyes and could sense his sincerity. "Okay, Frank. I trust you. I’ll listen to you and, um, follow your lead, I guess."

"You won’t regret it," he answered, his smile beaming.

As if perfectly timed, the main dishes arrived, gracefully presented by the attentive staff. The shift in atmosphere was subtle but unmistakable, easing away from the weight of their earlier conversation. The arrival of beautifully plated entrees, a seared salmon with a delicate lemon-butter sauce for Alex and a perfectly cooked filet mignon for Frank, served as a gentle transition back to the present moment and the exquisite dining experience Frank's restaurant offered. Frank, noticing Alex’s enjoyment, gestured toward a small dish of sauce.

"Try it with this," he suggested, his voice carrying the certainty of a seasoned chef.

Alex followed his suggestion, finding the combination elevated the dish to a new level of culinary delight. It was in these small moments, sharing and enjoying food, that a different side of their connection emerged, one grounded in the shared pleasure of the senses.

Their conversation lightened, meandering through topics like favorite movies, books they found compelling, and amusing anecdotes from Frank's early days as a chef. Laughter filled the spaces between bites, and Alex was swept up in the ease of the moment, the earlier tension dissipating like the last rays of sunset.

Frank, ever the observant host, kept their glasses full, pairing a wine that complemented both the filet mignon's richness and the salmon's delicacy.

"Wine pairing is an art," he explained, his knowledge of the subject adding another layer to the dining experience.

As they progressed through the meal, Alex allowed himself to relax, encouraged by Frank's promise and the sincerity he sensed behind it. The promise of support and guidance, devoid of betrayal, offered a glimmer of hope and a sense of security he hadn't felt in a long time. The dinner ended with a shared dessert, a decadent chocolate lava cake. As Alex savored the rich, melting center, he wondered if this was what Frank meant: a life full of indulgence, new experiences, and things he never let himself have before.

Stepping out of the restaurant later that evening, the city lights twinkling like distant stars, Alex felt a complex mix of emotions. He felt a tangle of nerves and excitement. The unknown road ahead was daunting, but thrilling in a way he couldn’t quite explain. Like a distant dream beginning to take shape in the tangible world.

"I have a question to ask you, Alex," said Frank, as the pair meandered through the parking lot towards Frank’s car.

"Yes?"

"It’s about what we talked about earlier. Are you really ready to trust me? To really expand your horizons?"

"I think so."

"We can take it slow if you want. But if you're ready, I have something planned for tonight."

"Tonight? Wait, what could it be?" Alex asked, nervous about the idea.

"You have to trust me, Alex. If you're not ready, we can leave it for another night. But if you are… well, I have something special in mind," explained Frank.

"No," Alex blurted out, almost surprising himself. His pulse quickened, but he didn't back down. "I trust you. I'm ready."

"You sure?"

"Yes."

"You’re ready to do whatever it is I ask of you, trusting that I’ll protect you and won’t let you get hurt?"

Alex considered it for a moment, took a deep breath, and answered, "I’m ready, Frank."

"Good," he replied. "Do you drive? Do you have your license?"

"Yes, Frank."

"Perfect. Here are my keys. I want you to drive my car back to my house. Let yourself in and take off that lovely outfit you’re wearing, leaving on what’s underneath. After that, make yourself at home, and await further instruction."

With those words, Frank handed Alex the keys to his Mercedes, flashed a grin, and then walked back into the restaurant. 


Chapter 10

Alex turned the key in the ignition, the soft purr of Frank’s car wrapping around him like a promise, or perhaps a warning. The city lights blurred past, each one a beacon in the night, guiding him not just through Portland’s streets, but also through the tumultuous landscape of his own thoughts. He was acutely aware of the lingerie pressed against his skin, a silent testament to the precipice on which he teetered.

The drive was a solitary journey, the kind where the purr of the engine and the rhythm of the road invited deep reflection. Alex was caught between the exhilaration of being desired and the gnawing unease of what that desire might cost. Each mile closer to Frank’s house felt like another step away from the Alex who had first arrived, wide-eyed and hopeful, seeking a place where he could belong.

Memories of Elijah crept unbidden into his mind, a ghost from the past whispering of betrayal and loss. But where Elijah had left scars, Frank promised something different: an escape, a future drawn in bold, vivid strokes. But at what price? Was the allure of being seen and cherished by someone like Frank worth the gamble of his trust, his body, his soul?

As the sleek car wound through the quieter streets towards Frank’s abode, Alex wrestled with the duality of his desires, to be free, truly free, in a way he’d never allowed himself to imagine, and yet not lose himself completely to another’s vision of what his life could be.

He pulled into the driveway, the car’s headlights illuminating Frank’s home, casting long shadows that seemed to dance in the late evening breeze. The house loomed ahead, familiar yet different in the quiet night. Last time, he’d entered with excitement, adrenaline from their first night together still coursing through him. Now, he was alone, expected to prepare himself for… something. Whatever Frank had planned.

Alex’s heart thrummed in his chest, a frenetic beat that mirrored his conflicting emotions. He was on the precipice of something new, something that whispered of both danger and delight. Tonight, he realized, wasn’t just another night. It was a threshold, one he couldn’t cross without leaving something of his old self behind. As he switched off the engine and sat for a moment in the quiet darkness, Alex felt the weight of his decision. To step into Frank’s house was to step into a new version of himself. Was he ready for the reflection that would greet him on the other side?

With a deep breath that felt like the first true breath in a long while, Alex opened the car door and stepped out into the night, the cool air caressing his face like a lover’s touch. Alex’s journey from the door to the sanctuary of Frank’s house felt like traversing the layers of his own consciousness. The act of undressing, of peeling away the layers he had worn to the world outside tugged at the threads of his resolve.

The dinner attire, selected for its facade of casual elegance, was methodically removed, revealing the secret he had cocooned beneath: the lace bodysuit, its peach hue a stark contrast against the dim light of the room.

The bodysuit clung to him like a second skin, the delicate material tracing the lines of his body with an intimacy that left him breathless. The deep V-cut, daring in its exposure, spoke of vulnerabilities and invitations, while the thong wedged between his cheeks pressed firmly against his most intimate areas.

Facing the mirror, Alex confronted the reflection before him. The young man adorned in peach lace was a stark departure from the one who had walked through Portland’s streets. The lace, with its intricate designs, seemed to map out the contours of his uncertainties, fears, and desires, weaving them into a tapestry of vulnerability.

This was not merely a change of attire but a profound affirmation of his willingness to step into the unknown, to explore the depths of trust and desire that Frank’s world promised. The bodysuit was both armor and offering, a declaration of his readiness to navigate the complexities of this new terrain. Stepping away from the mirror, each movement imbued with a newfound sense of purpose, Alex moved through Frank’s home. The bodysuit, a silent partner in his journey, was a constant reminder of the choice he had made to trust, to risk, and to explore what lay hidden in the shadows of fear and desire.

The living room, bathed in the soft, ambient light that filtered through delicate curtains, offered a haven of tranquility in the maelstrom of his thoughts.

Drawn almost instinctively toward it, Alex located a bottle of wine, an elegant, dark bottle that Frank had mentioned in passing, its contents as rich and complex as the evening promised to be. He poured the ruby liquid into a glass, the sound a soft sigh in the quiet room. The act of pouring wine, so mundane and yet so profoundly grounding, served as a brief anchor to reality, a reminder of the simple pleasures that life afforded.

Holding the glass, feeling the cool touch of the stem against his fingers, Alex took a moment to appreciate the aroma, allowing the scent to fill his senses, a prelude to the taste. The first sip was a balm, the rich flavor a fleeting escape from the whirlwind of anticipation and apprehension that threatened to overwhelm him.

Maybe this was reckless. Maybe he should question things more. But the way Frank made him feel… how he looked at him like Alex was something precious. He wanted that. He was willing to take the risk.

Settling onto the couch, the fabric soft beneath him, he allowed the weight of his body to sink into the cushions, finding a physical comfort that contrasted with his inner disquiet. The wine glass rested gently in his hand, a companion in solitude as he waited for Frank, and whatever the night held, to arrive. In this moment of pause, the dim light casting shadows that danced with the flicker of his anticipation, Alex found peace.

A semblance of peace, fleeting as a held breath.

The sound of the front door unlocking jolted Alex from his thoughts. But something felt off. He expected the warm tone Frank always used. Instead, his voice was measured, controlled. Not just a lover returning home, but a man with an agenda. Frank entered, trailed by a man Alex had never seen before. Alex stood up instinctively, his breath catching as his eyes darted between them. There was something in the stranger’s posture, so confident and self-assured, that put him on edge before a single word was spoken.

"Hey, sweetheart. Remember when I said I had something planned for you? Well, this is Michael," Frank said, gesturing towards the man beside him. Michael extended his hand, a polite smile playing on his lips, but his eyes held something else: curiosity, assessment, perhaps even expectation.

"Alex, it's a pleasure. Frank has told me so much about you," Michael said, his tone smooth, an undercurrent of curiosity threading through his words.

Alex rose from the couch, the fabric of his bodysuit whispering against his skin, a reminder of the vulnerability he embraced for the evening. "It's nice to meet you, Michael. Frank has mentioned we had some plans, but he didn't go into much detail," Alex replied, his voice steady though his mind raced.

Frank laughed, a warm sound that seemed to fill the room. "I like to keep some elements of surprise. Alex, Michael is not just a friend. He's an investor in The Bitten Spoon, and he's very interested in some of the ideas we've been discussing. Ideas that include you. He looks good though, doesn’t he?"

"Absolutely stunning, Frank. Your words didn’t do him justice," said Michael, looking Alex up and down, his eyes dripping with an unbridled lust that even Alex could recognize.

Alex felt his entire body flush, and he wanted to quickly move past the compliment. "Ideas that include me?" he asked, seeking clarification, the words hanging between them like a charged pause in a symphony.

"Yes," Michael interjected, stepping forward. "Frank has shared with me your... unique situation, and I must say, I'm intrigued by the potential. Your story, your look, it's all quite captivating. We believe it could be quite beneficial, mutually so."

Alex turned to Frank, searching his face for a sign, an anchor in the swiftly shifting sands of the conversation. "Frank, when you said plans, I didn't really realize…"

Frank interrupted, sitting down next to the young man, his hand finding Alex's bare shoulder. "Alex, trust me. This is an opportunity, a chance for you to explore new horizons. What we’re offering is a partnership."

The room seemed to close in around Alex, the walls inching nearer with each word spoken. The promise of security, of a future bright with possibilities, was enticing, yet the path to it was fraught with shadows and unknowns.

"A partnership?" Alex asked, his voice a soft challenge in the opulent room.

Michael exchanged a look with Frank, a glance speaking volumes passing between the two before turning back to Alex.

"Yes. A partnership that involves utilizing your talents, and your image. You see, we’re looking to expand and we need a bright young face to show our investors. A bright young face and a soft, slender body. It’ll be perfect for you Alex. And you’ll be compensated. Handsomely."

The proposal hung in the air, a tantalizing offer laced with uncertainty. Alex felt the weight of their gazes, the gravity of the decision before him. A crossroads that promised either liberation or further entanglement in a world he scarcely understood.

"Think of it, Alex," Frank said softly. "Freedom from worry, from doubt. A chance to live freely, on your terms. All I ask is that you consider it, consider trusting us with your future."

To Alex, it all felt so enticing. Freedom from worry, freedom from grinding away at a minimum wage job, and more time to focus on his studies and whatever else he wanted to pursue. Yet it was all so unclear. What exactly does this offer entail?

"Frank," began Alex, "you make it all sound so simple. And so official. But let’s be real for a second. I’m sitting in this outfit in front of you and a man that I’ve never seen before, like you asked. So be up front with me. What am I going to have to do?"

Frank's expression softened, acknowledging the gravity of Alex's request for candor. He shared a brief, knowing glance with Michael before turning his full attention back to Alex.

"Alright, Alex. Let's cut through the bullshit," Frank began, his tone shifting to one of earnest transparency. "You’re not stupid. What we're proposing isn't just about you being a face or an image for a brand. It's a little more intimate than that."

He paused, ensuring Alex was following, before continuing.

"Our clientele, the people we cater to at The Bitten Spoon and the ones we aim to attract with this new venture, they're looking for experiences. Not just fine dining, but something that extends beyond the plate. They seek exclusivity, discretion, and personal connections."

Michael chimed in, his voice smooth and deliberate.

"Think of it as bespoke hospitality. You, Alex, with your unique charm and appeal, would be part of offering that. It’s about enticing investors. It's about creating an atmosphere, a memory that can't be found just anywhere."

Frank picked up where Michael left off.

"And yes, it would involve being in the company of these clients, engaging with them on a level that's, well, beyond the conventional waiter or host. You wouldn't be doing anything you're uncomfortable with, Alex. Consent and boundaries are paramount. But yes, it's essentially about leveraging your allure, to enhance the client’s experience, making it something unforgettable."

Alex processed the words, the frankness of the discussion peeling away the layers of euphemism and marketing speak that had shrouded the offer. The promise of freedom and security was undeniably attractive, but it came with strings attached, strings that tugged at his very essence.

"I see," Alex said after a moment, the complexity of his emotions mirrored in his voice. "And tonight, with Michael... it's a sort of... test run?"

"In a manner of speaking, yes," Michael answered. "An opportunity for you to see what the arrangement might entail, in a controlled environment. And for us to ensure it's a fit for all parties involved."

With those words Michael approached the couch and sat down next to Alex. For the first time, Alex had the chance to look at the man, and to be honest, he was not at all unappealing. Michael's appearance radiated a mature, irresistible charm. In his early 40s, he carried a distinguished air, his dark hair flecked with silver, styled to perfection. Tall, with a chiseled jaw, and a perfectly sculpted physique.

Without warning, the older man placed his hand on Alex’s thigh. A shiver ran up Alex’s spine as he realized where this was all heading. His head spun, not knowing if this was something he wanted to go through with, but too scared to open his mouth and protest. As if sensing his discomfort, Frank interjected.

"Alex, it’s okay. Don’t worry. If this isn’t something you want to do, just say so. There’s no pressure here," the older man reassured him.

The young man opened his mouth and spoke the first thing that came to mind. "It’s not that I don’t want to do it, Frank. It’s just I’m worried."

"Worried about what?" asked Frank.

"Worried that you’re not going to want me afterward. Worried that this is going to ruin everything," he confessed.

With those words, Michael removed his hand from Alex’s thigh and looked over at his business partner, his expression concerned.

"No, no, no," Frank reassured, sitting down on the couch so that Alex was positioned between the two men. "You shouldn’t be worried about that. If anything this is going to make me want you more, Alex. Like I said before, I can’t do the whole monogamy thing. If you do this I’m going to be less worried. That’s the one thing I can’t handle, Alex."

"Are you sure?" Alex replied, still unsure of what to do.

"I’m positive. You’ve got to trust me, Alex."

With those words, he wrapped his arm around Alex’s shoulder and pulled him in. At that moment, Alex felt tiny in the much larger man’s embrace. He leaned his head into Frank’s shoulder and gave him a quick kiss on the neck.

"How about this," Frank interjected. "Why don’t I join in this time? Me, you, and Michael. Now before you say anything, just know we’ll treat you so well. We’ll be gentle and respectful and if you want to stop, just say the word. I know that’ll make it easier for you, Alex. What do you say?"

Alex leaned into Frank, seeking not just physical but emotional shelter, his voice barely above a whisper. "Frank, are you positive this won't change how you see me? That it won't damage what we have?"

Frank's response was immediate, his tone filled with a warmth and certainty that sought to dispel Alex's doubts. "Alex, listen to me," he said, his words slow and deliberate, as if to impress upon Alex the truth of them. "Nothing you do tonight will change how I feel about you. I know you, remember? I could see the fire inside of you from the first time we laid eyes on each other. I know that deep down you're an adventurous soul who will love every minute of this. And that’s what I love about you, not this strange idea of purity that you learned when you were a kid. And I'll be right there with you, every step of the way. You're not in this alone."

To Alex, the reassurance felt heartfelt and earnest. It didn't erase his apprehensions, but it offered a foundation to cling to, a promise that, no matter the outcome, the connection between them would endure. Alex felt the knot of tension within him loosen slightly, not gone, but manageable.

"Okay, Frank. I trust you. I’ll do it."

Michael offered a reassuring smile and rested his hand back on Alex’s bare thigh. Noticing this, Frank copied the gesture and Alex leaned back into the couch cushion, savoring the sensation of both men running their hands up his slender legs. He let out a soft moan as their hands moved higher and higher up his thigh.

"That’s not so bad now, is it?" Frank whispered before leaning in and nibbling at the young man’s ear.

"No, sir," breathed Alex, suddenly conscious of his cock quickly stiffening against the lingerie.

Sensing Alex’s excitement, Michael moved his hand higher, brushing his fingers against Alex’s balls, still contained within the confines of the lace. Next he moved his hand even higher, squeezing the young man’s cock through the fabric. A shock of pleasure ran through Alex’s entire body.

"You’re already so hard!" mused Michael, continuing to squeeze and rub Alex through the lingerie.

"I can’t help it," whined Alex, bucking his hips forward as he continued savoring every touch.

"Stand up," ordered Frank, his voice cool and steady.

Alex rose to his feet, still nervous but eager for more instructions from Frank.

"Now that you’re hard, I want you to show off for Michael here. Tease him a little bit. Let him touch you," instructed Frank.

His heart pounding in his ears, Alex’s cheeks immediately flushed red. He looked quickly at Frank hoping for some sort of reprieve, but Frank’s request was clear. Not knowing what else to do, the young man shuffled a step over so that he was standing just in front of Michael and began to sway his hips slowly back and forth. There was an uncertainty to his steps, a hesitant shuffle that spoke more of discomfort than desire.

Alex closed his eyes, but he could still feel the hungry gaze of Michael wash over him. On one hand he felt a little ridiculous: all dolled up, swaying back and forth to a silent room as the tip of his cock poked out the top of the lingerie clinging to his body. He bit his bottom lip, cringing a little. Just as those thoughts were passing through his head, however, he opened his eyes to see Michael leaning forward and feel his gruff hand take hold of a handful of the flesh of his thigh. The touch was electric and made Alex’s cock twitch in his panties.

"That’s a good girl. Shake it for me. Shake it for me and let me touch you," growled Michael.

Alex did as asked, sliding closer so that Michael had an easier time reaching him. He felt both of the older man’s hands rest on his hips as he kept swaying, taking note as Frank rose and put on some quiet house music on his expensive stereo. The thump of the bass began to resonate in his body as Alex’s lazy sway began to transform into something else. His hips moved with an erotic precision, tracing the contours of the beat, his limbs weaving stories in the air around him. Lost in the moment, Alex turned around and arched his back, sticking his ass out toward Michael.

"Oh wow!" growled the older man, grabbing both of the young man’s cheeks and squeezing them with his powerful hands.

Alex let out a moan and inched even closer towards Michael, eager to excite him, eager to feel his strong, unfamiliar hands running over his body.

"What did I tell you, Mike? He’s a wonder. Really something special," observed Frank, rubbing himself through his trousers.

"He really is. You’ve found yourself a keeper here Frank," mused Michael as he reached between Alex’s legs, gently squeezing the young man’s balls through the panties.

A shiver of pleasure rocked Alex’s body as he let Michael touch him and squeeze him. It all felt so dirty, so excessive, but Alex was so lost in the moment he didn’t care.

"Are you ready to suck his cock?" asked Frank.

"If you want me to," replied Alex, a hint of nervousness returning to his psyche.

"Here’s a pillow. Get on your knees and show him what you can do," urged Frank, tossing the cushion onto the floor directly in front of the young man.

Alex kneeled down and tried to make himself comfortable, his heart still absolutely pounding in his chest. Looking up, his face was inches away from the bulge in Michael’s slacks.

"Take it out," ordered Frank, his tone firm.

Alex reached up, his hands trembling slightly, undoing Michael's belt, unclasping the buttons and pulling down the zipper. He reached to the waistband of the older man’s boxers and yanked down, the man’s rock-hard cock bouncing mere centimeters in front of his face. Alex grabbed hold of it and started stroking. It was a little shorter than Frank’s, but just as thick and he could feel it throb ever so slightly in his hand.

"That’s a good little slut," urged Frank. "Now, put it in your mouth. Just the tip to start out with. Tease him a little bit and make him want it."

Alex brought the tip of the man’s cock to his lips, giving the underside a few small kisses. He hadn’t dared open his eyes yet; he was so nervous that he feared meeting Michael's gaze would shatter the fragile confidence he had mustered. His breath hitched as he felt Michael's hands gently guide him, the touch surprisingly tender.

"Just take it slow," Michael murmured, his voice a soothing balm to Alex's frayed nerves.

Alex nodded slightly, his eyes still closed, and began to move, his lips parting to take in the tip of Michael’s member. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of fear and excitement. The flavor of the older man’s precum filled his senses. It was sweet, but possessed a stronger vintage than what he’d become used to with Frank.

"A little deeper now," commanded Frank, and Alex took his words to heart, going ever so slightly lower on the man’s cock, running his tongue along the bottom side of it slowly and delicately, eliciting a moan from Michael’s lips.

"How’s he doing?" asked Frank.

"He’s doing great," replied Michael, though adding, "so far at least."

"Like I said, he’s a young man of many talents," replied Frank.

Two strands of drool slipped from the corners of his mouth as he continued sucking, urged on by the praise that they both showered him with. The sounds of their voices, mixed with the thump of the bass, creating an almost hypnotic rhythm that he found his head bobbing up and down Michael’s hard cock with hardly a thought in his head.

"Don’t rush," Frank cautioned gently. "Enjoy the moment, Alex."

He took a deep breath through his nose, trying to pace himself, focusing on the twitch of Michael’s cock and the encouraging words from Frank. The nervousness that had gripped him at the start began to loosen its hold, replaced with a strange sense of accomplishment.

Alex felt the gentle touch of Michael’s hands against the back of his head, guiding him down even deeper. Fighting his gag reflex, the young man felt his throat stretching to its limit. Nevertheless, he held the position for a few moments before coming up for a deep breath.

"Just like that, Alex," he murmured. "You’re doing so well."

Alex glanced up and caught the approving looks from both men. He closed his eyes again, letting the moment wash over him, going as deep as he dared, taking the length of Michael’s throbbing cock into his throat. He fought the urge to gag, staying down until he couldn’t take the pressure any longer. He came up for air dramatically, a thick strand of saliva bridging the gap between his lips and Michael’s cock.

"Oh my God!" praised Michael, and Alex smiled despite himself.

As he sat back, catching his breath, he felt a strange sense of anticipation for what lay ahead, ready to face it with the same determination that had carried him through tonight.

"See, he was just a little nervous. Once he relaxes, he’s like Aphrodite reincarnated," Frank said with a satisfied grin. He reached out, gently lifting Alex’s chin so their eyes met.

"You’ve got a gift, Alex. And with a bit more confidence, you’re going to be unstoppable."

Michael nodded in agreement, his eyes still filled with admiration. "You really are something special. I can see why Frank thinks so highly of you."

Alex’s cheeks reddened, the praise both exhilarating and overwhelming. He wasn’t used to such attention, such validation. It was a heady mix, making him feel both powerful and vulnerable. Desperate for more of Frank’s attention, he reached up to undo his lover’s belt, but was stopped short of his prize.

"Not yet," said Frank, gently pushing away Alex’s hands. "Why don’t you take a moment to freshen up? There’s a bathroom just down the hall to the right. Michael and I have something to discuss. We can continue this in the bedroom. When you’re ready."

Alex rose, standing on slightly unsteady legs. He nodded, grateful for the chance to gather his thoughts and compose himself. As he walked down the hall, he noticed his erection was intense and clearly visible through the bodysuit. Fighting the urge to touch himself, he hurried down the hall to the bathroom, wondering what it was that Frank had to say to Michael.

In the bathroom, Alex splashed cool water on his face, staring at his reflection in the mirror.

"What would *they* say? Everyone back in Utah. My parents. The elders. Elijah. What would they say if they saw me like this?"

He hesitated for a moment, his fingers tracing the delicate fabric of the lingerie wrapped around his body. He took a deep breath, straightening his posture.

"It doesn’t matter," Alex whispered to himself. He splashed his face one more time, for good measure. The cool water grounded him back into the present moment, washing away the lingering doubts and insecurities. For now. He couldn’t let thoughts of his past hold him back now; he had come too far and had too much at stake.


Chapter 11

He emerged from the bathroom, the hallway dimly lit as he made his way towards the bedroom. The soft thrum of music from the living room followed him, a steady pulse that seemed to sync with the rhythm of his heartbeat.

Pushing the door open, he stepped into the room and paused, taking in the sight before him. The bedroom was bathed in a warm glow from carefully arranged lamps, casting soft shadows that danced across the walls. The scent of sandalwood and vanilla lingered in the air, mingling with a faint trace of cologne. The plush carpet muffled his steps, its luxurious fibers cushioning each movement.

Michael and Frank were already there, undressed, the soft lighting accentuating the sharp contours of their physiques. They stood close together, their skin glistening slightly in the low light, a quiet conversation halting  as they turned their attention to Alex. A lump formed in Alex’s throat as he caught sight of Michael’s eyes, narrow and hungry, gleaming with a sharp focus.

"He’s returned," said Michael, extending his hand in invitation.

Alex took a hesitant step towards the pair, and then another, the lingerie tight against his body. He took Michael’s hand, the touch grounding him as he stepped closer. The older man pulled him in, wrapping his strong arm around Alex’s slender waist. His skin felt cool and unfamiliar, a stark contrast to the warm glow he’d grown accustomed to with Frank.

"You look like a little fucking doll," Michael murmured, his eyes roaming appreciatively over Alex's form. "Absolutely stunning."

Frank nodded in agreement, his gaze equally intense and predatory. "Are you ready, Alex? Are you ready to submit to both of us?"

Alex broke eye contact and stared down at his feet. In response, Frank tilted Alex’s chin back up, forcing their eyes to meet.

"I can tell you’re nervous, but I know you’re ready. No more punching a clock, no more fishing for coins in the sofa cushions so that you can afford a meal. From here on out, you’ll get what’s owed to you. Luxury. Comfort. And pleasures you can’t even conceive," whispered Frank.

Alex felt Michael’s hands running up and down his hips, the older man’s fingers brushing gently against his cock as Frank paused his speech and began nibbling on his earlobe. A shiver of pleasure coursed through Alex’s body as his resistance melted away.

"And you promise… you’ll… oh my God!" moaned Alex, feeling Michael’s lips licking and sucking his other earlobe.

"What do I promise?" asked Frank, his hand slipping under the fabric covering Alex’s chest and squeezing one of his sensitive nipples.

"You promise you’ll be there with me the whole time? You promise you won’t get rid of me?" cooed Alex as he turned his head and brushed his lips against Frank’s.

The older man returned the kiss, aggressive and hungry, his tongue claiming every inch of Alex’s mouth before pulling back with a teasing bite to his lower lip.

"Of course, baby. Anything you want," he replied. "Now, get on your hands and knees at the end of the bed. Ass facing us."

With those words, Alex felt like Frank had taken control of him. He broke the embrace and climbed onto the king-size bed. The bed’s soft mattress gave slightly beneath Alex’s knees as he settled into position, his palms pressing into the plush duvet. The warm glow of the bedroom lights painted shadows across his arched back, tracing the curves of his body. He could feel the weight of their gazes: Frank’s calculated and commanding, Michael’s ravenous and admiring, both men drinking in the sight of him.

The bodysuit clung tightly to his form, a delicate contrast to the rawness of the moment. Each movement he made felt hyper-aware, every shift of his hips or tremble of his fingers amplified by the electric charge in the room. His heart pounded in his chest, a rhythm that seemed to sync with the muted bass still thumping softly through the walls.

As he waited, his head bowed slightly, Alex’s mind churned with a mix of emotions until they were suddenly interrupted by a stinging slap to his left ass cheek. The young man fought the urge to recoil from the blow, arching his back even deeper. The sensation burned, sending a rush of heat through his body that mingled with an unexpected thrill. A soft gasp escaped his lips as he allowed himself to sink deeper into the moment.

"Look how he handled that," Michael murmured, his voice low and reverent. "He’s perfect, Frank. You were right. He’s a natural. Beautiful, demure, and a proper submissive."

"Good boy," Frank murmured approvingly, his hand cupping and squeezing the young man’s ass cheek, a firm yet reassuring presence. "You’re already learning how to let go. Trust me, Alex. This is where you belong."

Michael leaned in closer, bringing his face between Alex’s ass cheeks, his nose pressing against the small piece of fabric covering his hole. The touch sent a shiver through him, not of fear but of anticipation, his body responding instinctively to the older man’s confident exploration. "And he doesn’t flinch," Michael continued, his tone almost admiring. "He craves it, doesn’t he?"

Alex could feel the heat of their attention, the way their words wrapped around him like a cocoon, both intoxicating and overwhelming. He shifted slightly, his knees pressing deeper into the plush mattress as he gently pressed his hips back into Michael’s face, a tacit acknowledgement that he craved the treatment that the older man was offering. Alex felt the fabric being pulled to the side, followed by the warm and tantalizing sensations of the flat of Michael’s tongue against his sensitive asshole. He moaned softly as Michael started eating, the scruff of his jaw only slightly scratchy while his tongue and lips continued to lick and kiss the most sensitive part of his body.

However, the self-consciousness once again began to creep in. He thought about the way Frank had spoken earlier, the promises of comfort, security, and indulgence. Were they genuine? Or were they tools of manipulation, designed to pull him deeper into a world he was only beginning to understand? The thought lingered but began to dissolve as Michael's hands gripped his hips, and his tongue began to slowly penetrate Alex’s thoroughly wet hole. The thoughts began to fade away as his hole yielded and the pleasure grew more and more intense. It was as if his body was no longer entirely his own, willingly yielding to the demands of the men who commanded him.

Each sensation pulled him further away from his usual overthinking and into a haze of physical delight. Every flick, every press of Michael’s lips against his most intimate spot stripped away another layer of his reservations. He reached down and began rubbing his achingly hard cock through the front of his bodysuit, all of his previous cares and misgivings lost in a cloud of obscene pleasure.

Suddenly, Frank’s weight shifted onto the bed. Alex didn’t need to turn to know it was him, his scent, his presence, and the sheer confidence with which he moved were unmistakable. Frank settled in front of Alex, his body radiating heat and dominance. A hand tilted Alex’s chin upward, drawing his gaze to meet Frank’s piercing eyes.

"You’re doing so well, Alex," Frank murmured, his tone both soothing and authoritative. "But I want you to focus now. Look at me while you feel everything Michael is giving you. Let me see how much you’re enjoying this."

The words struck Alex like a command he couldn’t refuse. He nodded slightly, his lips parting as his breathing quickened. Frank’s hand lingered on Alex’s face for a moment longer before sliding downward, tracing the line of his jaw and neck with deliberate care. Alex’s eyes glazed over as the last of his self-consciousness floated away.

"There you go. Good boy. Just like that," Frank commented, before moving in and giving Alex a kiss on the lips.

Alex closed his eyes, savoring the stroke of affection. The kiss was slow and deliberate, a quiet contrast to the heat swirling through Alex’s body. Frank’s lips moved against his with a practiced ease, coaxing rather than demanding.

Behind him, Michael’s hands never faltered, gripping Alex’s hips and burying his face between the young man’s round cheeks, grounding him in the dual sensations of obscenity and tenderness. The contrast between the two men, the roughness of Michael’s scruff and the smooth, possessive glide of Frank’s lips, made Alex feel as though he were caught in a carefully orchestrated symphony of sensation.

Frank pulled back just enough for their foreheads to touch, his breath warm against Alex’s skin. "You’re beautiful like this," he whispered, brushing his thumb over Alex’s flushed cheek. "Do you believe me now?"

Alex’s breath hitched as he opened his eyes, meeting Frank’s unwavering gaze. For a moment, the room faded away, the weight of expectation replaced by a fragile but profound sense of belonging.

"I think I’m starting to," Alex murmured, his voice barely more than a breath.

Frank’s smile was soft but victorious. "Good," he replied, pressing a kiss to Alex’s temple before trailing his lips down to the corner of his jaw. "Now why don’t you show me how you can make me feel?"

With those words, Frank sat down on the bed in front of Alex, bringing his fully erect cock within reach of the young man’s mouth. Alex hesitated for just a second, his gaze flickering from Frank’s face to the hardness in front of him. The weight of the moment pressed down on him, but it wasn’t the weight of fear, rather anticipation. He leaned forward slowly, feeling the warmth of Frank’s body radiating toward him.

He placed a tentative kiss along the length of Frank’s shaft, his lips soft as they brushed over the sensitive skin. Frank let out a slow, appreciative sigh, his hand finding the back of Alex’s head, fingers threading gently through his hair. The touch wasn’t forceful, at least not yet. It felt more like encouragement, a reminder that Alex was in control of the pace.

"That’s it," Frank murmured, his voice low and honeyed. "Take your time. I want to feel every second."

Alex’s confidence grew with every passing moment. The praise wrapped around him like a warm blanket, quieting the last of his nerves. He parted his lips, taking the tip into his mouth, his tongue swirling experimentally along the ridge. Frank’s breath caught in his throat, a barely contained moan slipping past his lips.

From behind, Michael’s hands shifted, pulling the front of Alex’s bodysuit to the side and freeing the young man’s aching cock. A sudden shudder of pleasure crashed through his body as Michael took hold of it, stroking up and down as he continued licking and sucking his asshole. Absolutely dripping precum, the strokes were warm and slick and easy, too easy in fact as he was already on the edge of cumming after a mere few seconds of the treatment. However, Michael chuckled and relented, not wanting to make him finish too soon.

While Michael continued pleasing him, Alex hadn’t forgotten his duty toward Frank, continuing to suck as he held back the moans which were almost desperate to escape from his body. He brought his lips even lower down Frank’s shaft, the taste of the older man’s precum filling his senses entirely.

"Lower," Frank commanded, noting the boy’s enthusiasm.

Alex acquiesced, bringing the swollen head of Frank’s cock to the back of his throat and letting it pass the threshold. As his throat took in the length of Frank’s sizable member, he felt his own cock twitch at the highly erotic sensation. He bobbed his head up and down, fighting his gag reflex as he did so.

"You’re getting so fucking good at that," moaned Frank, as he pushed gently down on Alex’s head, urging him to take his cock even deeper.

The young man didn’t object, impaling himself even deeper until the urge to gag was too overwhelming. Releasing himself from Frank’s cock, Alex came up for a gasp of air, giving the older man a shy smile as he felt the mix of slobber and precum dripped down his hairless chin. Noticing this, Michael gave his ass a firm slap, the sound echoing through the room.

"Mind if I get some of that, Frank?" he asked.

"Let’s switch spots," agreed Frank, before reaching in and kissing Alex again, being sure to lick up the mess from his chin.

A little overwhelmed by the attention, Alex shrank as he broke from the kiss from Frank.

"Aw, he’s a little shy. How cute!" marveled Michael, which only made Alex blush even harder.

"Easy on the kid, Michael. No need to embarrass him. He’s doing a great job so far, don’t you think?" responded Frank.

"I’m only teasing. He’s doing wonderfully," Michael stated as the men switched places.

Michael took his place in front of Alex, towering over him with a confident smirk.

"Now, let’s see how that pretty little mouth of yours feels on me," he growled, brushing his thumb roughly across Alex’s lips before parting them with the pad of his finger. Alex’s pulse quickened as he leaned forward, his mouth warm and inviting as he wrapped his lips around the tip of Michael’s cock.

"That’s it," Michael groaned, his voice rough with satisfaction as he gripped the back of Alex’s head. His fingers tightened in Alex’s hair, not enough to hurt, but enough to remind him who was in control. "Show me how eager you are."

Frank stood behind Alex, leaning down and running his hands over the young man’s back. "Look at you," he murmured, his voice low but full of pride. "Such a good boy."

Alex’s heart thudded wildly as his senses were bombarded by the weight of their attention. The mix of roughness and praise sent shockwaves of arousal through his body. Michael thrust his hips forward slightly, testing Alex’s limits, and Alex instinctively relaxed his jaw, letting him in deeper.

"Fuck," Michael hissed, rolling his head back as he felt Alex's tongue press and swirl around him. "He's got no idea how good he is at this."

Frank chuckled darkly, gripping Alex’s hips and pulling them back until Alex was forced into a perfect arch, his back curving in a way that made his whole body a display. "Oh, I think he’s starting to figure it out," Frank said, sliding his hand possessively over Alex's ass and giving it another sharp slap that made Alex gasp around Michael's cock.

The sound only made Michael groan louder, his pace quickening as he watched Alex struggle to keep up and then adjust, his body working instinctively to please. "Fuck, that sound..." Michael muttered, his voice thick with lust. "He’s perfect."

Alex could feel the sting where Frank’s hand had struck, but it only fueled the fire building in his core. Frank leaned down again, his breath hot against Alex’s ear as he whispered, "You like it, don’t you? Being our little plaything."

Alex’s moan vibrated around Michael’s cock as he nodded, the last remnants of his hesitation stripped away from his psyche.

"Are you ready to get fucked, Alex?" Frank whispered, grabbing the young man’s ear in his teeth and causing a shiver of pleasure to course down Alex’s back.

Alex removed his mouth from Michael’s glistening cock and caught his breath before begging, "Yes sir. Please. Please, I’m ready."

"Yeah? You sure?" Frank murmured, his voice a deep growl against Alex’s ear. "Show me how much."

Alex moaned softly, nodding as he pressed his ass back into Frank, feeling the hard planes of his body align with his own. The weight of Frank’s cock pressed against him, heavy and unrelenting, while Michael’s cock grazed Alex’s lips again, a silent invitation he didn’t hesitate to accept.

Michael groaned as Alex’s tongue traced along his length, slow and deliberate, sending a shudder through the older man’s frame. "Put it back in your mouth," Michael muttered, his voice thick with need.

Alex did as he was told, taking Michael back into his mouth just as he felt the pressure of Frank’s cock pressing against his now eager hole. Alex let out a moan as he felt his hole stretch.

"Relax," Frank whispered as he slowly stroked the contours of Alex’s back.

Alex’s body tensed for a fleeting second before melting down onto Frank’s cock, every inch of his pucker hypersensitive to the heat stretching him open. Frank’s grip was unrelenting, his fingers digging into Alex’s hips as if staking a claim. The sound of Alex’s moans filled the room, harsh and ragged, blending with the muted pulse of the bass in the background.

Frank shifted behind him, the weight of his body pressing, sliding his cock even deeper into the young man. Stars filled Alex’s vision as his body began to shake, his mouth remaining motionless on Michael’s cock as he let the obscene pleasure rock his body.

"Good boy," Frank growled, slapping Alex’s ass and he began slowly moving his hips back and forth. "Just like that."

Michael let out a low, guttural noise, his hand tightening around the back of Alex’s neck, keeping him in place as he started making use of the young man’s mouth. "You’re perfect," he muttered, his voice a rasp. "Like you were made for this."

Frank picked up the pace, though his thrusts were still slow and deliberate, tracing the length of Alex’s spine before reaching around and grabbing the young man’s achingly hard cock, now absolutely hemorrhaging precum. Alex’s body spasmed as the stimulation, slick and heated, set his nerves alight. His moans were high-pitched and uncontrolled, as if his body was caught in the relentless rhythm of their touch and movement.

Frank’s voice, rough and unwavering, cut through the haze. "Take it. Show us how much you can take."

Soon enough, both men were thrusting at both of his ends at a fevered pace, Frank’s hips clapping against Alex’s supple ass as each thrust went as deep as possible. All the while, Michael continued to fuck the young man’s throat; a mess of spit and precum pooling on the bed’s comforter. After a few minutes of this treatment, Alex felt his orgasm building, the incredible sensations reaching heights he had never thought possible.

"Fuck yes!" cried Frank, thrusting his cock as deep as it could possibly go.

Alex somehow managed to pry himself away from Michael’s grasp, gasping for breath as his pleasure reached its peak and his body seized violently from the orgasm. He felt Frank’s cock deep inside of him, throbbing and twitching. His body shook and shuddered and when Frank withdrew himself, Alex's body collapsed onto the bed directly onto a pool of his own cum. Despite Frank having finished, shocks of pleasure continued to course through the young man’s being. Alex’s body shuddered, his breath coming in ragged gasps as every muscle quivered from the relentless tension. The room pulsed with the remnants of their exertion. The heat, the scent of sweat, and the ineffable air of satisfaction that lingered on.

"Fucking hell," muttered Frank, eyes still fixed on Alex as if he couldn’t quite believe what he’d just witnessed.

Frank’s hands moved more gently now, running up and down Alex’s sides in slow, soothing strokes. His voice, though softer, still carried that edge of control. "You’re incredible," he whispered into Alex’s ear before pressing a final, lingering kiss to his neck. "Exactly what I knew you’d be."

Alex let his forehead rest against the bed for a moment, catching his breath and grounding himself. The pounding of his heartbeat slowly began to settle as he shifted slightly, still aware of the heat radiating from both men. Frank reached for Alex’s chin, tilting his head up with a touch that was surprisingly tender.

"Look at me," Frank murmured, his gaze steady and possessive. "Are you OK?"

Alex blinked up at him, body still trembling as the room’s reality slowly seeped back in. He licked his lips before speaking, his voice hoarse but steady. "I’m alright. I think."

Michael let out a low laugh, his eyes glinting. "You two look fine, but I still haven’t gotten my nut."

Alex’s eyes widened slightly at Michael’s words, his breath still unsteady as his body continued to buzz from the aftershocks. Through his blurry gaze, he glanced up and saw Michael sitting on the bed, his cock still at full attention. Alex shifted his weight, his muscles aching, every inch of him sensitive to the touch.

"I... I don’t think I can," Alex murmured, turning to Frank, his voice barely above a whisper. His gaze flicked back to Michael, who stood with his arms crossed, his expression half-amused and half-impatient.

Michael tilted his head, his grin wolfish. "Come on, Frank. You’ve had your fun. It’s my turn now." His eyes trailed over Alex’s flushed, trembling form. "No fair calling dibs."

Alex’s heart sank, his body instinctively recoiling from the idea of continuing. He turned to Frank, searching for reassurance or an out. "Frank... please," he said, his voice almost pleading. "I... I don’t think I can do this again. I’m done."

Frank’s expression softened at the edges, but the firmness remained. He brushed a hand gently over Alex’s hair, letting his fingers trail down to his cheek. "You’re stronger than you think, Alex," he murmured, his thumb brushing against Alex’s skin. "Remember why you’re here. This isn’t just about now. It’s about everything you’re working toward. The money, the freedom, all of it."

Alex's throat tightened, the weight of Frank’s words settling like stones in his chest. He knew what Frank was doing, reminding him of the promises, the future that felt just within reach. But it was beginning to feel like too much. His body screamed for rest, for mercy. Michael’s patience thinned as he took a step forward, his grin slipping into something sharper.

"Come on, Alex. Don’t make me beg."

His hands found Alex’s ankles, grasping them firmly as he slid the young man to the edge of the bed. The sheets rustled beneath him, and Alex let out a quiet gasp as his body shifted involuntarily, his muscles protesting the movement.

"No... wait," Alex whispered, his voice hoarse, barely audible. He tried to push back, but his arms felt like lead, too weak to resist. His entire body throbbed with the need to rest, to curl up and let the world fall away.

Michael’s eyes darkened with impatience as he adjusted Alex’s legs, setting him into position. "You’ve got this," Michael murmured, though the heat in his voice made it clear this wasn’t entirely for Alex’s benefit.

Frank knelt beside Alex, brushing a damp lock of hair away from his forehead. His touch was disarmingly gentle, a stark contrast to Michael’s insistent grip. "Alex," Frank murmured, his voice low and steady, "we’re almost there. Just listen to me. Haven’t I always been right before?"

Alex looked up into Frank’s eyes, dark pools of authority and reassurance. His chest felt tight with exhaustion and doubt, but Frank’s words slithered through him, weaving themselves into the cracks of his resolve. "I’ve gotten you this far, haven’t I? Trust me. Just a little longer."

The reminder of everything Frank had promised cut through Alex’s weariness like a lifeline. He wanted to believe him. He needed to believe him. He shook his head, his throat dry, and gave a slight nod.

Frank’s lips curved into a satisfied smile, though his tone remained soft, almost coaxing. "Good. That’s my boy."

Michael’s impatience melted into something close to awe as he watched the exchange. He exhaled slowly, regaining his composure, placing the tip of his cock at the now gaping entrance of Alex’s hole. Michael pushed, and Alex let out a cry. While not as long, Michael’s cock was thicker than Frank’s, and being stretched even further right after cumming was almost too much to handle.

Alex’s entire body was buzzing: overstimulated, every nerve alight, like he was caught in the eye of a storm with no way to steady himself. Alex’s breathing grew shallow, his chest tightening and vision spinning as he tried to focus, but the heat, the weight of their gazes, and the sheer enormity of the new cock pressed down on him like a tidal wave.

"It’s too much!" cried Alex, the stimulation overwhelming his senses.

Every muscle in his body tightened as he tried to scoot away on the mattress, but his left leg was firmly in the grasp of Michael, who continued thrusting in and out of his aching hole. In response, Michael reached down with his other hand and firmly squeezed Alex’s cock and balls, still semi-erect, though achingly sore.

"No!" Alex whimpered, turning his head to the side and taking hold of the comforter with his teeth.

"You can do it, Alex," whispered Frank into the young man’s ear. "You’re tough, look at you. Relax. You can do it."

His mind spun, caught between fear and surrender, between the aching need to stop and the crushing guilt that told him he couldn’t. His body screamed for rest, for mercy, but it also trembled with the lingering echoes of desire and the desperate need to not disappoint. The weight of everything, their touch, their praise, their unrelenting focus, settled over him like a second skin, stifling yet strangely exhilarating.

Michael’s thumb traced along Alex’s cheekbone, tilting his head up so their eyes met. The hunger in Michael’s gaze was palpable, but there was something else there too, an almost reverent admiration that made Alex’s heart stutter in his chest.

"Your little body feels so good," groaned Michael, picking up the speed of his thrusts. "It’s so wet. Wet and tight."

Frank’s fingers flexed slightly against Alex’s side, grounding him. "You’re doing so well. You’re exactly where you’re meant to be."

The words were meant to comfort, but they only added to the pressure building inside him. Alex felt like he was drowning in sensation, in expectation, the world narrowing until there was nothing left but the heat of their bodies and the weight of their desires. He closed his eyes, trying to steady himself as his pulse pounded in his ears.

He wasn’t sure if he was shaking from exhaustion or something else entirely, but as the moment stretched out, he felt himself tip toward surrender, not because he wanted to, but because it was the only way to survive the storm.

Michael’s grip tightened on Alex’s cock and balls, his growl reverberating through the room as he took what he wanted, his movements rough but deliberate. "Take. That. Fucking. Cock!" Michael hissed through clenched teeth, every word punctuated by a thrust.

Alex howled, each entrance of Michael’s achingly hard cock eliciting a high-pitched, animalistic screech the young man had no control over. Frank’s hand tangled in Alex’s hair, holding him steady, anchoring him as the bed creaked beneath their weight. "Just a little more," Frank urged. "You’ve come this far. Don’t stop now."

Alex’s entire body ached, every nerve screaming from the overload. His limbs felt like they would give out at any second, but the force of their presence, their praise, and their unrelenting attention drove him past the threshold of exhaustion. He was no longer just enduring it. He was being consumed by it, his senses shredded down to raw instinct.

Michael’s head tipped back as he let out a guttural, satisfied growl, and Alex felt the huge cock inside of him throbbing and twitching and filling him with cum.

Michael’s grip relaxed while his body stiffening just before collapsing against Alex’s trembling frame, the heat and weight of him pinning Alex in place for a long, suffocating moment. Alex gasped for air, every inch of his body hypersensitive to the lingering pressure inside of him.

Alex’s head lolled forward, damp hair sticking to his face as his chest heaved. His mind was a blur of heat, noise, and exhaustion. His lips were swollen, his skin tingling from every scrape and grip that had claimed him.

Michael finally pulled back, breathless and flushed. "Unreal," he muttered, dragging a hand down his face as he shook his head in disbelief. "You’re something else, kid."

With those words, he removed his still stiff cock from Alex, sending a final jarring rush of sensation through the young man’s entire being. As his body went limp and sunk into the mattress, he felt the seed of both men leaking out from him and onto the comforter. His ass felt as loose and sore as he ever thought possible. For a moment, he wondered if it would ever feel the same again.

With that thought in his head, Alex felt Frank’s arms tighten around him. His ears rang, his heartbeat thrumming like distant thunder. Frank’s breath warmed his temple as he whispered, "It’s over now. You did it."

But Alex wasn’t sure what "it" was anymore, if it was survival or surrender. He just knew that whatever had happened here, whatever he had endured, had changed something deep inside him.

Frank guided him to the edge of the bed, tilting Alex’s chin until their eyes met. "Look at me," Frank said, his voice low but firm. Alex blinked, dazed and hollow, but the intensity of Frank’s gaze was impossible to ignore.

"You’re stronger than you think," Frank continued, a note of pride in his voice that almost felt like a reward. "And you belong to this now."

Alex shuddered, the words burrowing deep into the frayed edges of his psyche. His body felt wrung out, pushed to its absolute limit, and yet... he was still here. Somehow, he was still standing.

Frank’s lips ghosted over Alex’s cheek, a strange, fleeting softness after so much unrelenting intensity.

"Now, breathe," he whispered. "We’re done."

Michael stepped back, reaching for his clothes with a low chuckle. "Worth every fucking dollar," he muttered.

Frank stood, helping Alex up despite the tremor in his legs. "Go clean yourself up," Frank said, more an order than a suggestion, though his voice had softened. "Then you rest. You’ve earned that much."

Alex nodded weakly, the bathroom door blurring as he stumbled toward it. His legs felt like they would collapse beneath him at any moment, but he forced himself forward. The cool air hit his face like a slap as he stepped into the bathroom, bracing himself against the sink.

His reflection stared back at him: disheveled hair and hollow eyes that didn’t quite look like his own. Slowly, his gaze drifted downward to the delicate gold bodysuit still clinging to his form. His fingers trembled as he slipped the straps from his shoulders, letting the lace and mesh slide down his body. He tugged at the straps and peeled the lace away, the tight fabric resisting before sliding down his legs in a slow cascade.

For a moment, Alex just stared at it, the shimmering fabric catching the dim light, beautiful and damning all at once. A sharp pang of shame bloomed in his chest, twisting and hot. He felt exposed, not just physically, but in a way that went deeper, like something had been stripped away from him along with the lingerie. He swallowed hard, pushing the bitter taste down.

“It doesn’t matter,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

He kicked the bodysuit aside with a harsh flick of his foot and turned on the shower, letting the sound of rushing water drown out the lingering echoes of the night.

The cold water struck his skin in sharp rivulets, shocking the heat from his body as he stepped under the spray. He gasped, leaning one hand against the shower wall as the water ran over him, washing away the sweat, the heat, and the remnants of everything that had just happened. The sensation was grounding, each droplet a reminder that he was still here, still breathing.

He let the water run over him for a minute longer before reaching for the soap. His hands trembled slightly as he lathered up, scrubbing away the ache in his muscles and the haze in his mind. He closed his eyes and let the foam slide down his body, carrying away the sweat and spit and cum still running down his leg. When he finally turned the water off, the silence pressed in around him, heavy and absolute.

Grabbing a fresh towel, he dried himself quickly, the cool fabric soft against his skin. He caught his reflection in the mirror again. His face was still flushed, his eyes glassy from exhaustion. He ran a hand through his damp hair before wrapping the towel around his waist and stepping out into the hallway. His legs still wobbled beneath him as he made his way back to the bedroom, the ache in his muscles serving as a reminder of how much he had given tonight.

The bedroom felt different when he reentered it. The air was cooler, and the sheets on the bed had been changed. Fresh, crisp linens lay in place of the rumpled, sweat-damp comforter from earlier. The scent of lavender and something clean hung in the air. Frank must have done it while Alex was in the shower.

Alex barely had time to process it as he stumbled toward the bed, his body yearning for rest. He sank into the mattress, sighing at the softness that welcomed him. His muscles ached in a dull, satisfying way as he pulled the sheet up over his shoulders.

A moment later, Frank appeared in the doorway, now dressed in dark slacks and an open-collared shirt, looking composed as if the last hour hadn’t even happened. He crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, one hand brushing lightly over Alex’s hair.

"You were incredible," Frank murmured, his voice low but full of something deeper: pride, admiration, maybe even gratitude. "I knew you could handle it."

Alex blinked up at him, eyelids heavy, his body already succumbing to the pull of sleep. Frank reached into his pocket and pulled out a neat stack of bills, placing them gently on the nightstand.

"Three thousand," Frank said softly. "I told you it’d be worth it. You’ve more than earned it."

"Three thousand." The words settled over him like a weight, pressing down, making his stomach twist. He should have felt... what? Gratitude? Shame? He couldn't decide. All he knew was that it sat there, inches away, as real as the ache in his limbs.

The sight of the money sent a flicker of awareness through Alex’s exhaustion, but it felt distant, like a reminder of something he’d once worried about but couldn’t grasp in that moment. He nodded faintly, his head sinking deeper into the pillow. Frank leaned down, pressing a brief but lingering kiss to Alex’s temple.

"Rest," he murmured. "You’ve earned that too."

Alex barely registered the sound of Frank rising and moving toward the door. Just before it clicked shut, his voice drifted back, directed at someone out of sight. "I need to talk business with Michael. Won’t be back tomorrow morning either, but make yourself at home. Big day for us both."

The soft click of the door was the last thing Alex registered before sleep pulled him under. The world dimmed to a quiet void as his breathing slowed, and his body surrendered to rest.


Chapter 12 

The first light of dawn was just beginning to seep through the gauzy curtains of Frank’s apartment when Alex’s eyes fluttered open. He was alone, the bed beside him cool and untouched, the empty spot a stark reminder of the night's events. As he lay there, the three thousand dollars, staring at him from the nightstand, each bill a testament to the choices he'd made just hours before.

Alex sat up slowly, his movements languid, as if resisting the pull of reality. The room was quiet, the kind of hush that follows the aftermath of significant decisions. He glanced around, the familiar luxury of Frank’s place now tinged with an air of sleaze. The expensive decor, the artful arrangement of furniture, all of it seemed to mock his turmoil with its inert perfection.

The pleasure of last night, which had seemed so vivid and intoxicating at the time, now receded. Alex remembered the laughter, the admiring glances, the soft whispers of praise that had felt like a balm to his ego. Frank and Michael had been generous, not just with their money but with their compliments.

"You’re a natural," Frank had said, his voice warm with approval.

"A real gem," Michael had added, his eyes alight with what seemed like genuine admiration.

But as the adrenaline faded, replaced by the stark light of morning, Alex felt a gnawing in the pit of his stomach. Had their praises been just another form of currency? The thought made him shiver, and he wrapped the sheets tighter around his body, as if they could shield him from his own creeping doubts.

He got out of bed and moved towards the window, dragging the blanket along with him. He pulled aside the curtain to look out at the waking city. Portland was coming to life, oblivious to his troubles. He watched as cars began to dot the streets, people starting their mornings, commuting to their jobs. Turning away from the window, Alex caught his reflection in a mirror across the room. He let the blankets drop to the floor. The lace lingerie was gone now and he stood there, naked and alone, the sight of his body reflecting back at him, skinny, pale, and suddenly unfamiliar.

"I don’t see what the big deal is. Frank and Michael looked at me like I was a work of art, but standing here now, all I see is... me. Just me," he thought, the self-conscious ruminations sputtering to life.

He wandered into the kitchen, the cool tile beneath his feet. Mechanically, he made coffee, the familiar ritual soothing his frayed nerves. As he waited for the brew to drip, his mind replayed the night, each memory laden with conflicting emotions: excitement, fear, pleasure, and a creeping sense of betrayal. As he reached for the coffee pot, his elbow brushed against the envelope in his hoodie pocket. A reminder. As if he could forget.

Sitting at the kitchen table with a mug of hot coffee, Alex tried to piece together his thoughts. Three thousand U.S. dollars. It was more money than he’d ever had at once. It could change things for him, make his life easier in so many ways. It was the weight of possibility, of freedom.

What was he becoming? Was this the freedom he had sought when he left Utah? The questions circled in his mind, each demanding attention he wasn't ready to give. He thought about calling Remedy, his only true confidant, but what would he say? That he’d sold a piece of himself, or that he’d finally found a way to leverage what he had to offer?

The money, the empty apartment, the silent promise of more, everything led back to Frank. Frank, who had seen something in him, who had offered him a world of luxury and pleasure. But at what cost? Alex’s fingers traced the rim of his coffee cup, the ceramic smooth and cold against his skin. He wrapped his hands around the mug, the warmth seeping into his fingers. But the moment he took a sip, the bitterness hit wrong. It was grounding, yes, but grounding in a way that reminded him of all the things he should have been feeling but couldn’t process yet. He poured the rest down the drain, watching the dark swirl disappear, wishing everything else could be washed away just as easily.

With everything put back in its place, Alex got dressed and looked over the pristine apartment one last time. It felt odd, leaving without a note, but what would he even write? Thanks for the dreams and doubts? He shrugged off the discomfort, grabbed his things, and closed the door softly behind him.

Outside, the early morning air was crisp, and the sky a pale wash of blue. Alex pulled out his phone and ordered an Uber. It was a small luxury, something he would typically forego due to cost, but in the moment it felt like a small victory. The ride home was quiet, the city around him slowly stirring to life. Alex stared out the window, the landscape blurring into a mix of colors and shapes as he retreated into his thoughts. Once he got home, his apartment felt uncomfortably silent, the rooms echoing his own uncertainties.

He tossed the envelope onto his small dining table and drifted from room to room aimlessly. He tried watching TV, but the sounds and sights from the screen seemed distant and unengaging. He picked up a book that had been assigned for English composition class, then put it down again, unable to focus on the words.

Lunch was a haphazard affair, some leftover pizza that tasted like cardboard and indifference. He ate mechanically, his thoughts a tangled mess. Every so often, his gaze would stray to the envelope on the table. As the afternoon waned into evening, Alex’s restlessness grew. He showered, the hot water a temporary relief from the chill that had settled inside him. Dressing for his shift, he chose the most comfortable clothes he owned: a plain, well-worn t-shirt and his softest jeans.

Finally, it was time for his shift at TJ Maxx. He grabbed his security badge and keys, pocketing the envelope once more. The walk to work was short, but each step felt heavy. As he entered the store, the familiar fluorescent lights and the scent of retail normalcy were oddly comforting. This was a world he knew, one with rules that were clear. Manageable. Checking in, he pinned on his badge. The cool metal was a stark contrast to the warmth rising in his chest, a mix of anxiety and relief at being back in a routine, however mundane.

Alex positioned himself at his usual spot near the entrance, the automatic doors sliding open and closed with a soft whoosh, a rhythm to his thoughts. Maybe, just maybe, the shift ahead would be uneventful, and the simplicity of his job would grant him the space to sort through the chaos of his emotions, piece by fragile piece. He tried to focus on the rhythm, hoping the simplicity of his job would help him sort through the chaos of his emotions. As the minutes ticked by, the familiar hum of retail life began to provide a fragile sense of normalcy.

Alex exhaled, watching the automatic doors open and close. Another customer wandered in, clutching a clearance coat. He barely registered them. Everything around him moved as if underwater. He felt... disjointed, out of sync with the world.

"Hey, you look like you’ve seen a ghost," came a voice from behind him. Alex turned to see Remedy, his non-binary best friend and coworker, approaching with a concerned expression.

"Hey, Rem," Alex replied, trying to muster a smile. "It’s been a weird day."

Remedy tilted their head, scrutinizing Alex with sharp, perceptive eyes. "What happened? You look like you’ve been through the wringer."

Alex took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the past twenty-four hours pressing down on him. "I need to talk to you. Like… a lot."

"Let’s go to the break room," Remedy suggested, guiding Alex away from the entrance. "We’ve got a few minutes before we have to be back on the floor."

In the break room, Alex sank into one of the chairs, feeling the exhaustion of the day settle into his bones. Remedy sat across from him, their expression a mix of concern and curiosity.

"Okay, spill. Did something happen last night? What’s going on?" Remedy asked, their tone gentle but firm.

Alex hesitated, then pulled the envelope from his pocket and placed it on the table between them. "This. And everything that led up to it."

Remedy’s eyes widened as they picked up the envelope and peeked inside. "Holy shit." They stared at the money for a long second, fingers ghosting over the edge of the bills. "Alex… where did you get this?" Their voice was softer now, like they already knew they wouldn’t like the answer.

Alex ran a hand through his hair, taking another deep breath before diving into the story. He recounted the events of the previous night, the dinner, the proposal, the intimacy with Frank and Michael, the morning after. As he spoke, Remedy listened intently, their expression shifting from surprise to concern to something more thoughtful.

When Alex finished, Remedy sat back, processing everything. "So, let me get this straight. You went over to Frank’s place, had an… encounter with him and Michael, and they paid you three thousand goddamn dollars for it?"

"Yeah," Alex said, his voice barely above a whisper. "That’s pretty much it."

Remedy frowned, their brow furrowing. "I thought you were just getting yourself a sugar daddy. But it sounds like Frank’s got you trickin’. Are you okay with that?"

Alex looked down at his hands, his thoughts a tangled mess. "I don’t know. I wouldn’t call it that. It felt good at the time, you know? They were nice, and the money… It's a lot of money, Rem. It could really help me out."

"But how do you feel about it now?" Remedy pressed, leaning forward. "This isn’t just about the money, Alex. You know I’m an anarchist at heart, but I don’t want to see you getting taken advantage of. You know what I mean?"

"I don’t think I’m getting taken advantage of," replied Alex, before asking, "Am I?"

"I don’t know. But I do know two things: One, you have caught major feels for Frank, and two, you need to figure out whether or not you’re really okay with doing these sorts of things. And I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with it. Shit, three thousand goddamn dollars to be wined, dined, and bedded? Sign me up! But I’m a hardened veteran while you, well you’re kind of a baby."

Alex opened his mouth to respond, "I am not a baby," but realizing how that would sound, he was able to catch himself. He instead sighed, feeling the weight of his conflicting emotions. "I’m not sure how I feel about it. Part of me is scared, but another part of me feels… empowered, I guess? Like I finally have some control over my life. But I don’t want to feel like I’m just being used, either."

"Let me ask you another question: have you heard from him since you left his place?"

"No," replied Alex, honestly. "But he said he had a really big day and needed to leave super early in the morning. I didn’t want to bother him, so…"

"And after everything that went down, you’re alright with that?" interrupted Remedy.

"I guess not. It makes me feel kind of… I don’t want to feel like I’m being used," he repeated.

"So what are you going to do about it?"

"I’m not sure. I don’t know what to do, Rem. What should I do?"

"Here’s what you should do," they began. "Don’t be the first one to text or call. See what happens. If he really cares about you, he’ll reach out. You don’t want to seem desperate, and I love you kid, but I know without a shadow of a doubt that you’ve already sent him some texts that have come off as a little desperate."

Alex thought about it for a moment before telling Remedy he agreed, and that he promised he wouldn’t be the first one to text.

"Good," replied Remedy. "Now, I think you should buy me a burrito from Chipotle in exchange for all the sage wisdom I’ve doled out. Extra meat too, you know they’ve been skimping recently."

Alex laughed, thanked Remedy, and said he’d be happy to get them a burrito so long as they let at least two hours pass before skipping off to lunch.

Alex's shift at TJ Maxx ended in a blur of routine tasks, his mind constantly drifting back to Frank. Despite Remedy's advice to hold back and see if Frank would reach out, the radio silence weighed on him. It wasn’t until late at night, after Alex had settled into the quiet of his apartment, that his phone finally buzzed. It was Frank.

The message read like a casual check-in, but Alex could sense the underlying concern. Frank mentioned how hectic his day had been, dealing with restaurant investors and hinted at his longing to hear from Alex. He asked if everything was okay, which only intensified the churn of emotions Alex had been trying to manage all day.

"I’m fine," Alex texted back, trying his best to maintain a semblance of distance.

"No, I can tell something’s up. Last night, I’m assuming?"

"Like I said, I’m fine," wrote Alex.

His phone vibrated again, this time Frank's words softening further, clearly trying to coax the truth out of him.

"You know you can talk to me about anything, right? Last night was incredible, and I thought we connected on so many levels."

Alex hesitated, his fingers hovering over the keyboard. Part of him longed to open up, to dive back into the feeling of closeness they’d shared, but another part was wary, holding him back from revealing too much, too soon.

"I know," Alex finally responded, trying to come off as noncommittal. "It’s just been a long day."

Frank didn’t miss a beat, his next message coming quickly. "I get it. But I’m here for you, okay? I’ve been thinking about you all day. You’re amazing, you know that? Last night wasn’t just about fun for me or for Michael. It was special. It was you finally coming out of your shell and taking a step towards your *true* potential."

The affirmation was hard to resist, but Alex felt the defenses around his heart faltering.

"Thanks, Frank. I’ve been thinking about you too," Alex admitted, his resolve melting under the warmth of Frank’s affectionate persistence.

"I’m glad to hear that." Frank’s messages now took on a tender tone. "I want to make sure you’re happy with our arrangement. You mean a lot to me, Alex. More than just a fun night. I want you to feel safe and valued."

“Thanks Frank,” was the only reply Alex could muster.

"Speaking of our arrangement," Frank wrote, "something came up today during the meeting. One of the investors expressed an interest in meeting you. No pressure, but he’s our sort of person, if you catch my meaning. He might want to 'date' you as well. I told him I’d check with you first."

The message hit Alex like a cold splash of water. He stared at his screen, fingers hovering over the keyboard, unsure of what to say. His mouth went dry as the implications set in. Frank was offering him to someone else. The phrasing was polite, almost casual, but Alex knew better.

He swallowed, forcing himself to type. "What exactly would that involve?"

Even as he hit send, a storm of emotions raged inside him.

"It’s entirely up to you," Frank assured. "I wouldn’t push you into anything you’re not comfortable with. It could be an opportunity for you to explore this further, always with my support. And of course, you’d be well-compensated."

Alex sat back, his mind racing. Aside from the thirty dollars he’d spent on Chipotle for Remedy and himself, Alex hadn’t yet touched any of the money he’d earned the night before.

"I’ll think about it," Alex responded after a long pause. "I just need some time to process everything."

"Take all the time you need," Frank replied. "Just know that I’m here for you, and I’ll support whatever decision you make. Anyways, are you in bed right now?"

Alex stared at the message for a moment. Something about how easily Frank folded this conversation into something soft, something domestic made his stomach twist. Was this how it was supposed to feel?

"Yah," he typed, then deleted it immediately. Yeah. No, that felt too formal. He erased it again. After a pause, he just sent "Yeah."

A moment later, Frank’s reply popped up. "Well, me too. Good night."

Alex hovered over his keyboard, thumb hesitating above the screen. He thought about Remedy’s advice, about holding his ground, about not being the first to cave.

Finally, he typed: "Goodnight, Frank."

That night, as sleep enveloped Alex, his mind whisked him away to the familiar landscapes of Utah. In his dream, he was walking through the streets of West Jordan, the sidewalks framed by the stark, imposing mountains in the distance. The air was crisp, carrying the scent of sagebrush after rain, a smell that tugged at long-buried memories.

He wandered through the neighborhood where he grew up, each house passing by like a snapshot from a life he had left behind. Children played on well-manicured lawns, their laughter echoing in the clear air, a sound both sweet and haunting. Alex felt a pang of nostalgia mixed with the relief of distance, relief from the expectations and constraints that had once defined his existence there.

As he walked, the scene shifted, and he found himself at his old high school. He was an observer, invisible to those around him, watching scenes of his younger self navigating the hallways. There he was, laughing with a group of friends he no longer spoke to, there he was, looking lost and alone after class.

The dream took another turn, leading him to a moment he had tried hard to forget. He was back at the camp where he had met Elijah. They were sitting under the vast Utah sky, stars twinkling above like scattered diamonds. Elijah was talking passionately about his dreams, about leaving Utah, and about the struggles he had with his face. Alex listened, feeling the old stirrings of affection and longing, the pain of what would eventually happen between them lingering just under the surface.

Suddenly, the dream shifted to a more recent memory. Frank's luxurious apartment, a stark contrast to the simple settings of Utah. Frank was there, and Alex was wearing cat ears and a micro-bikini that barely covered anything.

"Are you comfortable, Alex?" Frank asked in the dream, his voice a low rumble that seemed to fill the room.

Alex looked down at himself, then back up at Frank. He took a step back, unsure of himself.

"I’m not sure," he replied, his voice echoing slightly in the opulent room. "Sometimes, I feel like I’m losing myself."

Frank's expression softened, and he extended a hand, not to touch, but as if offering an olive branch. "I want you to be nothing other than what you are, Alex. You define what that means, not me, not anyone else."

"Do you really mean it?" asked Alex, taking a step closer towards his lover.

"Of course. So long as you aren’t a sucker. So long as you’re using your God-given gifts."

"My gifts?"

"That toned little body. That skinny waist. That warm mouth. That hard little cock. That tight little asshole."

Frank’s words sent a shudder through Alex. He tried to cover himself up but it felt like there were eyes on him from every angle.

"What would *they* say? Everyone back in Utah. My parents. The elders. Elijah. What would they say if they saw me like this?"

"Does it matter?"

The dream began to dissolve around the edges, the clarity of Frank’s apartment giving way to the muted light of dawn seeping into Alex’s real bedroom. He woke with a start, the images and emotions from the dream mingling with his waking thoughts.

Lying in the quiet of his room, Alex contemplated the vivid imagery his subconscious had conjured. Alex's thoughts drifted to the people from his past in Utah, their judgments and expectations that had once confined him. What would they think of him now? The question lingered uncomfortably in his mind, but Frank's retort in the dream, "Does it matter?" echoed as a powerful counterpoint. Perhaps it didn't, or shouldn't, matter what they would think.

Sitting up in bed, Alex took a deep breath, trying to shake off the last vestiges of the dream. Alex’s mind circled back to Frank’s proposition about the investor wanting to meet him for a "date." He felt a chill at the thought of stepping further into this world. It was a trade-off that now seemed far more daunting in the cold light of day. Yet, as he mulled over his options, a sense of resignation settled over him. The money, the lifestyle, the pleasure, the escape from a mundane existence, it all had a pull that was hard to resist, especially when the alternatives were so bleak.

Maybe, Alex thought, he could navigate this arrangement to his advantage, at least for a while. Perhaps he could maintain some semblance of control over the situation, dictate his boundaries, and not lose himself completely to Frank’s desires.

With a heavy heart, Alex reached for his phone. He typed out a message to Frank, confirming that he would meet the investor. Each tap on the keyboard felt like a step further away from his old self, each word a silent betrayal of the values he had once held dear.

"Okay, Frank. I slept on it and made up my mind. I’ll do it. Set it up," he wrote, his fingers hesitating before he sent the message.

His phone buzzed with a quick response from Frank, full of assurances and promises of how great this opportunity would be for him. Alex read the message, but the words felt hollow. Dawn crept across the sky, and Alex drifted back off to sleep.


Chapter 13

The cool Sunday morning air drifted through a cracked window as Alex woke, not to the insistent beeping of an alarm, but to the soft chime of his phone. Bleary-eyed, he reached for the device, squinting against the brightness of the screen. It was a text from Frank.

"Good morning, Alex. Hope you're feeling well today. Thinking of you."

The message should have warmed him.

"Doesn’t matter," he muttered, swinging his legs out of bed. The day was ahead, and regardless of everything stirring within, life required him to keep moving.

He stood and stretched, his reflection in the mirror catching his eye. For a moment, he studied himself, trying to see what Frank saw. The thought worsened his unease; he wasn't just Alex anymore, he was someone's investment.

Pushing the thoughts aside, Alex felt the urge to move. A run, he thought, might clear his mind. As he laced his sneakers, his phone buzzed again. Another message from Frank, a gentle reminder of their upcoming meeting with the investor tomorrow.

"Just a heads-up, tomorrow’s meeting is at 7 PM. You’ll do great, I promise. And if at any moment you change your mind, or even if you get cold feet the night of, just let me know. But if you’re still feeling brave, we’ll all meet beforehand at my restaurant, if that’s alright with you."

Alex ignored the message, stepping out into the crisp morning air, the physical act of running helping him to focus, the rhythmic pounding of his feet on the pavement keeping him present. Yet, even as he welcomed the distraction, his thoughts drifted back to him.

After several miles, Alex slowed to a walk, his breath misting in the cool air. He made his way back to his apartment, the reality of his situation settled back over him like a shadow. Despite the physical exertion, the weight of tomorrow’s meeting remained.

Alex tried to distract himself with mundane tasks, cleaning his apartment, doing laundry, checking emails, anything to keep his mind off the impending evening. But as dusk fell and the city lights began to twinkle on, his thoughts inevitably drifted back to Frank and his investor.

His phone buzzed as he was contemplating dinner, a welcome distraction from his spiraling thoughts. It was Remedy checking in, their message popping up with a casual urgency that was typical of them.

"What’s up kid? Just checking in on you. Everything alright?"

Alex stared at the message, grateful for the reminder that there was someone out there who genuinely cared about him. He typed back a quick response.

"Hey Rem, thanks for checking in. I’m good. Went for a run this morning. Just chilling now, tired af."

Their reply came quickly.

"No doubt. Get some rest, and keep your head up!"

"Always," replied Alex.

“Playing a gig tonight over in Vancouver. See you tomorrow at work."

For a moment, Alex thought about messaging Remedy and telling them that Frank had set up a date for him and that he’d agreed to go through with it. It’s what he normally would do. Remedy was someone he shared everything with. But for some reason, he couldn’t find the words.

After a day of distracting himself with chores and mindless television, Alex’s stomach grumbled, a sharp reminder of how little he’d eaten in his anxious haze. Deciding a bit of fresh air and a change of scenery might do him good, he put on his coat and headed to the local grocery store to grab something quick and easy for dinner.

Alex wandered over to the deli section, where pre-packaged meals sat neatly in their rows. His eyes landed on the sushi selections, a luxury he’d recently been introduced to, but seldom allowed himself due to the cost. However, with the extra money he'd received and the weight of the evening ahead, he felt justified in treating himself. He picked up a package of California rolls.

As he walked towards the checkout, Alex passed by the international aisle, where various ethnic foods and drinks were displayed. A small bottle of sake caught his eye. The sleek, simple bottle seemed almost to beckon to him, a promise of a momentary escape from his escalating nerves. He knew he couldn't purchase it legally, but the more he thought about the evening ahead, the more the idea of having something to steady his nerves appealed to him.

Alex glanced around, heart pounding. No one was watching. The bottle was small, cool against his palm. One quick motion, deep into his coat pocket. A sharp jolt of adrenaline shot through him, chased quickly by guilt. Just this once, he told himself, just to get through tonight.

With the sushi and the stolen bottle of sake, Alex headed to the self-checkout, trying to appear calm and collected as he scanned his food. His hands were slightly shaking as he bagged the sushi, and he kept his gaze focused on the machine to avoid eye contact with anyone who might see the guilt in his eyes.

Once outside, the cool air felt sharp against the warmth of his flushed face. He walked quickly back home, the bottle in his pocket swaying heavily with each step.

Back in his apartment, Alex unwrapped the sushi and set the bottle of sake on the table. He poured himself a small cup, the clear liquid sloshing slightly as his hands still trembled. As he took his first sip, the warmth of the alcohol provided a brief comfort, easing the tightness in his chest slightly. Yet, the relief was fleeting.

Alex had just finished his meal and was nursing the second cup of sake when his phone buzzed again. The screen lit up with Frank’s name. He took a deep breath before reading the message, bracing himself for the details.

"Hey Alex, we’re set for tonight. Meet me at the restaurant at 7 PM. I’ll introduce you then. Dress sharp, wear something nice over your choice of lingerie. Make sure you’re clean and shaven. I want you to look your best. I've arranged an Uber for you; it'll be at your place by 6:40 PM. See you soon."

Alex read the message a few times, each word reinforcing the reality of the evening. The instructions were clear, and the reminder to wear lingerie beneath his outfit brought a flush to his cheeks.

Feeling the weight of the evening ahead, Alex set his phone down and approached his wardrobe with a sense of resignation mixed with anticipation. He opened the closet door, revealing an array of clothes neatly arranged by type and color. Tucked away in a less frequented drawer were the pieces of lingerie that Frank had encouraged him to explore wearing. His hands hovered before selecting a piece, smelling the faint scent of lavender from a sachet nestled among the fabrics. After a moment of hesitation, he pulled out a delicate, black lace bodysuit.

Holding the bodysuit against his torso, Alex studied the details, the way the lace hugged the curves of his body. The material felt alien yet enticing against his fingertips. With another deep breath to steady his nerves, he slipped into the bodysuit. The fabric clung to his skin as he adjusted the straps, aligning the garment to sit perfectly. The sensation of the lace enveloping his torso was still novel, a mix of confinement and liberation that made him pause to look at himself in the mirror.

In front of the mirror, Alex turned slowly, observing how the bodysuit transformed his appearance. The black lace contrasted sharply against his skin, highlighting his slender waist and the slight broadness of his shoulders. As he studied his reflection, Alex tried to reconcile the person he saw with the person he felt he was.

Turning his attention to grooming, Alex carefully removed the lingerie and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over him as he methodically began to shave. Frank had specifically requested a clean and polished appearance, which Alex understood to mean every last part of his body below his eyebrows. He started with his face, meticulously ensuring each line was perfect and his skin was left smooth and free of stubble. He then moved on to his body, which, fortunately, was not particularly hairy, making the task a bit less daunting than it might have been otherwise.

With a razor in hand, Alex carefully shaved his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles and the contours around his shoulders and arms. The blade glided over his skin, soothing yet nerve-wracking, a quiet ritual of transformation. He continued down, shaving his legs with the same level of care, ensuring no area was overlooked. The steam from the shower enveloped him, creating a warm cocoon that somehow made the task feel more meditative.

Each stroke of the razor was a deliberate act of transformation, stripping away more than just hair. Each pass seemed to peel back layers of his former self, leaving him more exposed, more vulnerable. By the time he finished, his body was smooth and hairless, a blank canvas upon which the night’s persona could be drawn. Stepping out of the shower, he patted himself dry and inspected his body in the mirror, noting the stark difference this meticulous grooming made. His reflection showed a young man prepared to meet expectations, yet he couldn't help but feel a pang of loss for the unvarnished version of himself he was leaving behind, if only for the night.

Alex stood in front of his wardrobe, contemplating his outfit for the evening. After several moments of deliberation, he selected a pair of sleek, high-waisted black skinny jeans that accentuated his slender legs, paired with a soft, subtly shimmery pastel pink crop top that left a sliver of his midriff bare. The top was snug, enhancing his figure while offering a playful peek at the lace of the bodysuit underneath.

Over the crop top, Alex chose a lightweight, unbuttoned sheer black shirt that fluttered around him as he moved. For footwear, he opted for black ankle boots with a modest block heel, giving him a slight lift while remaining comfortable enough for an evening of walking and standing. To complete his ensemble, Alex added a few carefully chosen accessories: a thin, black choker that accentuated his neckline, and a sleek, compact shoulder bag that matched his shoes.

After dressing, Alex took a moment to assess his reflection in the full-length mirror. He liked how the clothes looked on him, acknowledging that they fit his form beautifully and resonated with his personal style. Yet, beneath the satisfaction of his appearance, a current of discomfort rippled through him.

This was the first time he was dressing this way for someone other than Frank, and the thought brought a mix of nerves and uncertainty. He wondered how he would be perceived at the restaurant. Would the staff, possibly familiar from previous visits with Frank, recognize him in this new context? Would they judge or make assumptions about his relationship with the investor? He adjusted the sheer shirt, searching for comfort in its soft embrace. He had chosen this. It was a statement of who he was, or who he was becoming.

With one final check in the mirror, Alex grabbed his compact shoulder bag, ensuring he had all his essentials. His phone buzzed with a text from Frank. The Uber was almost there. It was time to go. Alex hurried to the table and grabbed the half-empty sake bottle, taking a deep gulp. The sweet, acidic burn rushed down his throat. Another sip, then another, until the bottle was empty. A wave of nausea rolled through him, sudden and sharp. He set the bottle down, steadying himself with a slow breath. He stepped out of his apartment, ready to embrace the night, whatever it might bring.

He arrived at the restaurant just as the sun was setting, more buzzed than he'd expected. The sake had left him feeling light-headed, and the bright lights and ambient noise of the venue seemed to amplify his unease. He steadied himself at the entrance, trying to muster a semblance of composure before stepping inside.

As Alex entered the restaurant, he was immediately enveloped by its sophisticated charm. Each table was dressed in pristine white linen, topped with flickering candles that cast a serene, inviting atmosphere. The hum of conversation blended with a subtle backdrop of jazz, adding to the upscale yet relaxed vibe of the restaurant.

Frank noticed Alex’s hesitant entrance and quickly came over, a reassuring smile on his face. He clasped Alex's shoulder gently, guiding him to a quieter corner of the bar before making the introduction.

"Are you ready for this evening?" Frank asked, his voice low and encouraging. He ordered them both a light drink, his demeanor casual yet attentive. "I know it’s a big step. But I’m proud of you, Alex. This is just the beginning."

Alex managed a small smile, the warmth from Frank's hand on his shoulder both comforting and disconcerting.

"I hope so, Frank. It’s all a bit overwhelming," Alex admitted, accepting the drink but letting it rest on the counter, untouched. His fingers traced the rim of the glass, the cool surface grounding.

Frank nodded, his expression understanding yet firm. "It’s natural to feel that way. But remember, I wouldn’t put you in this position if I didn’t think you could handle it. Enzo is a great guy, and tonight is just about making connections. Just be yourself, that’s all anyone is asking."

"Enzo?" asked Alex, hesitating.

"Yes," replied Frank. "He’s who you’ll be spending the evening with. He’s originally from Milan but spends most of his time on the West Coast now. Retired. Rich as sin. I think you’ll like him. And I think he’ll like you, so just be yourself. It’s all gonna go great, trust me."

Alex nodded, taking in Frank’s words. There was an undeniable allure to the idea that he was simply being asked to be himself, yet the knowledge that his 'self' was expected to perform to certain unspoken standards tonight added a layer of complexity to the reassurance. Frank offered Alex an encouraging smile, clapping him lightly on the back. "Alright, let’s not keep him waiting. Come on, I'll introduce you."

With that, Frank led Alex through the softly lit dining area, maneuvering past elegantly set tables where patrons conversed over delicate plates of gourmet cuisine. Each step bringing a flutter of nerves in Alex’s stomach.

They approached a secluded table near the back of the restaurant, where a man sat alone, observing the room with a calm, collected demeanor. He was impeccably dressed in a finely tailored suit that spoke of his affluent lifestyle, his posture relaxed yet unmistakably commanding. As they drew closer, his attention shifted towards them, and his expression brightened with a polite, welcoming smile.

"Enzo, I'd like you to meet Alex," Frank introduced with a smooth gesture towards Alex. "Alex, this is Enzo. As I mentioned, he’s a friend and a seasoned investor in the restaurant scene here and back in Italy."

Enzo stood, extending his hand to Alex with a warmth that contrasted his initially reserved appearance. His handshake was firm, his gaze sharp yet friendly as he assessed the young man before him. "Very pleased to meet you, Alex. Frank has told me a great deal about you," Enzo said, his voice carrying a rich Italian accent that rolled each ‘r’ with a musical quality.

"Pleased to meet you too, sir," Alex replied, managing a small but sincere smile despite the fluttering in his chest.

"Please, call me Enzo," he insisted, gesturing for Alex to take a seat across from him. Frank excused himself after a few pleasantries, promising to check in on them later but giving them space to get acquainted.

As Frank walked away, Alex turned his attention back to Enzo, who was now pouring wine into two glasses. He offered one to Alex with a courteous nod, inviting him to relax. "Let’s enjoy the evening, shall we? Tell me about yourself, Alex. Frank speaks highly of you."

As Alex settled into his seat across from Enzo, the older man's keen gaze and composed demeanor set the tone for a conversation that felt more like a gentle interrogation than a casual dinner. Enzo skillfully poured a deep red wine into both of their glasses, his movements deliberate and practiced.

"So, Alex," Enzo began, swirling the wine in his glass before taking a sip. "Frank tells me you are relatively new to this city. How are you finding it here compared to where you grew up?"

Alex took a cautious sip of his wine, appreciating the rich flavor that seemed to calm his nerves slightly. "It’s a lot different, more open. I feel like I can be more myself here," he replied, hoping his answer conveyed enough of his personality.

Enzo nodded thoughtfully. "And who is ‘yourself’ in this new setting? What do you aspire to be or do here?"

The question caught Alex slightly off guard. He wasn’t used to discussing his aspirations so openly, especially not with someone who felt as imposing as Enzo.

"I’m still figuring that out," Alex admitted, his fingers tracing the stem of his wine glass. "I want to explore opportunities, maybe in teaching. I haven’t settled on anything specific."

Enzo seemed to consider this, his eyes not leaving Alex’s face. "Exploration is good. It’s how we find where we truly belong, yes? And tell me, does your family support this journey of self-discovery?"

The personal nature of the questions made Alex shift uncomfortably in his seat. He took another drink, the wine emboldening him slightly. "Not really. I’m pretty much on my own out here," he said, trying to keep his tone light.

Enzo’s response was sympathetic, yet there was a discerning sharpness in his eyes. "Being on one’s own can be challenging but also liberating, don’t you think? It allows one to redefine one’s self without external pressures."

Alex nodded, but his fingers twitched toward his pocket, where his phone sat against his thigh. He thought about Remedy. Normally, this was the moment he’d text them. A quick message, a joke about how he was being interrogated over wine by a very rich Italian man, something to anchor him in familiarity. But the thought of actually pulling out his phone, of breaking the moment to reach for something outside of this carefully constructed atmosphere, felt wrong.

It wasn’t just that Enzo was watching him, waiting for a response. It was that Frank wasn’t here, and yet Alex still felt his presence, still felt the weight of this new role, this new version of himself taking shape in real-time. Texting Remedy now would be like slipping through the cracks of that persona, admitting to himself that he wasn’t completely comfortable, that he needed something outside of what this evening was offering.

So instead, he let his hand drop back to his lap.

The conversation continued in this manner, with Enzo asking deep, probing questions about Alex’s past relationships, his current goals, and his views on various subjects. Each question seemed carefully crafted to peel back layers of Alex’s persona, and with every answer, Alex found himself revealing more than he had intended. The continuous flow of wine facilitated this openness, making the words spill out more freely as the evening progressed.

He was acutely aware of Enzo's intense focus on him, which was both flattering and slightly unnerving. As the dinner plates were cleared and dessert was offered, Alex realized he had spent much of the evening talking about himself, with Enzo revealing very little in return.

As the dessert plates were set before them, Enzo leaned back in his chair, his demeanor shifting slightly as he observed Alex with a more contemplative gaze. The restaurant's soft lighting cast a gentle glow on the table, creating a more intimate atmosphere.

"You've shared quite a bit about your journey, Alex," Enzo began, his voice lowering a notch, adopting a tone that was undeniably more suggestive. "It's both compelling and refreshing to hear someone speak so openly. Tell me, in this journey of self-discovery… have you explored every avenue of pleasure?"

Alex felt a flush rise to his cheeks at the question. He took a slow sip of wine, buying time to gather his thoughts before responding. "I guess I'm still exploring that too," he said carefully, sensing the shift in the conversation's direction.

Enzo smiled, a knowing look crossing his features. "Exploration can be quite exhilarating, especially when you allow yourself to fully experience new... pleasures. It's important, don't you think, to embrace opportunities that come your way?"

Enzo’s eyes held his, steady and piercing, as if challenging him to respond with more than just words.

"Opportunities like tonight?" Alex ventured.

"Exactly," Enzo replied smoothly. "Tonight is more than just a dinner, Alex. It’s an invitation. To explore, to discover, to experience. Frank tells me you have a remarkable openness to new experiences. It’s one of the things that piqued my interest."

Alex processed the words, his heart rate picking up slightly. The conversation had definitely taken a turn, and while part of him was intrigued, another part wrestled with the sudden reality of what this dinner represented.

"And what about you, Enzo? What are you looking for in these experiences?" Alex asked, shifting the focus back to Enzo.

Enzo leaned in, resting his elbows on the table. His voice dropped to a near-whisper. "I seek connections that are genuine, intense, and mutually enjoyable. I invest in experiences that are fulfilling in more ways than one. Tonight, for instance, is not just an investment in a pleasant evening but in the potential of something deeper, more engaging."

As Enzo leaned in, his voice low, the scent of expensive cologne filling the small space between them, Alex felt a sudden rush of familiarity. The setting was different, but the feeling was the same: the moment from his dream where he stood before Frank, half-exposed, awaiting judgment. His skin prickled, a phantom echo of the lace and cat ears he had worn in that imagined moment. The weight of eyes on him, the soft murmur of words designed to mold him into something desirable. It was all unfolding again, but this time, it was real.

Alex hastily pushed the thought away. This wasn't a dream. This was a choice. His choice.

As the evening deepened and the last bites of dessert were savored, Enzo took a moment to observe Alex, gauging his comfort and interest. The candles flickered, casting a soft light that danced across their faces, lending a serene yet charged atmosphere to their secluded corner of the restaurant.

"I'm staying at the Ritz downtown," Enzo finally said, his voice smooth, deliberate. "It’s a comfortable place. Very private." He let the words linger. "I’d love for you to come by, continue our conversation. The view from my suite is something special, just like tonight."

His gaze held Alex’s.

Alex hesitated.

The invitation was flattering. The allure of the Ritz, the exclusivity of it, the way Enzo spoke with such quiet certainty, it all pulled at something in him. And yet, this was the moment, wasn’t it? The shift. The transition from a charming dinner to something else.

Alex reached for his wine glass, fingers curling around the delicate stem, giving himself a moment to think. He took a slow sip, letting the warmth of the alcohol settle in his chest, trying to slow the rush of nerves tightening in his stomach.

He could feel Enzo waiting for his answer, patient but expectant. And then a flicker of movement caught Alex’s eye.

Across the room, near the bar, Frank was watching.

Not staring, not overtly involved, but present. Lingering. His body angled just slightly in their direction, a drink in hand, his expression unreadable beneath the dim glow of the restaurant’s ambient lighting.

Alex’s pulse quickened.

Suddenly, the invitation felt heavier. Less about Alex's own choice and more about the path he was already on.

He turned back to Enzo, who was still watching him with that same patient confidence, as if he already knew the answer. The weight of the evening pressed in. The wine. The luxury. The attention. The way Frank had praised him, told him he was stepping into his potential. Wasn’t hesitation just resistance to the inevitable? He set the glass down carefully, fingers steady despite the slight tremor in his chest.

"Sure," Alex finally responded, his voice carrying a hint of uncertainty that he hoped wasn't too apparent. "I'd like to see the view, and I enjoyed our conversation tonight."

Enzo's eyes lit up with a pleased smile.

"Excellent," he said.

He signaled for the check, handling it smoothly and efficiently as if to reassure Alex that he was in control and that there was no pressure.

They left the restaurant together, stepping out into the cooler night air. The short walk to the Ritz was filled with light conversation, the earlier intensity giving way to a more relaxed banter. Enzo's confidence and ease in navigating the city streets put Alex slightly more at ease.

As they entered the opulent hotel lobby, Alex was awestruck by the grandeur. The high ceilings, the gleaming floors, and the soft classical music playing in the background all contributed to a sense of entering another world, one far removed from the everyday. Up in Enzo's suite, the promised view of the city was indeed breathtaking. The skyline stretched before them, a dazzling web of light and shadow against the deep, inky night. It felt vast, endless, like the moment itself. Alex stepped forward, then hesitated. Just for a fraction of a second.

Enzo, ever perceptive, noticed.

Without a word, he placed a hand at the small of Alex’s back. His touch was light, just the faintest pressure guiding Alex further inside, past the threshold.

"You belong here more than you know," Enzo murmured, his voice smooth, his meaning unmistakable.

Alex swallowed, exhaling slowly as he took another step forward. The city stretched before him, shimmering with possibility, its distant hum a reminder that life moved on, indifferent to the choices made behind closed doors.


Chapter 14

The pair settled onto the room’s plush sofa, the city lights casting a soft glow around the room. Enzo's demeanor subtly shifted from conversational to more intimate. He inched closer to Alex, his eyes holding a gentle yet unmistakable invitation. Carefully, he placed a hand on Alex's knee, his touch light but filled with intent.

Alex tensed slightly, a mix of anticipation and nerves fluttering within him. He was undeniably attracted to Enzo, drawn by the older man's charm and calm assurance, but the reality of the moment, the intimacy it implied, made his heart race with uncertainty.

Sensing Alex's hesitation, Enzo's touch paused, giving Alex a moment to breathe. "It's okay," Enzo said softly, his voice breathy and encouraging. "I understand this is all very new to you. Frank explained everything beforehand. I know you’re nervous, but try to relax. Believe me, it will be wonderful."

His words, meant to reassure, did comfort Alex somewhat. Alex nodded, the simple act feeling like a concession to both his desires and his fears.

"You have a wonderful energy about you, Alex. I can see you’re wearing something fascinating underneath your outfit. Why don’t you show me?"

Enzo's request sent a jolt through Alex. His breath caught for a second, and he hesitated, fingers twitching slightly where they rested on his thighs. The room felt suddenly warmer, the ambient city glow reflecting in the smooth surfaces of the suite.

For a fleeting moment, an old instinct flared, to laugh it off, to stall, to deflect. But Enzo’s gaze held none of the cold, transactional expectation Alex had once feared. There was no impatience, no demand, just a quiet, steady assurance that let Alex know he was still in control.

Alex nodded, more to himself than to Enzo. His hands found the hem of his top, lingering there as if testing his own resolve. A final breath, then he slipped it off, folding it neatly over the back of the sofa, taking deliberate care as if grounding himself in the action. Piece by piece, he revealed the delicate fabric beneath, the lace clinging to his skin like a second, more vulnerable layer.

Enzo's reaction was immediate but restrained. His lips parted slightly, a breath taken in, his gaze appreciative yet composed. The older man didn’t move in right away, didn’t reach for him as Frank might have. Instead, he took his time, letting Alex see the effect he had on him.

"Beautiful," Enzo murmured, standing to close the distance between them. His hands reached out, pausing just inches from Alex, seeking permission with his eyes before making contact. "May I?" His voice was a whisper, laden with respect and anticipation.

Alex nodded, granting consent. Enzo's fingers gently traced the fabric along Alex's sides, a touch that was exploratory and reverent. The sensation of Enzo's careful, appreciative touches sent a shiver down Alex's spine. The older man’s attention finally made its way down to the small slip of fabric covering Alex’s cock, his loins stirring more with each second. Making eye contact, Enzo wrapped his fingers around Alex’s package and gave it a gentle squeeze. A shock of pleasure coursed through his body, and Alex let loose a quiet moan despite himself.

"Absolutely stunning," Enzo commented, his voice carrying a note of admiration as he continued to fondle the young man.

Alex’s breath quickened, his senses heightened by the intimate touch and Enzo’s soft, soothing words. The gentle squeeze and the ensuing moan seemed to break down the last of his defenses, leaving him more open to the moment and the sensations coursing through him. Enzo’s hand lingered, his touch becoming a steady, comforting presence.

"You’re remarkable, Alex. Truly," Enzo continued, his voice low and reassuring. He released Alex’s package before pulling the young man closer and grabbing hold of both of his smooth, firm buttcheeks with either of his hands.

Alex found himself responding to Enzo's touch with a mix of eagerness and hesitation, his body instinctively leaning into the contact while his mind raced with conflicting emotions. Enzo seemed to sense Alex's internal struggle and sought to soothe it.

"It’s okay, sweetie. Relax. Relax, and let me explore you," he reminded gently, his hands now resting lightly on Alex's hips. "Be a good boy for me. You’re so beautiful that I can’t help but touch you. So soft. So pretty."

"Thank you," he whispered, his voice barely audible. He took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as he tried to steady himself. "I’m just a bit nervous, that’s all."

"That’s perfectly natural," Enzo assured him, one hand spreading Alex’s cheeks while the other pulled the thin sliver of fabric aside, exposing the young man’s freshly shaved hole.

It was all happening so fast, but Alex couldn’t deny how turned on he felt, his small cock now fully at attention, pressed firmly against his stomach by the lace of the lingerie. A rush of electricity shot through his body as Enzo’s hand brushed against it and he had to bite his bottom lip to keep from moaning.

"It’s okay sweetie. You can let it out. Let it feel good," the older man urged, running the finger up between Alex’s two smooth, supple cheeks, before falling to his knees and pressing his forehead against Alex’s thigh.

"I’m trying. I’m honestly trying, it’s just… oh my God!" exclaimed Alex as he felt Enzo's lips press against his hole, the sensation warm and moist, tinged with the scratchy prickle of stubble, creating a contrast that sent a shiver up his spine.

Enzo responded by pressing his face even deeper into the boy’s cheeks, kissing and licking and sucking. Alex’s breath quickened as he struggled to come to terms with the sensation he’d experienced so seldomly, a sensation that felt as obscene as it was pleasurable.

"That’s a good boy, a sexy boy." Enzo praised him between licks. "Now, arch your back and wiggle it for me. Right into my face. Just like that. You little slut."

Alex obeyed the command, sticking his ass out and pressing it back much to the delight of his lover. He closed his eyes as he tried to relax and savor the sensations, but all he could think about was the dream he’d had the night before. The dream about Frank where he’d told him, "I want you to be nothing other than what you are, Alex. You define what that means, not me, not anyone else."

"And is that what I am," thought Alex, shaking his ass back and forth over Enzo’s lips. "A slut? Or a whore?"

And he immediately remembered what Frank, from his dream, had answered.

"Of course. But that’s alright, so long as you aren’t a sucker. So long as you’re using your God-given gifts. That toned little body of yours. That skinny little waist. That warm mouth. That hard little cock. That tight little asshole."

Alex knew that it wasn’t really Frank, that it was his subconscious sending him messages. And maybe, just maybe, his subconscious knew best.

"Make me feel like a whore," Alex moaned, arching his back even deeper as he started rubbing himself through his panties.

Enzo responded with a firm slap to Alex’s ass as he stuck his tongue inside of the boy’s hole. Alex bit his lip as he adjusted to the overwhelming sensation before letting the pleasure wash over him.

"Yes, just like that. Hit me again."

The words poured out of him without any filter and Enzo was only too happy to oblige, striking him on one cheek and then another.

"Harder!" cried Alex.

The resulting blows were loud and echoed throughout the hotel room. Alex recoiled at the pain, collapsing into the couch as he reached back to rub his burning ass cheeks. The pain was real, and it was intoxicating. 

"Make me feel like a whore. Like a piece of shit," thought Alex to himself as he laid on his stomach, his erection pressing against the cushion.

“To the bedroom,” announced Enzo, before reaching down, taking hold of Alex, and throwing him over his shoulder.

“He’s so strong. Like I’m a little doll,” thought Alex as the older man carried him across the suite to the dimly lit bedroom.

To his surprise, Enzo tossed him unceremoniously to the bed. He felt the grasp of Enzo’s hands on his ankles and felt himself sliding across the mattress before being flipped over so that he was on his back, his head hanging off the side of the bed.

"That’s it. Take control of me, Enzo. If that’s your real name."

Alex closed his eyes and tried to catch his breath. He listened as he heard the dim rustling of clothing, a zipper undoing, the subtle footfalls of Enzo’s bare feet against the carpet. He felt something warm and wet pressing against his lips, his senses filled with the scent of flesh and musty precum.

"You like it rough, yes boy?" asked Enzo in his heavily accented English.

"Yes, sir. Enzo," whispered Alex, keeping his eyes firmly shut.

"Then open your mouth. Let us see what you can take."

Alex complied, allowing his lips to be parted by the wet and heavy tip of Enzo’s cock. He opened his jaw wider, and then even wider until he could accommodate the full girth of the older man’s member. Suddenly, he felt the tip reach the entrance of his throat. Enzo began to press, but mercifully withdrew his cock before going any further. Alex opened his eyes and took sight of the monster, thick, veiny and uncircumcised. Covered in his spit, it glistened under the dim light of the suite as Enzo stroked himself mere inches from Alex’s face.

"That’s a good boy," praised Enzo. "You can take the whole thing, whore. I know you can. Open up wide."

Alex did as he was told, taking a deep breath and opening his mouth wide as he could to accommodate the man’s impressive member. The hardness slipped into his mouth, deeper and deeper until it hit the back of his throat, and then deeper again. Alex’s throat stretched as the head of Enzo’s cock passed the barrier. His eyes watered and his stomach spasmed as he fought against his gag reflex.

"I know you can take it," said Enzo, his voice calm and soothing even as he pushed the last few inches of his cock into Alex’s mouth. "Such a good little slut."

Alex’s hands clenched into fists as he fought to suppress his gag reflex. He tried to focus on the sensations, on the feeling of Enzo’s cock filling his mouth and throat, on the way it pressed against his tongue and the roof of his mouth. He tried to focus on the way it felt to be so completely dominated, so completely controlled.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. Enzo pulled his cock out of Alex’s mouth, leaving him gasping for air. Alex’s chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath, his eyes still watering.

"Good boy," Enzo said, stroking Alex’s cheek with his hand. "Now, let’s see how much of a slut you really are."

Enzo moved to the side of the bed, his hands gripping Alex’s hips as he pulled him closer. Alex’s heart raced as he felt Enzo’s cock pressing against his entrance, the anticipation almost too much to bear.

"Relax, slut," Enzo whispered, his voice soft and commanding. "Let me in."

He inhaled sharply, willing his body into relaxing as Enzo pushed forward. He felt the pressure building, the stretch as Enzo’s cock began to push inside. It was intense, almost overwhelming, but Alex forced himself to stay still, to let Enzo take control.

"That’s it," Enzo murmured as he pushed deeper.

Alex’s chest tightened as Enzo’s cock filled him, equal parts pain and pleasure. He felt his body adjusting, the tightness giving way to a strange, almost intoxicating feeling of fullness. Enzo’s hands gripped his hips tightly, holding him in place as he began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed and force.

The room filled with the sounds of their breathing, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin, and the occasional gasp or moan from Alex. Enzo’s thrusts were deep and deliberate, each one sending a wave of pleasure through Alex’s body. He felt himself being pushed to the edge, his body trembling with the intensity of the sensations.

"You’re such a good little slut," Enzo whispered, his voice filled with admiration. "You’re mine now, slut. All mine."

Alex’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, his body responding to Enzo’s every touch, every thrust. He felt himself being pulled deeper into the moment, his inhibitions fading away as he gave himself over to the experience. As Enzo continued to move inside him, Alex felt a sense of release, letting go of all the fears and doubts that had held him back.

"We're just getting started, boy," said Enzo, sliding his achingly hard cock out of Alex. "Now be a good little slut and show me what you can do."

Alex nodded, his breath still coming in short, ragged gasps as he turned around to face Enzo. His heart pounded in his chest, the adrenaline coursing through his veins making him feel both terrified and exhilarated. Enzo’s eyes bore into him, dark and hungry, as if he could see straight through to Alex’s soul. The older man’s body was a landscape of muscle and sinew, his skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat that caught the dim light of the hotel room. His cock stood proud and thick, pulsing with a life of its own, and Alex stared at it, his mouth watering.

"Go on," Enzo urged, his voice low and commanding. "Show me what you’ve got."

Alex coughed, his throat still raw from the deep-throating he’d endured moments before. He knelt before Enzo, his legs trembling beneath him as he positioned himself between the older man’s thighs. The scent of musk and sex filled his nostrils, overwhelming his senses and making his head spin. He reached out with trembling hands, his fingers brushing against the hot, velvety skin of Enzo’s cock. The older man let out a low groan, his hips bucking slightly as Alex’s touch sent a jolt of pleasure through him.

"That’s it," Enzo murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Take it in your mouth. Show me how much of a slut you really are."

Alex hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his lips parting as he took the head of Enzo’s cock into his mouth. The taste was salty and bitter, a heady mix of precum and sweat that made his stomach churn even as it sent a thrill of excitement through him. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sensation of the thick, pulsing flesh against his tongue as he began to move, sliding his lips down the length of Enzo’s shaft.

Enzo’s hands tangled in Alex’s hair, gripping tightly as he guided the younger man’s movements. Alex’s jaw ached as he struggled to accommodate the girth of Enzo’s cock, his throat stretching painfully as he took more and more of it into his mouth. Tears welled up in his eyes, spilling over and running down his cheeks as he fought to suppress his gag reflex. He could feel Enzo’s cock pressing against the back of his throat, the sensation both suffocating and exhilarating. He focused on his breathing, on the rhythm of Enzo’s thrusts as the older man fucked his mouth with increasing intensity.

"Good boy," Enzo praised as he watched Alex struggle to take him. "You’re made for this, aren’t you?"

Alex couldn’t answer, his mouth too full of cock to form words, but he nodded as best he could, his eyes squeezed shut as he focused on the task at hand. The room was filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of Enzo’s cock sliding in and out of his mouth; the older man’s groans of pleasure mixed with Alex’s muffled whimpers.

Enzo’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on Alex’s hair tightening as he neared the edge. But before he finished, he suddenly withdrew his cock, tapping it on the side of Alex's spit-covered cheek.

"Not yet, slut. Get on your hands and knees, and pull that little thong to the side. Let's find out how much of a slut you really are."

Enzo's voice was firm, commanding, and Alex obeyed without hesitation. He crawled onto the bed, his hands and knees sinking into the soft mattress as he positioned himself in front of the older man. His heart was pounding in his chest, the anticipation of what was to come making his stomach churn with a mix of fear and excitement. He reached back with trembling hands, pulling the thin strip of lace to the side to expose himself fully to Enzo’s hungry gaze.

"That’s it," Enzo murmured as he admired the sight before him. "You’re such a pretty slut, aren’t you?"

Alex felt a flush of embarrassment heat his cheeks, but he didn’t dare move or speak. He could feel Enzo’s eyes on him, drinking in the sight of his exposed body. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sensation of Enzo’s hands on his hips, the older man’s touch firm and possessive as he positioned himself behind Alex.

Alex took a deep breath, trying to steady his racing heart as he felt the head of Enzo’s cock pressing back against his entrance. The pressure was intense, almost overwhelming, but he forced himself to stay still, to let Enzo take control. He felt the older man’s cock push inside, the stretch and burn making him gasp as his body struggled to accommodate the intrusion.   

"It's too big like this!" Alex cried, burying his face into the bedspread.

Enzo only tightened his grip on Alex's hips. "Shut up, slut. You wanted this."

Alex gritted his teeth, his fingers clutching at the sheets as Enzo pushed deeper, the pain again giving way to that strange, intoxicating pleasure. He felt his body adjusting, the tightness giving way to a feeling of fullness.

"That’s it," Enzo growled. "All mine."

Alex’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, his body responding to Enzo’s every touch, every thrust. He felt himself being pulled deeper into the moment, his tension starting to lift as he tried to give himself over to the experience.

He reached down to touch his cock, limp and wet and trapped between the small piece of fabric and his stomach, but his actions were met with a harsh slap from Enzo on his exposed cheek.

"Oh no you don't. This is all about me." said Enzo, impaling himself even deeper inside of Alex.

"Sorry," moaned Alex.

"Sorry what?"

"Sorry, sir. Enzo. I won't... I won't touch it again."

Alex's voice was shaking as he spoke, his body trembling with the effort of holding back.

"That's right, you won't. You're here to serve me. Now take it."

Enzo's thrusts became more erratic, his grip on Alex's hips tightening as he neared the edge. The room was filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, the rhythmic pounding of Enzo's cock inside Alex, and the occasional gasp or moan from the younger man. Alex felt himself being pushed to the edge, his body trembling with the intensity of the sensations.

"Please," Alex begged. His voice was barely audible over the sound of their bodies meeting. "Let me cum!"

Enzo chuckled darkly, his thrusts never slowing. "Not yet, slut. You’ll cum when I say you can cum."

Alex whimpered, his body writhing beneath Enzo as he fought to hold on. The pleasure was overwhelming, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through his body. He could feel himself teetering on the edge, his orgasm just out of reach, held back by Enzo's cruel command.

"Please," he begged again, his voice breaking. "Please, Enzo, I need to cum."

Enzo's response was another sharp slap to Alex's ass, the sting of it adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through his body. "You’ll cum when I say you can cum. Not a moment sooner."

With those words, he withdrew himself and Alex sighed with disappointment. He was so close, so desperate for release that he would do anything to get it.

"Now suck. If you want to let me cum, then suck me again."

Part of Alex wanted to protest, but he was too lost in the moment. He dove to his knees, bringing his face close to Enzo's cock, wet and pungent, earthy and slick. Just as he was about to begin, he hesitated.

"What's wrong? Don't you want to cum?"

"Enzo, sir. I do, but..."

"But what? Is the poor baby getting squeamish?"

Enzo's tone was firm, cruel, and inquisitive as he leaned forward and brought the tip of his cock against Alex's puckered lips.

"Just do it, you little slut. You know you want to."

Alex paused, then took a deep breath and took the tip of Enzo's cock into his mouth. It was thick and heavy, the taste coating his tongue as he began to suck. Enzo moaned softly, his hands tangling in Alex's hair as he guided him down on his cock.

"That's it, take it all. Show me how much you want it."

Alex gagged and choked as Enzo forced his cock deeper, the thick length stretching his throat as he struggled to take it all. He felt tears welling up in his eyes, his body trembling with the effort of holding back as he sucked and licked at Enzo's cock.

"Good boy," Enzo praised as he watched Alex work. "Now, let me show you what happens when you disobey me."

Enzo pulled out of Alex's mouth, leaving him gasping for air. He pushed Alex back onto the bed, gripping his hips as he positioned himself at Alex's entrance once more. With a single thrust, he was inside him again, the force of it driving the air from Alex's lungs. Alex cried out, his body trembling with the force of Enzo's thrusts.

"Please," Alex begged, his voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies meeting. "It’s too much! Let me cum!"

Enzo chuckled darkly, his thrusts never slowing. "What did I tell you?"

Alex whimpered, his body writhing beneath Enzo as he fought to hold on. Each thrust blurred thought and sensation into a single, unbearable need. He could feel himself teetering on the edge, unable to break through.

"Please," he begged again, his voice breaking. "Please, sir, I’m begging you. I’ll do anything you want."

Enzo's response was another sharp slap to Alex's ass, the sting of it adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through his body. But with that gesture, Enzo's thrusts became more erratic, his grip on Alex's hips tightening as he neared the edge. Alex was lost in the moment of total submission, his body trembling from the intensity of the sensations.

"Cum," ordered Enzo.

Alex felt the dam break. His body convulsed, his orgasm ripping through him with an intensity that left him gasping for air. He cried out, his voice a mixture of pleasure and relief as he spilled himself onto the bedspread. Enzo continued to thrust, his own release imminent as he fucked Alex through his orgasm.

"Cum for me. Show me how much you love taking my cock."

Alex's body trembled with the force of his orgasm, his mind a whirlwind of sensations as he felt Enzo's cock pulse inside him. With a final thrust, Enzo buried himself deep, his release flooding Alex's body as he let out a guttural groan.

As the waves of pleasure began to subside, Alex felt himself being pulled back to reality. He was exhausted, his body limp and spent as he lay beneath Enzo. The room was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

Enzo pulled out slowly, his cock slick with their mixed fluids as he stood up. He looked down at Alex, a satisfied smirk on his face as he reached for his clothes.

"You did well."

Alex didn't respond, his mind still reeling from the intensity of the experience. He lay there, his body trembling with the aftermath of his orgasm as he tried to process what had just happened.

"Here’s a towel. Clean yourself up," he ordered, his tone firm but not unkind. "I’m going to take a shower. The money is in the nightstand."

As the bathroom door clicked shut, the room stretched wide and empty around him. The scent of sweat and sex still lingered in the air, but Enzo was already gone, at least in the ways that mattered. He lay there for a moment, his body aching as he tried to catch his breath. The quiet of the room pressed in around him, the only sound the soft rustling of sheets as he stirred.

Alex closed his eyes, his mind a whirlwind of emotions as he tried to make sense of what had just happened. He felt a strange mixture of shame and satisfaction, his body still tingling with the remnants of his orgasm.

He reached for the towel, wiping himself up as best he could before pulling the sheets up around him. The room was cold now, the warmth of Enzo's body gone as he lay there alone. He closed his eyes, his mind drifting as he tried to push away the thoughts that were swirling in his head. At that moment, he remembered the money. Summoning his strength, he sat up and pulled open the nightstand drawer, revealing a thick roll of cash neatly bound with a rubber band, just as Enzo had said. Alex stared at it for a moment, his fingers trembling as he reached for it.

The roll felt heavy in his hand, the weight of it grounding him in a way that the aftermath of their encounter hadn’t. He peeled back the rubber band and flipped through the bills, crisp, clean, and unmistakably real. Three thousand dollars. He’d held three grand in his hands before, Frank had given him that much, wrapped in warmth and whispered promises. But this was different. This wasn’t a gift. This was payment, and it felt heavier than anything Frank had ever put in his hands. The crisp edges bit into his fingers as he flipped through the bills. They smelled like ink and something faintly chemical.

For a moment, he just sat there, the roll of cash in his lap, staring at it as if it might disappear if he blinked too hard. His mind raced. What was he supposed to do with this? What did it mean? Enzo had said it was for him, but it felt like too much, too real.

But here it was. Real. Tangible. His.

He clutched the money tightly, his breath quickening as he tried to steady himself. The sound of running water from the bathroom reminded him that Enzo was still here, that this wasn’t over yet. He swung his legs over the side of the bed, but the moment he pushed himself upright, his body betrayed him. His knees buckled, and he collapsed back onto the mattress, the wad of cash still held firmly in his grasp. His limbs felt drained, like he’d left something vital behind in that bed, along with Enzo. The money was real. The silence even more so.


Chapter 15

The hotel room was quiet, save for the distant hum of the city outside and the sound of water running in the bathroom where Enzo was showering. The dim light from the bedside lamp cast a soft glow, highlighting the disheveled sheets and Alex's flushed face.

His body felt a mixture of pleasure and exhaustion, the physical exertion mingling with the lingering effects of the alcohol. Despite the satisfaction, a gnawing feeling of post-coital clarity began to creep in, casting a shadow over his thoughts. The intensity of the evening had been both thrilling and overwhelming, leaving Alex to grapple with a swirl of emotions.

As he stared up at the ceiling, Alex’s mind raced. He replayed the events of the night, the allure of Enzo's touch, the seductive words, and the undeniable chemistry between them. It had been enjoyable, no doubt, but now, lying alone in the quiet room, the reality of his actions began to sink in.

"What am I doing?" he whispered to himself, a tinge of guilt coloring his thoughts. The thrill of the evening had momentarily eclipsed his doubts, but now, in the stillness, they returned with a vengeance. He had stepped far outside his comfort zone, engaging in an encounter that was as unfamiliar as it was intense. Frank's earlier reassurances echoed in his mind.

"You’ll do great. It’s all about making connections."

But had he really understood what that meant? Was this what he had signed up for? The feeling of being desired was powerful, yet it came with a price he was still trying to comprehend.

He shifted on the bed, the soft sheets rustling beneath him. The alcohol buzz still lingered, making his thoughts feel slightly disjointed. He glanced towards the bathroom, where the sound of the shower continued, Enzo oblivious to the turmoil in Alex's mind. As the water kept running, the turmoil escalated. He felt a tightening in his chest, a creeping sense of panic overtaking him. The room, once a space of allure and intimacy, now felt claustrophobic. He needed to get out, to find some air and space to think clearly.

Alex swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up, finally regaining his strength. His movements were shaky, a mix of the lingering alcohol and the sudden adrenaline crash coursing through him. He glanced towards the bathroom door, still closed, the sound of the water a steady reminder that Enzo was just a few feet away. He couldn’t face Enzo right now. Not with the confusion and panic swirling inside him.

With his heart pounding in his chest, Alex moved quickly. He gathered his clothes, dressing hastily and almost clumsily. He slipped back into the delicate lingerie first, then the pants and top. Each second felt like an eternity, and the fear of being caught mid-flight at the forefront of his mind.

Once dressed, Alex quietly opened the door to the suite, just as he heard the shower shutting off. His heart pounding, he cast one last glance back at the opulent room and the bathroom where Enzo was still oblivious. He slipped out into the hallway, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts as he hurried towards the elevator. The hotel corridor, lined with plush carpet and muted lighting, felt surreal in his heightened state of panic.

As the elevator doors closed behind him, Alex leaned against the wall, trying to calm his racing heart. The roll of cash was still clutched tightly in his hand. When the doors opened to the lobby, he stepped out into the bright lights and the hum of activity, the contrast stark against the quiet of the suite.

Outside, the cool night air hit his face, a welcome relief from the suffocating atmosphere he had fled. He decided to walk home, despite the distance. The walk home was long, but the fresh air and steady rhythm of his steps seemed like the only way to clear his mind. At least, that’s what he told himself.

A few blocks in, his body started to protest. His legs felt heavier with each step, the ache of exertion creeping up his thighs. His feet, still clad in the boots he’d worn to impress, throbbed with every impact against the pavement. The tight fabric of his clothes, still clinging to his skin from earlier sweat and exertion, felt suffocating now, as if they were holding the night’s events against him.

As he moved through the city streets, the night around him felt both isolating and oddly comforting. The familiar sights and sounds of Portland offered a stark contrast to the opulence of the hotel room he had just left behind. He pressed on, though his steps grew slower, his limbs stiff with exhaustion. The combination of lingering alcohol and fatigue made his head swim, and more than once, he stumbled on uneven pavement, catching himself just before falling.

Alex's thoughts churned with every step. He replayed the evening in his mind, the intensity of the encounter with Enzo, the allure and the guilt that followed. How had he ended up here? The question echoed in his mind, each repetition bringing with it a wave of doubt and self-recrimination. He thought about Frank, about the promise of excitement and the unspoken expectations. Was this really what he wanted?

As he walked, the city seemed to change around him. The quiet residential streets gave way to busier avenues, the hum of traffic and the occasional blare of a car horn punctuating his thoughts. The glow of streetlights blurred at the edges, his exhaustion turning everything into a hazy film. At one point, his vision tunneled slightly, and he had to stop, pressing his palm against a cold brick wall for balance, inhaling deeply through his nose to keep himself grounded.

A car slowed down as it passed him, and a group of men inside catcalled, their voices lewd and mocking. "Hey, sexy! Need a ride?" one of them shouted, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

Alex stiffened, his exhaustion momentarily forgotten as adrenaline coursed through him. He kept his head down, gripping the edges of his coat, suddenly hyperaware of the lace underneath, the way the night’s choices still clung to his skin. He quickened his pace, his pulse hammering, desperate to put distance between himself and the men’s lingering stares. The car eventually pulled away, but the encounter left a bitter taste in his mouth, the fragile sense of safety he’d been trying to rebuild shattering in an instant.

The miles stretched on, and Alex's thoughts continued to churn. He needed to talk to someone, to find a way to make sense of everything. Remedy's face flashed in his mind, their supportive words and unwavering friendship a beacon in the confusion. Maybe they could help him see things more clearly.

By the time Alex reached his apartment, he was physically drained and emotionally frayed. The walk had done nothing to clear his head; if anything, his thoughts had only tangled tighter. He fumbled with his keys, his fingers clumsy from exhaustion and the lingering chill of the night air.

Just as he finally managed to slide the key into the lock, a voice shattered the quiet.

"Alex?"

He froze.

A sudden, violent shiver ran through him. Not from the cold, but from something deeper, something buried. His breath caught in his throat. He knew that voice.

Slowly, Alex turned, his heart hammering against his ribs.

The dim lighting flickered slightly, casting long shadows, and for a brief, disoriented moment, he wondered if his mind was playing tricks on him. But he wasn’t imagining it. Standing a few feet away, partially illuminated in the muted glow, was Elijah.

Alex’s stomach dropped.

He could only stare, unable to reconcile the ghost of his past with the man standing in front of him. Elijah looked different. Older, sharper around the edges, his face more defined, his presence heavier. But his eyes, those same deep, knowing eyes, hadn’t changed. For a fleeting second, time rewound. The years between them collapsed. He saw Elijah as he had been, the boy who made him feel seen, the boy who had made him feel loved before it all unraveled.

"Elijah?" The name barely made it past his lips. It felt foreign now, like speaking it might break some unspoken law of time.

Elijah swallowed, shifting awkwardly on his feet.

"Yeah, it’s me." His voice was careful, measured, but there was something raw underneath it, something fragile.

Alex blinked hard, half expecting the illusion to vanish when he opened his eyes again. But Elijah was still there, real and breathing, standing in the hallway as if no time had passed at all.

"What... what are you doing here?" The words came out strained, thick with emotion he wasn’t ready to name.

Elijah exhaled slowly, rubbing the back of his neck, a nervous habit Alex still remembered. He took a small step forward, hesitant, as if afraid Alex might bolt.

"I’m sorry," Elijah said finally, voice quiet but firm. "I know I shouldn’t have come here like this, but... I needed to see you."

Alex shook his head, his body tense with conflicting emotions. There was so much weight behind those words, so much history packed into so little space.

Elijah’s expression wavered. His gaze flickered downward, then back up. His face twisted in something close to pain.

"I needed to tell you that I’m sorry," Elijah continued, voice cracking slightly. "I mean it, Alex. I am so, so sorry for what I did to you."

Alex’s chest constricted. The words hit like a punch, like something rupturing inside him. There it was. The apology. The thing Alex never thought he’d hear. The thing he had spent years trying not to need.

His hands trembled slightly at his sides. He barely noticed. His emotions crashed over him all at once: anger, confusion, longing. The sheer wrongness of standing here, face to face with someone who had once meant everything to him, was too much. He took a step back, instinctively putting distance between them, but something in Elijah’s face made it hard to hold on to that anger.

For years, he had imagined what he might say if this moment ever came. Would he scream? Would he demand an explanation? Would he tell Elijah to go to hell? But now, standing here, staring at the boy who had once wrecked him, Alex found that he had no words at all.

"You shouldn’t have come here," Alex muttered, his voice strained. The words felt heavy on his tongue, laden with years of pent-up resentment and pain. "After everything that happened, you just show up out of nowhere. Do you have any idea how much you’ve hurt me?"

Elijah winced, the pain evident in his expression. "I know what I’ve done, Alex. I’ve been drowning in guilt ever since you left. And my parents never forgave me for what happened between us. They treated me like a pariah, and I couldn’t stay there anymore. I had to get away."

Alex clenched his fists, trying to contain the storm of emotions raging inside him. "So you come here? After all this time, expecting everything to just be okay? Do you understand how fucked up that is?"

Elijah cracked his knuckles, his hands twitching like he wanted to reach out but didn’t dare.

"I’m sorry, Alex. I’m so, so sorry." His voice cracked, his breath uneven. "I heard you were in Portland, and I thought maybe, just maybe, I could find a way to make things right." He hesitated before adding, "I’ve been searching for you for weeks. It hasn’t been easy. I’ve been... just camping out. Trying to find you."

Alex’s anger wavered at that. The image of Elijah, once so full of certainty, reduced to wandering the city looking for him, it chipped away at the solid wall of resentment he had built. Despite everything, a part of him still felt something, pity, concern, maybe even a flicker of that old longing. But was it enough?

His voice softened, though not entirely free of bitterness. "Why now?"

Elijah looked down, his hands nervously twisting the hem of his shirt. "Because I couldn’t keep living with this guilt. I needed to see you. I needed to ask for forgiveness. I know I don’t deserve it, but I had to try."

Alex looked away, inhaling deeply through his nose. Forgiveness. The word sat heavily between them, demanding more than Alex was ready to give.

A long silence stretched between them, neither knowing what to say next. Finally, Alex let out a sharp breath and stepped toward the door, his hands hovering near the handle as if he might still throw Elijah back out into the cold. But when he looked at him again, really looked at him, he saw it. The exhaustion. The desperation. The way Elijah’s body seemed smaller, as if life had worn him down.

"Come inside," Alex murmured at last, his voice steadier than he expected. "We can talk."

Elijah's eyes brightened slightly, a glimmer of hope shining through his weary demeanor. "Thank you. Just, thank you."

Alex nodded, swallowing the lump in his throat as he closed the door behind them. The apartment, which had always felt lonely but comfortable, now felt crowded, thick with the weight of their past. He motioned toward the couch. Elijah hesitated before sinking onto it, shoulders hunched as though waiting for the next blow. Alex remained standing, arms crossed, unsure of what came next.

As the quiet stretched on, Alex studied him in the dim light. The once fit, confident boy he had known was gone, replaced by someone gaunt and wary, someone who looked like they had been fighting just to survive.

"Are you hungry?" asked Alex.

Elijah hesitated, as if debating whether to admit the truth. "No, I…" His stomach growled audibly, betraying him. He let out a breathy chuckle, sheepish. "I mean no, I haven’t eaten today."

Alex sighed and turned toward the kitchen. It wasn’t forgiveness, but it was something. He rifled through his cabinets, realizing he hadn’t been grocery shopping lately. Since Frank, since Enzo, he’d been eating out almost every day.

The freezer was nearly empty. He grabbed the one thing he had left. A bag of frozen chicken nuggets.

"All I’ve got is some dino nuggets. Is that okay?"

Elijah gave a small, tired smile, the first trace of warmth Alex had seen in him tonight. "That sounds amazing, actually."

Alex scoffed but said nothing, tossing the nuggets onto a plate and into the microwave. As the hum of the machine filled the room, he stole another glance at Elijah. He was sitting still, watching his hands, his fingers rubbing the fabric of his sleeve like he wasn’t quite sure what to do with himself.

The microwave beeped. Alex grabbed the plate and set it down in front of Elijah, the soggy, half-microwaved nuggets steaming weakly in the air between them.

"Here," said Alex, taking a seat across from him.

Elijah picked up a nugget hesitantly, as if afraid it might disappear. He took a bite, chewing slowly before murmuring, "This… brings back memories."

Alex’s chest tightened, the weight of nostalgia pressing down on him. How many late nights had they spent exactly like this? Sitting too close together, eating cheap food, pretending they didn’t know what they meant to each other?

But those memories were a double-edged sword. Elijah had ruined all of that.

Alex nodded, watching as Elijah savored the food. "So, how did you get to Portland?" he asked, breaking the silence.

Elijah swallowed his bite, setting the nugget down carefully before answering.

"It was... rough," he admitted. His voice wavered slightly. "My dad, he..." He stopped, took a deep breath, then seemed to steel himself. "You know how he was, Alex. After he found out about us, well, he got worse."

A shadow crossed Elijah’s face. Something darker than guilt. Something raw.

"The night before I left, he knocked out my tooth. Look."

Elijah lifted his upper lip, revealing a small gap where one of his incisors had been.

Alex gasped audibly. Something inside him twisted violently.

"Jesus, Elijah," he muttered, his gaze dropping to the floor. "I’m sorry. I didn’t know."

Elijah shrugged and said, "Yeah, well, I deserved it. It’s what I get for betraying you, I guess."

Alex’s hands curled into fists at his sides. He wanted to tell Elijah that wasn’t true, that nobody deserved that, but the words caught in his throat. The sharp pang of old anger warred with the sick churn of sympathy in his gut.

Remedy would’ve had something to say. They always did. If Alex told them about Elijah’s father, about the missing tooth, they wouldn’t hesitate. That bastard deserves to rot. No second-guessing, no internal debate. Just certainty. Remedy was good at that, cutting through Alex’s spirals, seeing things clearly. He hurt you, Alex. You don’t owe him anything.

But was it really that simple?

Alex closed his eyes. He wasn’t sure.

After a beat, Elijah continued. "I had to get out. I wasn’t safe anymore, and I knew no one at the church would lift a finger to protect me. So I gathered what money I had and took off in the middle of the night. I didn’t have enough for a bus ticket, so I just started walking." He let out a dry, humorless laugh. "I don’t even know if my parents looked for me."

Alex felt a lump rise in his throat.

Elijah kept going, his voice quieter now, like he was afraid that stopping would make him lose the nerve.

"I hitched my first ride outside Brigham City. Made it to Boise before I had to start walking again. It wasn’t easy. Most nights, I didn’t know where I’d be sleeping. Finally caught another ride, made it here after about a week. Then…" His voice faltered. "Then I started looking for you."

Silence filled the space between them. Alex’s hands were shaking, though he wasn’t sure why. Anger, exhaustion, something dangerously close to sympathy, they all crashed into each other, leaving him raw and unsure of what to say.

"Why didn’t you reach out sooner?" Alex demanded, his voice edged with frustration. "You disappeared without a word, and I had no idea what you were going through."

Elijah looked down, his shoulders sagging under the burden of his guilt. "I was ashamed, Alex. I didn’t know how to face you or anyone else. Every day was a struggle, and I felt so alone. The church didn’t support me, and I couldn’t turn to anyone else for help. Walking across states, sleeping on the side of the road, it was the only way I could escape the nightmare I’d created for myself."

Alex let out a shaky breath, gripping the edge of the table. Because there it was. The truth. Elijah had run from Alex. But he’d been running from everything else, too.

Alex took a deep breath, trying to steady his racing heart. The raw honesty in Elijah’s confession began to chip away at his anger, replaced by a profound sense of sorrow for his friend’s plight. "You shouldn’t have had to go through all that alone," he whispered, the words barely audible.

Elijah nodded, a tear slipping down his cheek. "I know. I had to find you, to see if there was any way to make amends."

Alex felt the sting of tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, the sight of Elijah so broken and vulnerable stirring memories he had long tried to bury. He glanced around the apartment, the familiar surroundings now feeling like a stage for their long-overdue confrontation and possible reconciliation.

After a moment of silence, Alex forced himself to speak, his voice softer but still tinged with hurt. "I don’t know what to say, Elijah. I’ve been trying to move on, trying to forget about Utah. Trying to forget about everything that happened between us. Seeing you here, it’s bringing back a lot of stuff I had buried."

Elijah reached out, his hand trembling slightly as he placed it on Alex’s arm. "I understand. And I don’t expect you to forgive me overnight, or even at all. I just needed to see you, to tell you how sorry I am, and to see if you were okay. Are you okay, Alex?" asked Elijah, his eyes briefly flickering over Alex’s transformed appearance. The once-conservative Mormon boy now stood before him, clad in a crop-top, a stark contrast to the reserved demeanor he remembered.

Alex felt a surge of mixed emotions at Elijah's observation. The outfit was a deliberate choice, a manifestation of his evolving identity and the complex life he had been navigating alongside Frank. He took a deep breath, the layers of fabric both a comfort and a constraint.

"I’m okay. I’m trying to be okay, at least," he whispered, his voice barely audible. The words were laden with more meaning than Elijah could possibly understand.

"I see you’ve changed," he said, but the words came out hesitant, like he didn’t know if he was allowed to approve or not. There was something else there too. An unspoken memory, a recognition of how different Alex was from the boy he used to love. A boy who had once belonged to him.

Alex cracked an uncomfortable smile, the weight of his choices pressing down on him. "Yeah, it’s been a journey. I’ve been trying to find myself, to figure out who I really am outside of everything that’s happened."

Elijah shifted uncomfortably, his eyes searching Alex’s for answers. "I don’t mean to pry," he said softly. "I know things ended badly between us, and seeing you now, it’s a lot to take in."

"You’re not prying. You were my best friend, Elijah, betrayal aside. Hell, now that I think about it, getting forced out of Utah may have been the best thing to ever happen to me. I needed to escape. Truth is, I couldn’t stand it there any longer, Elijah. Living there was like having a garrote around my throat, each day tightening a little bit more. If I didn’t escape, it was going to kill me. And if you didn’t out me, well, it was going to happen eventually."

"I’m sorry, Alex," repeated Elijah, unsure of how else to respond.

"It’s alright, Elijah. The truth isn’t that I’ve changed, it’s that I’ve grown. I’m going to school at the community college, and I’ve got a job. Two jobs, actually, but we can get into that later. And I’ve met someone," Alex concluded, his voice wavering slightly as he glanced down at his plate. The statement hung in the air, heavy with unspoken implications.

Elijah’s expression shifted, a flicker of surprise crossing his face before it softened into a compassionate understanding. He took a moment to process Alex’s words, his own emotions a tangled web of relief, jealousy, and lingering affection.

"I’m happy for you, Alex. Really," he said quietly, his voice steady despite the turmoil he felt inside. "You deserve to find happiness."

"I’m trying. His name is Frank, by the way. And this," he said gesturing down at his outfit, "is a story for another day. You must be tired, and truth be told, you’re in desperate need of a shower. There’s a fresh towel in the bathroom, and you can borrow some clean clothes of mine if you need. I promise you, not all of my outfits look like this. My roommate is literally never here, so you can sleep in his bed. Seriously, the last time I saw him was…"

Elijah interjected, "No, Alex. I didn’t come here looking for a handout. I came here to apologize. I’ve said what I had to say, and you were kind enough to feed me. I’ll figure something out, I can…"

"No you won’t!" shot back Alex, as a sudden wave of anger coursed through his body. "How long have we known each other, Elijah? I can’t stay mad at you and I’m not gonna let you stay out there because… because you’re green! You’ll stick out like a damn sore thumb and I’m not gonna have someone take advantage of you! So if you want me to forgive you, shut the fuck up for a second, swallow your pride, and go take a god damn shower!" Tears welled up in his eyes, and he stood from the couch and shouted, "listen to me this one fucking time!"

Elijah’s eyes went wide, and he replied, "Alright. I’ll go shower."

"It’s down the hall, to the left," he whispered, sitting back onto the couch, his breaths now coming in shallow, uneven gasps.

The hallway was dimly lit, with the silence amplifying the intensity of the moment. The sight of his old friend, so broken and vulnerable, had stirred something primal within him. Despite their tumultuous past, Alex couldn’t ignore the instinct to shield Elijah from the harsh realities he had endured.

He stared blankly at the empty spot on the couch where Elijah had been sitting, the room feeling both suffocating and unbearably empty. Elijah had been broken down by forces beyond his control, family, religion, survival. But Alex? He had handed himself over willingly to Frank.

The weight of this realization pressed down on him. He knew he couldn’t navigate this mess alone, especially with Frank’s influence looming over him like a dark cloud. The need for support, for someone to help him untangle the web he’d found himself in, became overwhelmingly clear.

Without thinking twice, Alex reached for his phone, his fingers trembling slightly as he scrolled through his contacts. Remedy’s name stood out, his steadfast friend who had always been a beacon of support during his darkest times. Remedy had never judged him, never turned away when he needed help. If anyone could understand the turmoil Alex was experiencing, it was Remedy.

He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves before dialing. The phone rang a few times before Remedy answered, the familiar voice on the other end bringing a momentary sense of relief.

"Remedy? It’s me," Alex began, his voice shaky. "I need to talk. It’s urgent."

There was a brief pause before Remedy responded, concern evident in their tone. "Of course, Alex. What’s going on?"

Alex hesitated for a moment, gathering his thoughts. "I’m dealing with some stuff right now. It’s complicated, but I really need your help. Can you come over?"

"Absolutely," Remedy replied without hesitation. "I’m on my way. Just hang tight, alright?"

As Alex ended the call, he felt a flicker of hope amidst the chaos of his emotions. He leaned back on the couch, closing his eyes for a moment, allowing himself to feel the full weight of the night’s events. If Utah had felt like a garrote, Portland had turned into a pressure cooker.

He kicked his feet up on the couch and laid down, staring at the ceiling and attempting to gather himself as he waited for Remedy. The sound of water running in the shower was audible through the thin walls of his underbuilt apartment, and Alex closed his eyes, focusing on the sound and his breath and the softness of the sofa underneath him. Ten minutes passed this way until he was startled back to his senses by a sudden knock at the door.

He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself as he went to answer it. Opening the door, he found Remedy standing there, concern etched across their face.

"Hey, Alex," Remedy greeted, stepping inside with a quick glance around, sensing the tension. "You sounded serious on the phone. What’s up? Is everything okay?"

Alex managed a small, strained smile. "It’s complicated," he started, shutting the door behind them. "Elijah’s here."

Remedy’s eyes widened, and a protective edge crept into their voice. "Elijah? Are you serious? What happened? How did he…"

"He just showed up out of nowhere," Alex explained, his voice a mix of disbelief and weariness. "He’s in the shower right now."

Remedy’s demeanor shifted slightly, their initial surprise mingling with concern for Alex. "And you’re alright with this?" they asked, watching him closely.

"I don’t know, Remedy. It’s a lot. I’m angry, confused, but also... it’s him."

Remedy nodded, their expression softening. "No, I get it. It’s okay to have mixed feelings. How long has he been here for? What did he say?"

Before Alex could respond, the sound of the bathroom door opening interrupted them. Elijah stepped out, wearing some of Alex’s old clothes that were slightly too small for him, making his frailty more apparent. His hair was damp and disheveled, but cleaned up, Alex thought he looked more himself than he had earlier in the evening.

"Remedy, this is Elijah. Elijah, this is my good friend Remedy. They’ve been good to me since I got here, and just FYI, they know everything," introduced Alex.

"Hi, Remedy. Nice to meet you," said Elijah, sheepishly walking into the living room.

Remedy eyed him warily at first, the past grievances holding firm. Elijah paused, sensing the tension, and offered a small, hesitant smile.

"Nice to meet you, Elijah," Remedy finally replied.

A silence hung in the air for a moment before Remedy finally asked, "so what brings you back here? Why impose on Alex after everything you’ve done to him?"

The question was blunt and Elijah visibly winced at the directness of it. Alex looked at Remedy and started to object but was cut off by Remedy before he could get even a word out.

"No," they interjected. "It’s a fair question. Nothing personal, Elijah, but the last time Alex here heard from you, you had outed him to his family, broken his heart, abandoned him. Did I miss anything?"

Alex gazed at Elijah. His friend’s gaze was turned downward and there was shame written all over his face. Elijah took a deep breath and then said, "No, I think that’s everything. And you’re right, what I did was inexcusable. I was a fool. A brainwashed idiot. But you couldn’t possibly understand, unless you were raised in it. Were you raised in a church, Remedy?"

"Not like Alex was," they responded, honestly. "My parents were Presbyterian, but we only went to church on Christmas."

Elijah nodded, his expression somber. "Something that I think most people don’t get is that from the day we were born, our lives were completely and utterly controlled and governed by the church. Their teachings, their expectations. Their order. You ask a fish how’s the water today, and they respond: what water? I’m not trying to make excuses for my actions, they were wrong, and I deeply regret them, but at the time I thought I was doing the right thing. With my whole heart and whole soul I thought that I was doing the right thing for Alex and I both. I didn’t realize how wrong I was until afterward, and let me tell you, it was the worst mistake I ever made in my entire life."

He paused, looking between Alex and Remedy, seeking any signs of understanding or empathy. "When I discovered my feelings for Alex, it conflicted with everything I had been taught. When we finally acted on those feelings… I panicked. I was scared of what it meant for me and for him. I thought by exposing us, I could somehow escape those feelings, revert back to what was ‘normal.’ I was wrong, and I hurt Alex, someone I care about more than anyone in the world, deeply, because of my own ignorance and my own confusion."

Remedy’s features softened slightly as they listened, their stance relaxing as they absorbed Elijah’s words. "I don’t envy what you’ve been through," they said after a moment.

Alex watched the exchange, a mix of emotions swirling within him. He felt a strange relief hearing Elijah articulate the pain and conflict he had experienced, a part of their shared past that had always been shrouded in hurt and misunderstanding.

"It’s fine," Elijah continued, his voice stronger but still tinged with regret. "And after everything came crashing down, I realized how much I had lost. Not just Alex, but a part of myself too. I’ve spent the last few years trying to reconcile who I am with who I was raised to be. Christ was all about forgiveness, yeah? At the time I thought that I could come clean, and the folks in the church would help us, fix us, and then tell us to go and sin no more. But I was a naive fool. Even if it were possible, that’s not how things work in this world. My trust was returned with violence, not that I didn’t deserve it for what I did to Alex, but I wish it could have been a less painful lesson for me. So to answer your question, what brings me here, why am I imposing on Alex after what I did to him? I’m not entirely sure. Maybe it was that I had no one else to turn to. Maybe it’s because he was the best friend I ever had and I had to make sure that he knew I was sorry for what I did to him. A little of both I guess, but even if I had other options, I know I couldn’t go through life without him knowing that I love him and that I’m sorry."

Remedy exhaled sharply, crossing their arms. They looked to Alex, searching his face for any sign of doubt.

Remedy nodded, the earlier edge in their voice gone. "Alright," they acknowledged. "It doesn’t change the past, but it’s a start. I understand that people can change. And if Alex is willing to give you a chance, then I’ll respect his decision and support you both however I can."

"Thank you, Remedy," replied Elijah.

"Now," they said, "are you living on the street right now?"

"Yes," Elijah responded, simply.

"Are you using any hard drugs?"

"No."

Remedy looked him up and down suspiciously, before realizing that he was telling the truth.

"I’m still not convinced you deserve this," they said, tilting their head. "But I’d rather know where you are than have Alex lose sleep wondering if you’re dead. So, for now, you’re welcome to crash at my place until you figure things out."

"I’ve already offered him a place to stay here. I literally haven’t seen my roommate in 4 months," Alex said to Remedy.

"I know he’s your friend, Alex, but do you think Frank would mind having your old lover staying at your place?"

"He really wouldn’t. Things there have gone a little sideways, Rem. But we can talk about that later."

"Well, do you mind? I know you’re looking after him, but he did fuck you over. You really want him as a roommate?" Remedy asked.

"It’s fine. To tell you the truth, I’m just glad he’s okay. His dad’s a real violent bastard, and to be honest I was worried for him. Now that he’s here, like this, now that I can see his face, I’m not as bitter. I’m just glad he got out," Alex said, truthfully.

Remedy accepted the explanation and then asked, "So, what now?"

Alex turned to Elijah, whose appearance was less alarming after showering, but whose eyes were still bleary and bloodshot.

"You look tired," Alex commented.

"Honestly, it’s taking everything I got just to stay awake right now," Elijah replied, stifling a yawn.

"Go to sleep, then. First door on the left. We can talk more in the morning," said Alex, sitting down on the couch.

Elijah stood, made a move to leave the room before saying, "Alex, I really can’t thank you enough. After everything I did, you still…"

Two tears ran from the young man’s eyes as he continued.

"I’m just so sorry for what I put you through. You’re a good person, Alex. Don’t ever think otherwise. Goodnight."

Alex swallowed, unsure how to respond. He wanted to say something profound, something that would acknowledge the weight of Elijah’s words, but he was exhausted.

"Night."


Chapter 16

After Elijah finally slipped away to sleep, Alex found himself sitting in the dim light of his apartment, his emotions tangled up in ways he hadn't anticipated. Remedy sat cross-legged across from him, their gaze focused and full of concern. They had been waiting patiently for Alex to say something, sensing that the dam was about to break.

"So," Remedy began softly, breaking the silence, "you doing okay? I mean, really?"

Alex sighed deeply, running his hands through his hair.

"No," he admitted. "I’m far from okay, Rem. I thought I was handling things, but tonight, with Elijah showing up and everything that’s been happening with Frank, it’s all starting to get to me."

Remedy nodded, leaning in slightly. "I figured something was up. What happened with Frank? You haven’t mentioned much since that whole ‘making connections’ thing started."

Alex hesitated, the words stuck in his throat. He knew he could trust Remedy with the truth, but saying it out loud felt like admitting he had lost control.

"I went through with another one of the ‘dates’ he set up for me," Alex finally said, his voice barely above a whisper. "He took me out to dinner, talked me into it. To be honest I wasn’t feeling too great after we talked, but I went through with it anyway."

Remedy’s expression shifted to one of immediate concern, their eyebrows knitting together. "That’s concerning. Did it go okay?"

"I don’t know," Alex confessed, his eyes downcast. "At first, it seemed like maybe I could handle it. Enzo, the guy, he was nice enough. Really handsome. Charming. But after it was all done, when I was lying there, I just…" Alex’s voice cracked as he tried to find the right words. "It felt wrong. Like, I wasn’t in control of any of it. Maybe the whole thing was just more intense than I expected. I dunno. I grabbed the money and snuck out of there. Didn’t even say goodbye."

Remedy sat quietly for a moment, their face softening with empathy.

"You don’t have to justify it to me, Alex," they said, "but do you think Frank’s using you? Because that’s what it sounds like."

Alex looked away, feeling the weight of Remedy’s words.

"Maybe. I don’t know. Frank makes it sound like it’s all part of some big plan, like I’m getting something out of it too. And I am, I guess. I’ve never had this much money in my life. But every time I think about it, I just feel... dirty. It’s not like I didn’t enjoy the sex, but the guilt, the feeling that I’m selling myself, it’s eating me alive."

Remedy reached out, placing a hand on Alex’s knee. "Hey, it’s okay to feel conflicted. No one should make you feel like you have to do something you’re not comfortable with. Frank might be saying all the right things, but if you’re doubting it this much, maybe you should trust your gut."

Alex bit his bottom lip, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. "I don’t know what to do, Rem. I feel trapped. Frank’s offering me this whole world of opportunity, but at the same time, I feel like I’m losing myself."

Remedy squeezed his knee gently.

"You get to decide who you are, not Frank. If you’re feeling like this now, it’s not going to get better by ignoring it. You’re stronger than this, Alex. And I know it’s complicated, but you don’t have to let anyone make you feel like you’re less than who you are."

The words hit Alex hard, his chest tightening with emotion. He nodded, biting his lip as he tried to hold back the tears threatening to spill over. "I just feel so... ashamed."

Remedy leaned back, letting out a deep breath. "We’ve talked about this before, Alex. You’ve got to let go of this shame. That’s just another tool to control people like us. It’s a construct, Alex, something you were taught, not something that’s inherently part of who you are. But that’s not to say you shouldn’t make some changes, but in this case the only thing that really matters is whether you feel good about your choices. And I’m not talking about what society tells you to feel good about. I’m talking about you. Deep down. You see the difference, right?"

Alex considered it for a moment and then nodded his head. "I do, and I know you’re right, even though it sounds just like something Frank would say."

"Well it’s true, even if he’s saying it for his own ends," replied Remedy. "I don’t care about any of that moral high-ground bullshit people talk about. What I care about is you. You need to feel like you’re in control of your own life, your body, your choices. Ask yourself, are you in control? Are you doing what feels good for you? If the answer is no, then fuck what anyone else says. You deserve better than being someone else’s pawn."

"No, you’re right," replied Alex. "That’s exactly how I feel right now. Like a pawn. Frank is charming and good in bed, but this whole thing isn’t working for me. Men are trash, Remedy. They’re either cowards or sadists, sometimes both."

"I know, kid. I know," offered Remedy, reaching out and taking both of Alex’s hands.

Remedy left shortly after, giving Alex one last hug before heading out the door. As the door clicked shut, Alex was left with the silence of his apartment, the faint sound of Elijah's breathing filtering in from the other room. He sighed and made his way to the bedroom, opening the opposite door a crack to check in on Elijah. He was dead asleep, his features softened, and his exhaustion evident. There was something strangely comforting about seeing Elijah there, safe, at peace for the moment. Alex closed the door softly and headed to his own room.

He collapsed onto his bed, his body sinking into the mattress. The weight of everything, the confusion, the anger, the mixed emotions, pressed down on him, leaving him feeling both exhausted and restless. He pulled out his phone, seeking a distraction, something to make the loneliness more bearable. As if on cue, a notification lit up his screen. It was a message from Frank.

"Hey, hope you're doing okay. Just wanted you to know I'm thinking about you. I know things can be rough sometimes, but you're stronger than you think. Also, I sent you a little gift. Don't think me tacky, but I wanted to show you before it got there. Hope it makes you smile."

Frank sent him a link to an Amazon tracking link, and Alex clicked on it with curiosity. The image of a leather-bound journal appeared on his screen, the exact one he had been eyeing for a while. He ran his fingers over the screen, imagining its smooth cover, the kind of gift that felt oddly personal, something that fit him perfectly. He traced the edge of his phone screen, staring at the image of the leather journal. It was perfect. Too perfect. Frank knew exactly how to get inside his head, how to pull him back just when Alex was starting to question things. And yet… Alex wanted it. He wanted Frank to be the kind of person who meant things the way they should be meant. A small smile tugged at his lips, though it was quickly tempered by the familiar churn of emotions deep within.

Frank had his flaws, his manipulativeness, his tendency to push Alex into uncomfortable situations, but there were moments like this, moments when Frank seemed to genuinely care. It made Alex wonder if he was being too harsh or if he was justifying things that shouldn't be justified.

After a few moments, Alex took a deep breath. He knew Remedy was right. He needed to regain some control over the situation, to draw a line somewhere. Maybe he could tell Frank that he wasn't interested in any more 'dates' with other men. It was a risk. Frank could react in ways Alex couldn't predict, but if Frank really cared, he would understand and respect that boundary. He just needed to say it, to make his stance clear, and then see what happened. It was worth a shot.

Before he could overthink it, another message popped up. "By the way, what are you doing tomorrow? I was thinking we could go for a hike. Fresh air might do us both some good."

A hike. Maybe it would clear his head. Maybe it was a terrible idea. Either way, ignoring Frank wasn’t an option. Not yet at least. He typed back quickly, "Sure, why not." Then he tossed his phone onto the nightstand, rolling over onto his side. He pulled his blanket up to his chin, trying to let go of everything: Remedy's words, Elijah's sudden reappearance, Frank's messages.

The next morning arrived with a crispness in the air, a reminder that summer was slowly beginning to fade into autumn. Alex stirred slowly, sunlight peeking through the gaps in his curtains. He blinked, trying to shake off the lingering haze from the previous night, everything with Elijah, the late-night talk with Remedy, and the mess of emotions that had tangled in his chest. It was all a lot, but today was a new day. Frank had invited him for a hike, and though Alex wasn't entirely sure he felt up for it, something about the idea of stepping away from everything for a few hours was appealing.

Alex scribbled a quick note for Elijah and left it on the kitchen counter. He made sure to be clear that there was food in the fridge and that Elijah could help himself to anything. He glanced toward the small bedroom, hearing Elijah's soft, steady breathing. He hesitated a moment longer before grabbing his sneakers, quietly opening the door, and stepping out into the bright morning.

Meeting Frank at the trailhead felt oddly grounding. There he was, Frank, the familiar smile, the relaxed confidence that seemed to radiate from him effortlessly. As Alex approached, Frank gave him a nod, his eyes scanning over Alex's expression like he was trying to read the lingering tension there.

"Ready to hit the trail?" Frank asked, gesturing to the winding path before them.

Alex gave a small shrug and nodded. "Yeah, why not? I could use a distraction."

"A distraction, huh? Well, let's see if the fresh air does the trick," Frank said.

He took a step forward, and Alex followed, their pace starting slow, easing into a rhythm as they walked. The forest around them was quiet, only the rustling of leaves in the breeze and the occasional crunch of gravel beneath their feet breaking the stillness.

They walked for a while in silence. It was calming, in a way that Alex hadn’t anticipated. The dappled sunlight fell across the trail in uneven patches, the cool air biting at his skin whenever they passed through the shadows. Frank seemed content to let the quiet settle between them, his usual confident stride a reassuring presence beside Alex.

After a while, Frank broke the silence. "So, how'd it go with Enzo?" His tone was casual, but there was a glimmer of curiosity there, the kind of curiosity that made Alex feel both vulnerable and seen.

Alex hesitated, glancing over at Frank. "It was... alright, I guess," he started, then paused, his thoughts feeling like a tangle of mixed emotions. "He was nice. Charming, even. But afterward, I don't know. It was intense, and I just..." He trailed off, shaking his head as if to clear the lingering haze from that night.

Frank nodded, his expression open and patient. "These things happen, Alex. You know, sometimes it's a little too much, too fast. But you should know that Enzo was thrilled. He texted me afterward, said you were perfect. Everything he had hoped for." Frank's voice softened, his gaze catching Alex's. "But really, you should do whatever makes you comfortable. You know that, right? I'm not just saying that. I want you to feel good about this, not pressured. Fuck, if you had bailed before anything physical went down, it wouldn't have bothered me in the slightest."

The reassurance brought a small, fleeting smile to Alex's lips. Frank had a way of making things sound easier than they felt. He wanted to believe him, wanted to feel like this was something he could navigate, like he had control over it. Maybe Frank was right. Maybe the intensity of that night was just a moment, something he could push past and not let define the whole experience.

"It was a wild night, Frank. That date with Enzo wasn't even the craziest thing that happened to me that night," Alex offered, kicking a rock down the trail and watching it fall down the gully on the left.

"Oh?" replied Frank, his curiosity obviously piqued. "I find that hard to believe."

"Well, remember when I told you about Elijah?" asked Alex.

"How could I forget? Your first true love, who betrayed you and started this whole series of events: you moving to Portland and meeting a charming, if slightly older man."

"That's the guy. Well, when I came home from Enzo's, guess who was waiting at my door?"

Frank turned his head slightly, his brow furrowed in thought. He paused for a second, his expression a mix of concern and curiosity. "Him? Really? That must have been quite the shock!"

Alex nodded, shoving his hands deeper into his pockets. "Yeah. I wasn't sure how to feel. I mean, I was angry, but also kind of relieved to see him. He’s been through some shit." He looked down at the trail, watching his feet as they kicked through the gravel. "It’s complicated."

Frank gave a small hum of understanding. "Look, Alex, whatever happened between you two, it’s not something that’s just gonna go away. But if he’s here now, and you’re letting him back into your life, you’ve got to decide what that means for you. And if it’s good for you. You get to pick who’s in your life and what role they play."

Alex thought about that, Frank’s words echoing what Remedy had said the night before. It was a strange kind of validation, hearing it from both of them, as if maybe there was something to it after all.

Alex absorbed Frank’s advice, the weight of the decision pressing on him. "Yeah, I guess you're right," he said, his voice a mixture of resolve and uncertainty. "It’s just, Elijah didn’t just show up out of nowhere. He seemed genuine and said he wanted to make things right between us."

Frank stopped walking and faced Alex, his gaze intense and probing. "And what do you think? Can you trust him again after everything that’s happened?"

"I want to. I mean, part of me does. But then, there's this nagging feeling that there's more to it than he's letting on," Alex confessed, meeting Frank's gaze with a troubled expression.

Frank nodded slowly, resuming their walk. "Trust is like a mirror, Alex. Once it's broken, you can put it back together, but the cracks will always show. Just be careful, alright? I’d hate to see you get hurt again."

They continued in silence for a few moments, the only sound the crunch of gravel underfoot. Frank then changed the subject, perhaps sensing Alex's discomfort. "You know, this might be a good opportunity for you to take back some control. Decide on your terms how things are going to be with Elijah, if he’s going to be part of your life."

"That makes sense," Alex replied, nodding. "I think I need to have a real talk with him, lay everything out on the table. See if there’s a way forward or if it’s better we go our separate paths."

Frank clapped him on the shoulder, a firm, reassuring gesture. "That’s the spirit. And whatever you decide, I’m here for you. You're not alone in this, Alex."

As they continued their hike, the conversation shifted towards lighter topics, but Alex's mind was racing. Frank's words were helpful, and while they were meant to be supportive, still reminded Alex of the influence Frank held over him.

Alex’s thoughts were interrupted by Frank’s voice, lighter now as they approached the end of their trail. "Speaking of figuring things out, I'm hosting a party this weekend at my place. A bit of a gathering for close friends, you know?"

Alex looked over, a slight sense of wariness creeping in. "Oh?"

"Yeah," Frank continued, a casual tone to his voice as if he were merely discussing the weather. "It’s nothing too fancy, just some good company, good food, and maybe a little too much wine," he chuckled softly. "Why don’t you come? And bring Elijah along, if after your talk, you decide he’s going to stick around. It could be good, you know, having him there. A chance for him to reintegrate with your friends, and who knows, it might help things feel more... normal."

The invitation seemed genuine enough, but Alex could feel the weight behind it.

"I’ll think about it," Alex responded after a pause, his tone non-committal. "It sounds like it could be fun. I’ll let you know after I’ve spoken to Elijah."

"Good," Frank smiled, patting Alex on the back as they reached the parking lot. "It’s important, having people around who support you, don’t you think? And I do hope Elijah proves to be one of those people for you."

As they reached the parking lot, Frank’s demeanor softened, his smile turning tender, almost affectionate. He stepped closer to Alex, his presence more imposing in the quiet of the surrounding woods. "You know, Alex," Frank began, his voice low and compelling, "I really do want what’s best for you. I hope you know that."

Alex, caught off-guard by the intimacy of the moment, nodded silently, unsure of how to respond.

Frank reached up, gently tilting Alex’s chin with his fingers, compelling him to meet his gaze. The air between them charged with an unspoken tension, a mix of discomfort and an undeniable pull. "You’re important to me," Frank whispered, and before Alex could react, Frank leaned in and kissed him.

The pressure of Frank’s lips against his own sent a jolt through him, not entirely unpleasant, but deeply unsettling. His mind flickered back to the feeling of Enzo’s hands gripping his body, the weight of expectation. He had let Enzo touch him, let him take control, and now here he was, standing in front of Frank, feeling like he was being moved by yet another force greater than himself.

As Frank pulled back, he looked into Alex’s eyes, searching for a reaction. Alex felt a rush of conflicting emotions: surprise, confusion, and a troubling warmth that he didn’t want to acknowledge.

"Think about the party," Frank said, his voice a soothing murmur, as if they were sharing a secret. "And whatever you decide about Elijah… I’m here, Alex. Always."

Alex forced a small nod, but something about the way Frank framed it felt less like an invitation and more like a directive. A way to keep a hand on him, to remind him where he belonged. Frank then stepped away, giving Alex one last meaningful look before turning to his car. Left standing alone, Alex touched his lips, the feel of Frank’s kiss lingering like a ghost.

Alex fumbled with his phone, his fingers shaking slightly as he summoned an Uber. The air felt chillier now, or maybe it was just the aftermath of Frank's kiss leaving him unsettled. When the car pulled up, he slid into the backseat, grateful for the anonymity the dark interior offered.

As the city lights streamed past, Alex leaned his head against the window, the cool glass grounding his swirling thoughts. The driver’s soft jazz playlist hummed in the background, a stark contrast to the cacophony of emotions raging inside him. Alex replayed the kiss in his mind, each detail magnified. Frank’s gentle touch on his chin, the way Frank’s breath lingered on his skin, the soft press of his lips. Why now? Was it just another of Frank's manipulations, a way to keep him off balance? Or was there something more genuine behind it? Alex’s heart ached with the need to believe there was something real there, yet his mind screamed caution. Alex’s thoughts darkened as he considered Frank's parting words.

I’m here, Alex. Always.

It sounded less like reassurance and more like a claim. The idea that Frank could always be there, possibly watching, possibly influencing his actions, sent a shiver down his spine. But alongside the fear, a spark of determination kindled within him. He needed to sort out his feelings for Elijah, yes, but he also needed to assert his independence from Frank. The party, Alex realized, could be the perfect place to start setting his own terms, to show Frank that he wasn’t just a pawn in his games.

By the time the Uber pulled up to his apartment, Alex had steeled himself with resolve. He would go to the party, yes, but on his own terms. He would talk to Elijah, clear the air, and maybe, just maybe, they could navigate their complicated past together.

Stepping out of the car, Alex thanked the driver and headed up to his apartment. The air no longer felt as chilly. Now, it was just crisp, filled with the sharp tang of possibility. As he unlocked his door, Alex felt a little steadier, the ghost of Frank’s kiss fading into the back of his mind, replaced by thoughts of what lay ahead.


Chapter 17

Alex arrived at his apartment in the early afternoon, only to find Elijah had yet to emerge from the bedroom. Knowing that Elijah had always been an early bird, Alex figured he was exhausted from his journey and needed the rest. He sat at the kitchen table, a steaming mug of coffee in his hands, his thoughts swirling as he waited for Elijah to wake. The quiet was heavy but not oppressive; it gave Alex space to process the tangled mess of emotions from the day before.

When Elijah finally emerged from the bedroom, his hair still mussed from sleep, Alex was struck by how different he looked, more vulnerable and more human. The guarded, sharp edges that had defined him back in Utah seemed dulled, softened by time and hardship.

"Morning," Elijah mumbled, rubbing his eyes as he shuffled to the table.

"Morning," Alex replied, sliding the coffee pot toward him. "Help yourself."

Elijah poured himself a cup, the silence between them filled with the faint hum of the refrigerator and the distant sounds of the city waking up. Alex watched as Elijah took a tentative sip, his face scrunching slightly at the heat.

"You know, this is my very first cup of coffee?" Elijah asked, smacking his lips as he pondered over the taste.

Alex let out a laugh, responding, "You know, it didn’t occur to me. I’ve been drinking the stuff since I first got out here. Remedy was absolutely stunned that I’d never had any before and took me out to Starbucks."

The two exchanged polite smiles until the unspoken tension crept back in, only for Elijah to break it.

"I didn’t thank you properly last night," Elijah began, his voice hesitant. "For everything. The food, the bed… letting me be here. I don’t deserve it."

Alex shrugged, trying to keep his tone neutral. "You needed a place. And we do have history. That counts for something."

Elijah looked down into his coffee, his fingers tracing the rim of the mug. "It’s more than I deserve."

"Maybe," Alex said bluntly, surprising himself with the sharpness of his words. "But you’re here now, and I’m happy you are. Let’s focus on that."

Elijah flinched slightly but nodded, taking another sip of coffee. The weight of unspoken words hung between them like a third presence at the table.

After a beat, Alex leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. "I’ve been thinking about what you said last night. About wanting to make things right."

Elijah looked up, his expression cautious but hopeful. "Yeah?"

"I’m willing to try," Alex said, his tone firm. "But it’s not going to be easy. You broke my trust, Elijah. And trust doesn’t come back just because you’re sorry. It’s like a mirror. Or something like that."

"I know," Elijah replied quickly. "I don’t expect you to forgive me overnight. I just want the chance to show you that I’ve changed."

Alex studied him for a long moment, searching for any sign of insincerity. "Alright. Then we start with honesty. No more half-truths, no more hiding. If we’re going to rebuild anything, it has to be on solid ground."

Elijah nodded solemnly. "I can do that."

"Good," Alex said, standing and carrying his mug to the sink. He stared out the window for a moment, gathering his thoughts before turning back to Elijah. "There’s something else. Frank invited us to a party this weekend. He said I could bring you if I wanted."

Elijah’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Frank? The guy you’re involved with?"

Alex hesitated, the label feeling strange on his tongue. "Yeah. Him."

"And you’re inviting me?" Elijah asked, his tone a mix of skepticism and curiosity.

"I’m considering it," Alex clarified. "It could be a good way for you to meet the people in my life now. But I’m not sure how I feel about having you and Frank in the same room."

Elijah smirked faintly, the expression almost nostalgic. "Afraid I’ll embarrass you?"

Alex rolled his eyes. "No. I’m afraid it’ll be weird. You and I have history. And Frank, well, he’s Frank."

Elijah’s smirk faded, replaced by a more thoughtful expression. "I’ll follow your lead, Alex. Whatever you decide, I’ll respect it."

Alex nodded, appreciating the sentiment even if he wasn’t sure he entirely believed it. "Alright. We’ll see how things go."

The rest of the day passed in fits and starts, a mix of awkward silences and hesitant conversation as Alex and Elijah navigated the uncharted waters of their reunion. Alex found himself watching Elijah closely, noticing the subtle ways the years had changed him. There was a weariness in his posture, a heaviness in his eyes that hadn’t been there before. It made Alex feel both protective and uncertain, a complicated mix he couldn’t quite untangle.

By the time evening rolled around, the tension between them had softened slightly, giving way to a tentative understanding. Alex busied himself in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for a simple stir-fry, while Elijah hovered nearby, offering to help.

"You don’t have to," Alex said without looking up, his tone casual.

"I want to," Elijah replied, stepping closer. He grabbed a knife and began slicing a bell pepper, his movements slow but deliberate. "Feels good to be doing something normal for once."

Alex glanced at him, a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips. "Normal’s underrated."

Elijah chuckled softly, the sound warm and familiar. "Yeah, it is."

When the food was ready, they sat at the small kitchen table, the dim light casting a soft glow over their faces. They ate in relative silence, the clinking of utensils the only sound for a while. Finally, Elijah spoke up.

"So, this party," he began, his tone cautious. "What’s it going to be like?"

Alex shrugged, poking at his plate with his fork. "Knowing Frank? Fancy, over the top, and full of people I barely know. He loves to show off."

Elijah raised an eyebrow. "And you’re okay with that?"

"Not really," Alex admitted. "But it’s part of the deal with him. He’s complicated."

"That’s one way to put it," Elijah said, his voice tinged with a hint of protectiveness. "Are you sure about this guy, Alex? You make it seem, I don’t know, like he’s got his own agenda."

Alex sighed, setting down his fork. "He does, but it’s not that simple. Frank’s helped me a lot. He’s opened doors for me, given me opportunities I wouldn’t have had otherwise. But yeah, sometimes it feels like there’s a price for all of it."

Elijah frowned, his concern evident. "Sounds complicated."

"I know," Alex said softly. "It’s something I’m still figuring out."

They lapsed into silence again, the weight of the conversation settling over them. When they finished eating, Elijah stood and began clearing the table without being asked. Alex watched him, a flicker of gratitude warming his chest. Despite everything, Elijah was trying. And maybe that was enough for now.

Later that night, as they sat on the couch watching a movie, Alex found himself stealing glances at Elijah. The lines between past and present blurred, emotions tangled and messy. Before the movie ended, Elijah had fallen asleep, as he always had. Alex grabbed him a blanket and pillow, and shuffled off alone to his room.

The next morning, Alex woke up to the soft buzz of his phone vibrating against the nightstand. He groaned, rolling over to grab it, and squinted at the screen. It was a message from Frank.

"Hey, Alex. Any thoughts about the party? Would love to see you there. Bring Elijah if you’re up for it. Could be good for both of you. Let me know."

Alex sighed, setting the phone down for a moment before rubbing his eyes. He hadn’t expected Frank to follow up so soon, though he supposed it wasn’t surprising. Frank always had a way of nudging him just enough to get a response without it feeling overly pushy, at least on the surface.

Alex started typing, his thumbs moving almost on autopilot.

"Yeah, I’ll be there."

But before he hit send, he hesitated. He deleted the message, started over.

"Still thinking about it."

He hit send before he could second-guess himself, but the unease lingered. His stomach twisted at the thought of Elijah stepping into Frank’s world. It wasn’t just that it would be awkward, it was that Frank’s brand of charm had a way of pulling people in, making them feel indebted. Alex knew that feeling too well. He ran a hand over his face, exhaling slowly.

A knock on the bedroom door interrupted his thoughts. "Alex? You awake?" Elijah’s voice came through, tentative but steady.

"Yeah, come in," Alex called back, running a hand through his messy hair.

Elijah stepped inside, still dressed in the same borrowed clothes from the day before. He looked more rested, but there was a nervous energy about him. "Morning. Did I wake you?"

"Nah," Alex replied, motioning for him to sit on the edge of the bed. "What’s up?"

Elijah hesitated, glancing down at his hands. "I was thinking about what you said yesterday. About the party."

Alex raised an eyebrow. "And?"

"And if you want me to go, I will," Elijah said, his voice steady despite the apprehension in his eyes. "I know I don’t exactly fit into your world right now, but I want to try. I want to be there for you."

Alex studied him for a moment, feeling his heart soften. "It’s not about fitting in, Elijah. I just don’t want you to feel overwhelmed. These parties can be a lot."

Elijah gave a small shrug. "I’ve been through a lot. I think I can handle a fancy party."

A faint smile tugged at Alex’s lips. "Alright. I’ll let Frank know we’ll come. But promise me, if it gets to be too much, you’ll tell me. No disappearing acts."

"Deal," Elijah said, holding out his hand.

Alex shook it, the gesture feeling both strange and grounding. "Okay. Let me text Frank."

He picked up his phone and quickly typed out a message.

"We’ll be there. What time should we show up?"

Frank responded almost immediately.

"Fantastic. 7 p.m. sharp. Can’t wait to see you. And tell Elijah not to worry. I’ll make sure he feels welcome."

Alex sighed, setting the phone down again.

As the day wore on, Alex found himself alternating between nerves and determination. He picked out an outfit for the party, stylish but not overdone, and found something decent for Elijah to wear. The borrowed clothes were fine for lounging around the apartment, but Frank’s parties were a different story. Alex managed to find a blazer and slacks that fit Elijah well enough, and while it wasn’t perfect, it would do.

"You look good," Alex said as Elijah emerged from the bathroom, tugging at the cuffs of the blazer.

"I feel ridiculous," Elijah muttered, glancing down at himself.

"You’ll be fine," Alex reassured him. "Just follow my lead, alright? Stick close to me if you’re feeling out of place."

Elijah nodded, his expression a mix of gratitude and apprehension. "Thanks, Alex. For everything."

Alex offered him a small smile. "Let’s just get through tonight. One step at a time."

On their way out, Elijah hovered near the door, hands in his pockets like he wasn’t sure where to put himself. “Is it far?”

“Not really,” Alex said. “Uber’s easier though.”

The ride downtown was quiet. City lights slid across the windows in long streaks of gold and white, turning Elijah’s reflection into something softer, less tense. He watched everything with careful attention, like memorizing a place he didn’t belong to yet.

Alex noticed. “Relax,” he said gently. “Nobody’s going to interrogate you.”

“I know,” Elijah replied. He paused. “I just don’t want to embarrass you.”

Alex looked at him for a moment, then away toward the traffic ahead. “You won’t.”

The car pulled to the curb outside the familiar bungalow, glowing with warm interior light. Music pulsed faintly through the brick even before the door opened. A small line lingered outside, well-dressed and self-assured in that deliberate way people had around Frank.

Elijah stopped on the sidewalk. “This is a party?”

Alex smirked. “This is a Frank party.”

Inside, the noise wrapped around them immediately: conversation, laughter, glassware, the hum of too many people enjoying themselves with purpose. No chaos, just a curated kind of indulgence.

They made their way to the bar in the corner, where a bartender in a crisp white shirt and black bowtie expertly mixed cocktails. Alex was already scanning the options, a flicker of excitement crossing his face.

"What are you having?" Alex asked Elijah as they approached the bar.

Elijah hesitated, his eyes darting nervously between the bottles lined up on the counter. "I don’t know. I’ve never had a drink before."

Alex raised an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at his lips. "Never? Not even a sip?"

Elijah shook his head. "Never. It wasn’t exactly an option back home."

"Well, tonight’s as good a time as any to start," Alex said, a hint of mischief in his voice. "Let’s get you something easy. Nothing too strong, but something you’ll like."

Elijah looked unconvinced, shifting uncomfortably. "I don’t know, Alex. Maybe I shouldn’t."

Alex put a reassuring hand on Elijah’s arm. "Hey, it’s just one drink. You don’t have to finish it if you don’t like it. But trust me, it’ll help you relax a little. These kinds of parties are way easier with a drink in your hand."

Elijah sighed, glancing at the bartender, who was waiting patiently. "Alright," he said quietly. "But nothing too crazy."

Alex grinned. "Atta boy. Let’s keep it simple. Two cosmos, please," he said to the bartender.

As the drinks were prepared, Elijah fidgeted with his cuffs, clearly second-guessing his decision. Alex noticed and nudged him gently. "Hey, relax. It’s just a drink, not a tattoo."

The bartender handed them their drinks. Alex took his with a flourish, holding it up. "To new experiences," he said, grinning as he raised the glass toward Elijah.

Elijah hesitated, then mirrored the gesture, his hand trembling slightly. "To new experiences," he said, his voice low.

Alex clinked his glass against Elijah’s and took a sip, watching as Elijah brought the glass to his lips. He took a small, tentative sip, his expression immediately scrunching up at the taste.

"Okay, wow," Elijah muttered, coughing softly. "That’s strong."

Alex laughed, clapping him on the back. "Yeah, it takes some getting used to. But hey, you survived your first sip. That’s progress."

Elijah shook his head, his expression still dubious as he took another, slightly larger sip. This time, he managed to keep his composure, though it was clear he wasn’t entirely enjoying the experience.

"You’ll get there," Alex said, his tone encouraging. "Just pace yourself. We’ve got the whole night ahead of us."

Elijah nodded, his grip on the glass tightening as he scanned the room. "Thanks, Alex."

Alex gave him a small smile. "Don’t mention it. Just try to enjoy yourself. And remember, if it gets too much, we can always leave."

The reassurance seemed to ease some of Elijah’s tension, and he took another cautious sip of his drink, the edges of his nervousness softening just slightly. As they turned back to face the room, Alex spotted Frank making his way toward them, his smile wide and his presence commanding as always.

"Well, well," Frank said, his eyes glinting with amusement as he glanced between Alex and Elijah. "Looks like the two of you are settling in nicely."

Alex raised his glass in a small salute. "We’re getting there."

Frank’s gaze lingered on Elijah for a moment, his smile widening. "And how’s our guest of honor? First time at one of these, I take it?"

Elijah nodded, swallowing hard. "Yeah. It’s definitely a first."

Frank’s smile didn’t falter as he turned to the man standing nearby, his presence commanding yet effortless. The man had sharp, tailored features, his suit pristine and his posture confident. His eyes sparkled with curiosity as he approached, holding a glass of wine like it was an extension of himself.

"Ah, speak of the devil," Frank said smoothly, gesturing toward the man. "Alex, Elijah, I’d like you to meet Laurent. A very close friend of mine."

Laurent extended a hand toward Alex first, his grip firm but not overbearing. "A pleasure," he said, his voice low and rich, with just a hint of an unplaceable accent. He shifted to Elijah next, his gaze lingering for a beat longer than necessary as they shook hands. "And you must be Elijah. Frank’s mentioned you."

Elijah looked caught off guard, his eyes darting briefly to Alex before settling back on Laurent. "He has?" he asked cautiously.

Laurent swirled his wine lazily, his eyes sharp despite his casual posture. "Frank’s got quite an eye for talent," he mused, glancing between them. "And for lost things, too."

Elijah’s grip on his glass tightened, and Alex stepped in, his tone light but firm. "Frank likes to embellish."

"Of course," Laurent said, his eyes twinkling with something unreadable. He took a sip of his wine, his gaze flickering between the two of them like he was studying a piece of art. "Though I must say, the two of you make quite the pair."

Frank’s laugh broke the tension, his hand clapping Laurent on the shoulder. "Laurent has an eye for potential," he said, his tone half-teasing, half-sincere. "He’s a connoisseur of, well, many things."

Laurent smiled at the comment, setting his glass down on a nearby table. "Guilty as charged. And I’ll admit, I find the two of you utterly fascinating."

Elijah shifted uncomfortably, clearly unsure how to respond. Alex felt the tension radiating from him and placed a reassuring hand on his back.

Laurent didn’t miss the gesture. "Tell me," he said, his voice dropping slightly, "have either of you ever considered broadening your horizons? Exploring new possibilities?"

Alex frowned slightly, his instincts immediately telling him there was more to Laurent’s question than met the eye. "What do you mean?" he asked carefully.

Laurent’s smile widened, but there was something almost predatory in the way he looked at them now. "I’ll be blunt. I’m a man who knows what he wants, and I’m willing to pay handsomely for it. Ten thousand dollars each," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "For one night. To serve me."

The words hung in the air like a bombshell. Elijah’s eyes widened, his face paling as he processed what he’d just heard. Alex’s stomach churned, a wave of conflicting emotions crashing over him: disgust, curiosity, and something else he couldn’t name.

"You’re joking," Elijah said, his voice shaky.

Laurent shook his head, his demeanor utterly composed. "Not at all. I assure you, I’m quite serious. And before you ask, I’m not the sort of man who takes ‘no’ for an answer lightly. But," he added, holding up a hand as if to preempt any objections, "you’re free to think about it. No pressure."

Elijah glanced at Alex, his expression a mixture of shock and hesitation. "Ten grand?" he whispered, more to himself than anyone else.

Alex’s heart sank at the note of desperation in Elijah’s voice. He knew that look, that tone. It was the same one he’d felt in himself when Frank had first introduced him to his world. Laurent seemed to sense the tension and stepped back, his smile never wavering.

"I’ll leave you to discuss it. You boys are smart. I trust you’ll make the right decision."

With that, he turned and disappeared back into the crowd, leaving Alex and Elijah standing there, the weight of his offer pressing down on them like a physical force. As Laurent left, Alex turned to Frank, whose face bore a wry smile. Alex felt his anger building, and he opened his mouth to say, "Frank, what the fuck!"

"Alex, you act like I’m the villain here. I just gave you an opportunity," he responded.

"You’re unbelievable sometimes! You could have at least warned me or, you know what? We’ll talk later. Go away!"

Alex turned to Elijah, whose eyes were wide as saucers.

"Alex," Elijah began, his voice barely above a whisper. "What the hell just happened?"

Alex exhaled slowly, his mind racing. "Let’s go outside," he said, gesturing toward the back patio. "We need to talk."

Elijah followed him without a word, the cool night air hitting them as they stepped onto the patio. The hum of the party faded slightly, replaced by the distant sounds of the city and the rustling of leaves in the breeze. Alex leaned against the railing, staring out into the darkened yard as he tried to find the words.

"Elijah," he started, his voice low and measured. "There’s a lot you don’t know about me. About what my life’s been like since I left Utah."

Elijah frowned, crossing his arms as he leaned against the railing beside Alex. "What are you talking about?"

Alex took a deep breath, bracing himself. "Frank’s more than just someone I’m seeing. He didn’t just help me get on my feet. He introduced me to a different kind of life. One where people like Laurent exist, people who are willing to pay for things, for experiences. Remember how I was dressed when you first showed up?"

Elijah’s eyes widened as realization dawned. "Are you saying...?"

Alex nodded, unable to meet his gaze. "I’ve done it before. Not with Laurent, but with others. Frank set it up. But it’s not easy, Elijah. It’s not something you just do."

Elijah was silent for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Finally, he spoke, his voice tight. "Why didn’t you tell me?"

"I didn’t think you’d understand," Alex admitted. "And honestly, I’m still not sure you do."

Elijah looked away, his jaw tight. "So you think we should do it? It’s ten grand!"

"No," Alex said firmly, turning to face him. "We need to think about this. Together. If we’re going to do this, we have to be on the same page."

Elijah hesitated, the weight of the decision evident in his expression. Finally, he nodded. "Alright. Let’s talk it through."

Elijah leaned heavily against the railing, his fingers gripping the cool metal as if it might steady the whirlpool of thoughts in his mind.

"I don’t know, Alex," he began, his voice unsteady. "Ten thousand dollars... that’s... that’s more money than I’ve ever seen in my life. I was just sleeping on the streets a week ago, man. Do you know what that kind of money could do for me? For both of us?"

Alex sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Yeah, I know. Believe me, I’ve thought about that every single time I’ve done this. But Elijah, it’s not just about the money. It’s about what it does to you afterward. I don’t want to sugarcoat this. It’s not just some easy payday."

Elijah glanced at him, his eyes wide with apprehension. "What does it do to you? I mean, you’ve done it, right? How bad could it be?"

Alex turned away, staring out into the yard, the faint glow of streetlights casting long shadows on the grass. "It’s complicated," he said after a moment. "At first, it feels strange. Like you’re in control, like you’re the one calling the shots. But then, afterward, when you’re alone, you start to think about how someone bought a piece of you. It’s not the sex, it’s the transaction. The way it makes you feel disposable."

Elijah took a deep breath, shifting his weight. His fingers curled and uncurled around the railing, restless. "Disposable," he said, voice barely above a whisper. He let out a bitter laugh, shaking his head. "Alex, I already feel disposable. I’ve spent nights being ignored on the sidewalk, people stepping over me like I was trash. At least this way, I’d get something for it."

Alex flinched at Elijah’s words but didn’t interrupt.

Elijah exhaled sharply, like he was trying to steady himself, then said "Hell of a choice."

Alex finally turned to face him, his voice softer now. "It is a choice, though, Elijah. That’s the thing. No one gets to take that from you. Not Laurent, not Frank, not even me."

Elijah hesitated, his lips pressing into a thin line. Finally, he nodded, though his eyes were still clouded with uncertainty.

"Alright," he murmured. "Then let’s think about it. Really think about it. No illusions, no BS."

Alex met his gaze, a flicker of something like hope sparking between them. "Agreed. But no matter what happens, Elijah, I’m still here."

Elijah’s expression softened, the tension in his shoulders easing slightly. "Thanks, Alex. That means a lot."

They stood there in silence for a moment, the cool night air wrapping around them. The distant sounds of the party felt miles away, like they existed in their own little world, grappling with the weight of their choices.

Finally, Elijah broke the silence. "So, what’s our next move?"

Alex inhaled deeply, his resolve hardening. "We take the night to think about it. No rushing, no impulsive decisions. And tomorrow, we decide. Together."

Elijah nodded, a faint smile tugging at his lips. "Alright. Together."

Alex clasped his shoulder, squeezing lightly in reassurance. Whatever they decided, they would face it as a team. For better or worse, they were in this together. The wind picked up, rustling through the trees, whispering secrets neither of them dared to say aloud.


Chapter 18

Alex stormed back into the house, the tension in his chest tightening with every step. The sound of laughter and clinking glasses filled the air, but it all felt muted against the roar in his head. He spotted Frank near the kitchen, leaning casually against the counter, surrounded by a small group of admirers. As soon as Frank’s eyes met Alex’s, his grin widened.

"Alex," Frank greeted, stepping away from the group with that practiced charm. "You alright, sweetheart? You look upset."

Alex wasted no time. "We need to talk. Now."

Frank’s eyebrows lifted, but he didn’t lose his composure. "Of course," he said smoothly, gesturing toward the hallway. "Let’s step out."

They made their way to a quieter corner of the patio, the cool night air doing little to cool Alex’s temper. Frank turned to him, his expression feigning concern. "What’s on your mind, baby?"

Alex crossed his arms, glaring at him. "I can’t believe you’d do that, Frank. Springing Laurent on us like that, knowing what it would do to Elijah. To me."

Frank tilted his head, his smile never quite disappearing. "Do what, exactly? Introduce you to someone who admires you both? Someone who’s willing to be generous?"

"Don’t," Alex snapped, his voice sharp. "Don’t pretend this is harmless. You knew exactly what you were doing, setting us up like that. It wasn’t about generosity. It was about control. About seeing how far you could push me."

Frank sighed, running a hand through his perfectly coiffed hair. "Alex, you’re reading too much into this. Laurent made an offer, sure, but that’s all it was. An offer. You’re the one in control here. You can always say no."

"That’s rich, coming from you," Alex shot back, his voice sharp. "You’re charming, Frank. You’re handsome. You’re great in bed. And you use all of it to get exactly what you want. I let myself fall for it, but I see it now. You don’t care about me, you care about owning me."

Frank’s smile faltered, a flicker of something like hurt crossing his face before he quickly masked it. "That’s not fair, Alex. I do care about you. Everything I’ve done, everything I’ve offered, it’s been to help you. To show you what you’re capable of."

Alex shook his head, his jaw tightening. "No, Frank. It’s been about you. About what you can get out of me. Remedy’s right about you. My gut’s right about you. This arrangement we’ve had? It’s been toxic for me, and I can’t do it anymore."

Frank’s smile thinned, something flickering behind his eyes. Something uncertain. He took a step closer, voice lowering into something soft, almost pleading. "You’re being dramatic. I’m not the bad guy here."

Alex scoffed. "Dramatic? Are you serious?"

A muscle twitched in Frank’s jaw. It was small, almost imperceptible, but Alex saw it. For the first time, the mask was slipping.

Alex took a step back, his resolve firm. "Maybe you’re not the bad guy, but you’re not good for me either."

Frank’s face hardened slightly, his charm giving way to something colder, more calculating. "Alright," he said, his voice calm but edged with steel. "If that’s how you feel, I won’t stop you. But let me remind you, Alex, you wouldn’t be where you are now without me. Think about that before you go burning bridges."

Alex met his gaze, unflinching. "I’ve thought about it, Frank. And I’ll take my chances."

Without waiting for a response, Alex turned on his heel and walked back into the house, the weight on his chest lifting ever so slightly. For the first time in what felt like forever, he felt like he was reclaiming a piece of himself.

Alex found Elijah standing near the buffet table, awkwardly nursing a glass of soda while avoiding eye contact with the crowd. His shoulders relaxed the moment he saw Alex approach, but the tension in Alex’s face must have tipped him off that something was wrong.

"I want to leave," Alex said firmly, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Elijah nodded immediately. "Okay, yeah. Let’s go."

The two made their way toward the door, weaving through clusters of partygoers. Alex’s eyes scanned the room until he spotted Laurent, who was laughing with a small group near the bar. Alex stopped in his tracks, gripping Elijah’s arm lightly.

"Wait here," he said. Elijah frowned but nodded, stepping aside as Alex approached Laurent.

Laurent’s face lit up when he saw Alex. "Ah, there you are. Decided already?" he asked, his voice dripping with charm.

Alex shook his head. "Not yet. But I want your number. You’ll hear back from us one way or the other."

Laurent’s smile widened, but his eyes flicked to Alex’s posture, his squared shoulders, the slight tremor in his fingers. "Hmm," he murmured, handing over a business card. "How fascinating."

Alex didn’t bother with pleasantries, pocketing the card and walking back to Elijah. Together, they slipped out the front door, the cool night air hitting them like a welcome reprieve from the suffocating atmosphere inside.

They walked in silence for a few blocks, the city streets quieter now, illuminated by the soft glow of streetlights. The tension between them was palpable, but neither seemed ready to break it. Finally, Alex pulled out his phone and called for an Uber.

As they waited on the curb, Elijah spoke up. "So… what now? What are we gonna do about Laurent’s offer?"

Alex let out a long sigh, running a hand through his hair. "I don’t know. Part of me feels like we should say no. It’s not exactly the kind of thing you just jump into. But it’s a lot of money, Elijah. Ten grand each. That’s life changing."

Elijah nodded slowly, his brow furrowed. "I know. I can’t stop thinking about it either. I mean, that’s more money than I’ve ever seen in my life. It could get me off the streets for good, help me get back on my feet. But it’s a lot to wrap my head around."

Alex looked at him, his expression softening. "That’s why I want to talk to Remedy. I think they’ll have a good perspective on this. They always do."

Elijah glanced at Alex’s phone. "You already text them?"

"Yeah," Alex said, holding up his phone to show the message thread. "They’re gonna meet us at my apartment. We’ll figure this out together."

The Uber pulled up to the curb, and they climbed in, the tension following them into the car. As the city blurred past the windows, Alex and Elijah continued to talk, their voices low but urgent. They weighed the risks, the morality, and the sheer practicality of Laurent’s offer. Each argument felt like it carried equal weight, leaving them both spinning in indecision.

By the time they reached Alex’s apartment, the two of them were emotionally drained but no closer to an answer. Remedy was already waiting outside the building, leaning against the wall with a cigarette in hand. They straightened up when they saw Alex and Elijah approaching, concern etched across their face.

"What happened?" Remedy asked, flicking the cigarette away and stepping forward.

Alex let out a weary laugh. "You’re not gonna believe this," he said as they ushered Remedy inside. "But we’ve got a lot to talk about."

Once inside the apartment, Alex tossed his keys onto the counter and let out a deep sigh, leaning against the kitchen table as Elijah sank onto the couch, visibly worn out. Remedy perched on the edge of a chair, their sharp eyes scanning Alex’s face for clues.

"So," Remedy started, tilting their head, "what the hell happened tonight? You look like you’ve been through it."

Alex hesitated for a moment before blurting it out. "Well, to begin, I cut it off with Frank."

Remedy’s eyebrows shot up, surprise and vindication flickering across their face. "You did? Wow. I mean, I can’t say I’m surprised, but still. Are you okay?"

Alex nodded, a faint, weary smile crossing his lips. "Yeah. I’m fine."

Remedy gave him a long look.

Alex exhaled, rubbing his face. "I mean… I think I’m fine."

Remedy’s face softened. "It’s okay if you’re not. Doesn’t mean it was the wrong call."

Remedy leaned back, their arms crossed but their tone gentle. "You needed to figure that one out on your own. And I’m glad you did. That guy had ‘walking red flag’ written all over him, but you know I was never gonna push you. You had to see it for yourself."

Alex gave a small, appreciative nod. "Thanks, Rem. It’s not like Frank’s all bad, but… yeah, it wasn’t healthy. Charming, handsome, but he doesn’t have my best interests at heart."

Remedy smirked faintly. "Charming and handsome can only go so far when someone’s full of shit. But what else? I can tell there’s more."

Alex exchanged a quick glance with Elijah, who had been sitting quietly, his gaze darting between Alex and Remedy. Finally, Alex exhaled. "There was this guy there. Named Laurent. Made us an offer tonight. Ten grand each, to, uh, you know."

Remedy blinked, their mouth falling slightly open. "Excuse me? Ten grand? Each?"

Alex nodded. "Yeah. More money than either of us has ever seen. But it’s also, you know. Complicated."

Remedy let out a low whistle, shaking their head. "That’s really wild, Alex. What are you gonna do?"

"We’re not sure yet," Alex admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. "We talked about it on the way back. It’s a big decision, and we don’t want to make the wrong one."

Remedy leaned forward, resting their elbows on their knees. "I mean, that’s a huge deal."

"Yeah," Alex said, his voice heavy. "It’s not like I haven’t done this kind of thing before, but Elijah hasn’t. And even for me, it’s different."

Elijah, who had been silent for most of the conversation, yawned and stretched, his exhaustion evident. "I’m sorry," he muttered. "I just… I need to lie down."

"Go ahead," Alex said gently, gesturing toward the bedroom. "Get some rest. We’ll figure it out tomorrow."

Elijah nodded, his movements slow as he shuffled off to the bedroom and closed the door behind him. The silence that followed felt heavy, and Remedy broke it with a soft sigh.

"Well, there he goes. Poor guy looks like he’s been through hell," Remedy remarked, their tone quieter now.

"He has," Alex replied, leaning back against the counter. "And honestly, so have I."

Remedy stood, walking over to Alex and resting a hand on his shoulder. "Come on. Let’s sit and talk. Just us."

The two of them moved to the small kitchen table, and Alex poured them each a glass of water before sinking into a chair across from Remedy. The apartment felt quieter now, almost peaceful, but Alex’s mind was anything but.

"So," Remedy began, their voice steady but warm, "talk to me. What’s really going on in that head of yours?"

Alex pressed his palms into his eyes, as if trying to physically push the thoughts away. He then stared at the table for a moment, as though collecting his thoughts, before finally looking up at Remedy. The dam inside him broke, and the words started pouring out, unfiltered and raw.

"Everything," he began, his voice trembling slightly. "Elijah showed up out of nowhere, looking like hell, bringing back all the guilt and everything we went through. It’s like a wound I thought had scarred over is suddenly wide open again. And I don’t even know how to feel about him being here. Part of me is furious, but another part is just relieved. I was worried about him, you know? And now he’s here, and it’s like I can’t even think straight because I’m still processing all the shit from before."

Remedy nodded silently, giving him the space to continue.

"And then there’s Frank," Alex went on, his voice thick with frustration and regret. "Frank was supposed to be this lifeline, right? He swooped in when I was at my lowest, and for a while, it felt like he was saving me. He made me feel special, like I mattered. But then it all got tangled up in what he wanted, rather than what he needed from me. I let him seduce me, and I thought it was fine because he said all the right things. And I wanted to believe him. I wanted to believe that someone like him could actually care about someone like me."

Alex’s voice cracked, and he ran a hand through his hair, tugging slightly as if trying to ground himself. "But he didn’t care. Not really. Or if he did, it was buried under all the manipulation. I see it now, how he kept pushing me further and further, convincing me that selling my body was empowering or whatever. But it wasn’t. It’s not. It’s humiliating. Even when the guys are nice, even when the money’s good, it doesn’t feel good. It feels like I’m losing pieces of myself every time."

Remedy reached out, their hand covering his on the table. "Alex…"

"I mean, how did I even get here?" Alex interrupted, his voice rising slightly. "I was just a kid from Utah trying to figure out who the hell I was, and now I’m in Portland, hooking up with rich guys for cash and pretending it’s all part of some grand plan. It’s not. It’s a fucking mess. I’m a mess. And now there’s Laurent, with his ten grand just sitting there like it’s no big deal.”

He exhaled shakily, his eyes glistening but refusing to let the tears fall. "It’s just too much, Rem. I keep thinking, what if I say yes? What if I say no? What if I fuck it all up like I always do? I just keep making bad choices, Rem, and I don’t even know where the last one ends and the next one starts. I’m trying to hold it all together, but I feel like I’m drowning. Between Elijah, Frank, the money, the expectations, I don’t know how much more I can take."

Remedy squeezed his hand, their expression filled with empathy but also a quiet strength. "Alex, listen to me. You’re not a mess. You’re a person who’s been through a lot, and you’re still standing. You’ve been surviving in a world that hasn’t exactly made it easy for you. And yeah, things are complicated right now, but that doesn’t mean you’re losing yourself. You’re stronger than you think."

Alex shook his head, his lips pressing into a thin line. "I don’t feel strong, Rem. I feel like I’m barely holding it together."

"That’s okay," Remedy said softly. "You don’t have to have it all figured out right now. But you’re doing the right thing. Talking about it. Facing it. You’ve already taken steps, Alex. You cut things off with Frank. You’re thinking about what’s right for you and Elijah, instead of just letting things happen. That’s strength, even if it doesn’t feel like it."

Alex let out a shaky breath, his shoulders slumping slightly. "I just don’t want to end up like this forever. Selling myself, letting other people dictate my life. I want more than this, Rem. I want to feel like I’m worth something. Like I’m in control of who I am."

Remedy nodded, their eyes steady and kind. "You are worth something, Alex. So much more than any of these assholes could ever see. But you’ve gotta start believing that for yourself. You’re Alex. Messy, complicated, brilliant Alex. And you’ve got people who love you, who want to see you happy."

The words hit Alex like a punch to the chest, and for a moment, he couldn’t speak. When he finally did, his voice was barely above a whisper. "Thanks, Rem. I don’t know what I’d do without you."

Remedy smiled, their grip on his hand tightening briefly before they let go. "You don’t have to figure that out, because I’m not going anywhere. We’ll get through this, okay? One step at a time."

Alex nodded, the weight on his chest feeling just a little bit lighter. For the first time in what felt like forever, he allowed himself to believe that maybe, just maybe, things could get better.

Alex lay on his bed, the room dark and quiet save for the faint glow of city lights filtering through the blinds. His mind refused to settle, even after Remedy’s comforting words. The weight of the past few days pressed on him like a lead blanket, making it impossible to relax. He stared up at the ceiling, the silence amplifying every stray thought that clawed at the edges of his mind.

A flicker of bitterness rose in Alex’s chest. Part of him wanted to say yes to Laurent just to prove a point, to show Elijah that he wasn’t the same naive boy he’d left behind in Utah. That Alex had moved on, had grown tougher, harder. But the thought made him feel sick, like he was betraying himself. He didn’t want to be that person, didn’t want to let anger or resentment dictate his choices.

Alex rolled onto his side, burying his face in the pillow. "No," he muttered, as if saying it aloud would make it real. "I don’t want to do it."

But the conviction felt thin, hollow. He wasn’t even sure he believed himself.

Eventually, exhaustion took over, and Alex drifted into a restless sleep. His dreams were strange and abstract, a swirl of fragmented images and sensations. He was back in the bungalow, but it wasn’t Frank or Elijah there, it was shadows, figures without faces, circling him with voices that whispered promises and threats all at once. A sharp, high-pitched laugh echoed through the room as a hand reached out to him, offering something shiny and gold, a coin, maybe. He reached for it hesitantly, but the moment his fingers brushed it, the ground beneath him gave way. He fell, tumbling endlessly, the whispers turning into a deafening roar.

When he hit the ground, he found himself standing in front of a mirror. His reflection stared back at him, dressed in the lingerie he’d worn before, but his face was blank, no eyes, no mouth, just an empty canvas. He tried to scream, to rip the reflection apart, but it remained still, unyielding, staring back at him with its featureless face.

The sound of a voice pulled him from the dream. A soft, tentative voice calling his name.

"Alex?"

Alex jolted awake, his heart pounding. The room was dimly lit with the faint gray light of early morning, and Elijah was standing in the doorway, his expression uncertain.

"Elijah?" Alex croaked, his voice thick with sleep. He rubbed his eyes, trying to shake off the lingering disorientation from the dream.

"I’ve been thinking," Elijah said, stepping closer. His voice was steady, though there was a nervous edge to it. "About Laurent’s offer."

Alex sat up slowly, his pulse quickening. "And?"

Elijah hesitated, running a hand through his disheveled hair.

"I’m in," he said finally, his voice quiet but resolute. "Let’s do it."

Alex stared at him, the weight of the words hitting him like a punch to the gut. He opened his mouth to respond but found that no words came. Elijah’s gaze was steady, but there was something in his eyes: determination, desperation, maybe a little fear.

"Are you sure?" Alex asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Elijah nodded. "I’ve thought about it all night. I need this."

Alex’s stomach twisted. He wanted to argue, to push back, but part of him knew Elijah was right. The money could change things. And maybe, just maybe, it could be a way to take control of their lives, even if just for a moment.

"Okay," Alex said finally, the word heavy on his tongue.

Elijah nodded again, relief washing over his face.

Alex lay back down, staring up at the ceiling as Elijah left the room. The decision was made, but the unease in his chest refused to settle. He couldn’t shake the feeling that they were stepping into something they didn’t fully understand, something that could change everything, and not necessarily for the better.

Alex closed his eyes, immediately feeling the pull of sleep, but before he could completely give in to it, his phone buzzed on the nightstand, the vibration slicing through the quiet of the room. He reached over groggily, his body still heavy with the weight of the decision he and Elijah had made. Squinting at the screen, he saw Frank’s name lighting up the notification.

"Alex, I’m sorry about last night. I didn’t mean to upset you. Can we talk?"

Alex stared at the message for a moment before setting the phone down again. But before he could even take a breath, it buzzed again.

"I’ve been thinking about everything. You’re important to me. I don’t want to lose what we have because of some misunderstanding. You know I only want what’s best for you."

Alex sighed, the knot in his chest tightening. Frank’s words had a way of getting under his skin, wrapping around his doubts and pulling them taut. He didn’t want to reply, but he also couldn’t ignore the nagging sense of guilt that crept in whenever he thought about Frank.

The phone buzzed again.

"And now Elijah’s back? Don’t you think it’s a little convenient? Right when things are going well for you, he shows up, and suddenly you’re second-guessing everything? I don’t want to sound harsh, but are you sure he’s not manipulating you? You’ve come so far, Alex. Don’t let him pull you backward."

Alex frowned, his jaw tightening. He felt a rush of defensiveness on Elijah’s behalf, but Frank’s words planted a seed of doubt that he couldn’t entirely shake. He hated that Frank knew how to push those buttons, knew just where to aim to make Alex question himself.

The phone buzzed once more.

"I care about you, Alex. I’ve done so much for you because I believe in you. I don’t know what Elijah’s telling you, but you can trust me. I’ve always had your back. Please, just talk to me."

Alex stared at the screen, his mind a mess of conflicting emotions. He hesitated for a long moment before typing a response.

"I don’t know, Frank. I just need some time to figure things out."

Frank’s reply came almost instantly.

"Take all the time you need. But don’t shut me out completely, okay? I’m here for you. Always."

Alex clutched the phone to his chest, staring up at the ceiling. He felt like he was being pulled in two directions, caught between the comfort of what Frank offered and the uncertainty of forging his own path. Elijah’s presence only complicated things further, bringing back old wounds and new possibilities. Frank’s messages still lingered in his mind, like an annoying static that wouldn’t fade. His thumb hovered over the screen before he exhaled shakily and set the phone down on the nightstand.

But then he thought of Laurent.

Elijah’s face earlier, the quiet determination in his voice when he’d said, "I’m in." It all replayed in his mind, swirling together with his own conflicted feelings about the offer. The decision felt too big, too messy, but there was no denying the practicality of it. Ten grand was life-changing money, especially for Elijah, who had been sleeping on the streets not long ago.

Alex picked up his phone and typed in Laurent’s number.

"Laurent, it’s Alex from earlier this evening. We’re in. Tell us where and when."

He stared at the words for what felt like an eternity before hitting send.

The moment the message was delivered, a wave of unease and relief washed over him in equal measure. It was done. There was no taking it back now. Whatever came next, they’d face it together.

Alex set the phone back on the nightstand, exhaling deeply. The decision weighed heavily on him, but it also felt oddly final, like a chapter was closing, whether for better or worse. He slid under the covers, pulling them up to his chin as he tried to block out the noise in his mind.

The buzz of his phone startled him after a few moments. Laurent had already replied.

"Excellent. I’ll send details tomorrow. Looking forward to an unforgettable evening."

Alex closed his eyes, clutching the blanket tightly. He didn’t feel like thinking anymore. The bed felt warm and safe, and for now, that was all he needed. Sleep came slowly, but eventually, it claimed him, pulling him into restless dreams that churned with echoes of Frank, Elijah, and Laurent’s offer.


Chapter 19

The morning sunlight streamed through the blinds as Alex stirred awake. The previous night’s tension clung to him like a second skin, but there was a strange clarity in the air, a stillness that almost felt like calm. Almost.

He shuffled into the kitchen, where Elijah was already dressed and waiting, a hopeful look on his face.

"Morning," Alex muttered, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

"Morning," Elijah replied softly. "I was thinking maybe we could go out for breakfast? My treat." He held up a crumpled twenty dollar bill he must have scavenged from his pocket. "I mean, it’s not much, but..."

Alex smiled faintly. "You don’t have to, but yeah, breakfast sounds good. Let me get dressed."

Within thirty minutes, they were seated at a small diner a few blocks from Alex’s apartment. The smell of frying bacon and freshly brewed coffee filled the air, a comforting backdrop to the weighty silence that hung between them. Alex idly pushed his fork through his scrambled eggs, his appetite dulled by the storm of thoughts swirling in his mind.

As they sipped their coffee, Alex’s phone buzzed on the table. He glanced at it, his stomach flipping when he saw Laurent’s name flash across the screen. Elijah noticed his expression, his own fork pausing midair.

"You gonna check it?" Elijah asked cautiously.

Alex nodded, picking up the phone and opening the message. He read it aloud, his voice low:

Laurent: "Good morning. Please meet me at The Regent Hotel downtown at 8 p.m. tonight. Room 1702. Wear lingerie and be clean-shaven. That means everything. Come ready to serve. Text me when you arrive for further instructions. I look forward to seeing you both."

Alex set the phone down slowly, his heart thudding in his chest. Elijah’s brow furrowed as he processed the words.

"Well," Elijah said after a moment, his voice tight. "That’s specific."

Alex let out a humorless laugh, shaking his head. "Yeah, specific is one word for it."

They sat in silence for a moment, the clatter of dishes and quiet hum of conversation around them the only sounds filling the air. Elijah reached for his coffee, his hands steady in contrast to Alex’s jittery fingers.

"So tonight?" Elijah said, his voice hesitant. "Are you sure about this? I mean, we can still back out if you want."

Alex looked at him, studying his face for any hint of doubt. "Are you sure? You were the one who said you were in."

Elijah nodded, his jaw tightening. "I am. It’s just new territory for me. Um, Alex?"

"Yeah?"

"Do you think he’s gonna want us to, you know, do stuff together? Me and you?"

Alex froze for a moment, Elijah’s question hanging heavy in the air between them. The clatter of dishes and hum of the diner seemed to fade into the background as he stared down at the table, his stomach twisting.

"I don’t know," Alex admitted quietly, his voice barely audible over the din of the restaurant. He felt a sudden wave of nausea. "Maybe. Probably, right? That’s kind of the whole appeal for someone like Laurent, isn’t it?"

Elijah’s brow furrowed, and he looked down at his cup of coffee, turning it slowly in his hands. "I guess," he said after a pause. "I just don’t know if I can handle that, Alex. It was different back then."

Alex nodded, understanding all too well what Elijah meant. "Yeah. I get it." He hesitated, unsure how to phrase what he wanted to say. "It’s not just about us, you know? If we’re doing this, we’re doing it for the money. That’s what this is. It’s not about feelings or history or anything else. It’s a transaction."

Elijah’s lips pressed into a thin line, and he nodded slowly, though he didn’t look entirely convinced. "Right. A transaction," he echoed. "I just hope it doesn’t mess things up between us, Alex. I’m trying to make things right, and I don’t want this, whatever this is, to make it worse."

Alex reached across the table, placing a hand on Elijah’s. "It won’t," he said firmly, though the words felt like a promise he wasn’t sure he could keep. "We’re in this together, okay? Whatever happens tonight, we’ll deal with it. We’ll figure it out."

The diner’s bell jingled softly as Alex and Elijah stepped out into the crisp morning air. The sunlight seemed too bright for the weight of their conversation, but Alex forced himself to focus. He glanced at Elijah, who was tugging at his jacket, his face still marked by faint traces of apprehension.

"Well," Alex began, trying to sound casual, "if we’re doing this, we’re gonna need supplies."

Elijah’s head snapped toward him, his cheeks immediately flushing. "Supplies?" he asked, his voice cracking slightly. "What kind of supplies?"

Alex smirked, unable to resist teasing him just a little. "Lingerie, Elijah. Laurent said we have to ‘dress the part,’ remember? That means we’re hitting a shop."

Elijah groaned, running a hand down his face. "You can’t be serious."

"Dead serious," Alex replied, his smirk widening. "What, you think we’re just gonna show up in jeans and call it a day? This is high-end stuff, Elijah. We’ve gotta look the part."

Elijah muttered something under his breath but followed Alex as they began walking. The city was bustling around them, people going about their day, oblivious to the internal turmoil the two young men were experiencing. Alex led the way, his phone in hand as he searched for nearby lingerie boutiques.

When they arrived at a small, chic shop with a minimalist black sign reading Lace & Allure, Elijah hesitated on the threshold. His eyes darted nervously to the mannequins in the window, their elegant lace ensembles leaving little to the imagination.

"Do we really have to do this?" Elijah muttered, shifting his weight from foot to foot.

"Yes, Elijah, we do," Alex replied, grabbing his arm and pulling him inside before he could bolt. The soft chime of the doorbell announced their arrival, and Alex felt the air change immediately. The shop was warm and inviting, with muted lighting and soft music playing in the background. Racks of delicate lace and silk lined the walls, and a faint scent of vanilla lingered in the air.

A sales associate, a sharply dressed woman with a knowing smile, approached them. "Good morning, gentlemen," she greeted, her tone professional but friendly. "How can I assist you today?"

Elijah looked like he wanted to sink into the floor, his face now a deep shade of crimson. Alex, on the other hand, gave her a confident smile. "We’re looking for something special," he said, glancing at Elijah, who was now staring intently at a rack of robes as if they might swallow him whole.

The associate raised an eyebrow, her smile widening slightly. "I see. Well, you’ve come to the right place. Are we thinking something bold, something subtle, or somewhere in between?"

Alex tapped his chin, pretending to consider the question. "Bold for me, subtle for him," he said, jerking his thumb toward Elijah, who shot him a mortified glare.

The woman chuckled softly. "Of course. Follow me, and we’ll find something perfect for both of you."

As she led them deeper into the store, Elijah whispered harshly, "You’re enjoying this way too much."

"Relax," Alex whispered back, his grin unapologetic. "It’s just clothes. And this is Portland. You’ll survive."

Elijah mumbled something unintelligible but followed along, his eyes darting nervously to the displays around them. The associate began pulling pieces from the racks, holding them up for Alex’s approval.

"For you," she said, holding up a black lace bodysuit with intricate embroidery. "Bold, as requested."

Alex’s eyes lit up. "Perfect," he said, taking it from her.

She turned to Elijah, holding up a softer, more understated, pale-blue bralette and matching panties with delicate lace trim. "And for you, something a bit more subtle."

Elijah stared at it like it was a live grenade. "Uh, I don’t know if that’s..."

"It’s perfect," Alex interrupted, taking it from her before Elijah could protest further. "He’ll try it on."

"What?!" Elijah hissed, his eyes wide with panic. "No, I’m not!"

"You have to, Elijah," Alex said, lowering his voice. "We need to make sure it fits. Just roll with it."

The sales associate smiled politely, clearly used to hesitant customers. "The fitting rooms are right this way," she said, gesturing toward the back of the store.

Elijah sighed heavily but followed her, shooting Alex a look that promised revenge. Alex smirked and waited, leaning against a nearby display as he admired his own selection.

A few minutes later, Elijah emerged from the fitting room, his face beet red. The lingerie fit him perfectly, accentuating his lean frame in a way that caught Alex off guard. The delicate lace clung to him in all the right places, highlighting his shoulders, his slim waist, and the subtle curves of his body. Alex blinked, his grin faltering for a moment as a wave of unexpected attraction washed over him. He quickly shoved the thought aside, but it lingered, uncomfortably close.

"Well?" Alex asked, forcing his voice to stay light, though his throat felt tight.

Elijah shifted awkwardly, tugging at the straps and scowling deeply at himself in the mirror.

"I feel ridiculous," he muttered, his tone dripping with self-consciousness. "This isn’t me. It’s weird."

Alex stepped closer, his expression softening despite the chaotic swirl of emotions inside him. "You look good, Elijah. Really. It suits you." The words came out quieter than he intended, and for a moment, he was afraid Elijah would catch the tension in his voice.

Elijah looked at him skeptically, his cheeks flushing even deeper. "I feel like a joke," he mumbled, his eyes darting away from Alex’s gaze.

"You’re not," Alex replied, his voice firmer now. "Trust me, Elijah. You look amazing." He hesitated, catching himself before saying too much. "Besides, it’s just for tonight. No one’s gonna see you like this except Laurent. And me, obviously."

Elijah groaned, covering his face with a hand. "This whole thing feels so surreal. I can’t believe I’m even doing this."

Alex offered him a reassuring smile, though his mind was far from calm. "It’s new, sure, but you’re handling it. You’re stronger than you think."

Elijah sighed, finally nodding before retreating into the fitting room to change. Alex let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding, running a hand through his hair as he tried to steady himself. Seeing Elijah like that, vulnerable, embarrassed, and yet somehow so striking, had stirred something he hadn’t expected. He hated himself for the flicker of desire that had crept in, for letting his mind wander to places it had no business going. Not now. Not when everything between them was so complicated.

When Elijah reappeared in his street clothes, his face was still tinged pink, and he avoided Alex’s eyes as he handed over the lingerie. "Let’s just get this over with," he muttered, clearly eager to put the whole experience behind him.

Alex chuckled, though the sound felt hollow. "Don’t worry. After tonight, we can pretend this never happened." He took the lingerie to the counter, paying for both sets while Elijah stood awkwardly by the door, glancing nervously at the mannequins.

As they stepped out onto the sidewalk, their bags in hand, Elijah shot Alex a look. "You owe me for this," he grumbled, though his tone lacked any real bite.

Alex laughed, slinging an arm around Elijah’s shoulders in a show of camaraderie, though the gesture felt loaded in a way he couldn’t quite shake. "Oh, trust me, Elijah," he said, his voice carrying a mix of humor and something heavier. "After tonight, I think we’ll both owe each other plenty."

Elijah muttered something under his breath, his discomfort evident, and Alex forced himself to focus on the path ahead, his thoughts tangled as the weight of the evening loomed.

Back at Alex’s apartment, the air was thick with unspoken tension as they settled in, both acutely aware of what was coming. The bags from the lingerie store sat on the couch like a silent reminder, their contents waiting to be worn, transformed from simple garments into something more provocative, more illicit.

Elijah paced a little, rubbing the back of his neck, while Alex scrolled absently on his phone, neither of them really engaged in anything. The waiting was the worst part, this awkward limbo between decision and action.

"Alright," Alex finally said, pushing himself up from the couch. "We should probably start getting ready."

Elijah gave him a look, reluctant but resigned. "Yeah. Guess so."

Alex turned toward the bathroom and started stripping off his clothes as he walked, unceremonious and unfazed, as if the act itself would help him shake off his nerves. "I’ll go first," he called over his shoulder. "Give me half an hour."

The sound of the shower starting filled the small apartment, and Elijah flopped onto the couch, running his hands over his face. Waiting. When Alex emerged from the bathroom, a towel slung low on his hips, his skin smooth and glistening from the steam, Elijah snapped his head away so fast he nearly gave himself whiplash.

"Your turn," Alex said, smirking as he ran a hand over his chest. "And don’t forget. Everything."

Elijah blinked at him, his ears going red. "Everything?"

Alex nodded, tossing him a fresh razor. "Everything."

Elijah groaned, rubbing his temples as if already regretted this. "This is so weird."

"Hey," Alex teased, crossing his arms. "If I have to be hairless, so do you. No half-assing it."

Elijah scowled but grabbed the razor, muttering as he shuffled toward the bathroom. Alex smirked as he heard the water start up and Elijah’s irritated grumbling echo from behind the door.

Elijah took forever. At one point, Alex knocked. "You good in there? You fall down and die?"

A beat of silence. Then: "This is embarrassing."

Alex snickered. "Welcome to the club."

When Elijah finally emerged, his towel wrapped tightly around his waist, he looked stiff and awkward, his arms crossed over his chest as if unsure of what to do with himself.

Alex tossed him a bottle of lotion. "Moisturize. You’ll thank me later."

Elijah frowned at the label. "Vanilla and jasmine?"

"Trust me," Alex said, already rubbing the same lotion into his own skin. "Older men love this shit."

Elijah hesitated, but eventually started applying it, wincing slightly at how foreign it all felt. As he worked, Alex caught himself staring. Elijah’s newly smooth skin, the sharp lines of his collarbones, the way the scent of vanilla mixed with the warmth of his body.

Alex cleared his throat, shaking off the thought.

"Here," he said, reaching for another bottle and tossing it at Elijah.

Elijah caught it and turned it over, brow furrowing. "Body glitter?"

"Enhancements," Alex said, smirking. "It’s subtle, don’t worry."

"This just keeps getting worse," Elijah muttered. Still, he dutifully rubbed the glitter into his neck and shoulders, his face burning the entire time.

Once they were both dressed in their lingerie, standing in front of the mirror side by side, the reality of what they were about to do settled between them, heavy and unspoken.

Alex glanced at Elijah’s reflection, his breath catching. The delicate lace, the soft drape of the fabric transformed him in a way Alex hadn’t expected. He was stunning. And Alex was having a hard time pretending he didn’t notice.

Elijah tugged at the hem of the garter belt, his expression incredulous. "This is insane. If you’d have told me a few years ago that we’d be doing this, I’d have laughed in your face."

Alex chuckled, though it was a little breathless. "Yeah. Can you imagine telling our past selves about this? Mormon missionary boys, pure and righteous. And now look at us."

Elijah huffed a small laugh, shaking his head. "We’d be excommunicated so fast."

Alex smirked, turning to him slightly. "We’re probably already excommunicated."

Elijah glanced at him then, something flickering behind his expression. "Yeah," he said, softer this time. "Probably."

For a moment, they just stood there, their eyes lingering too long in the mirror, the reality of what they were about to do pressing down on them in a way that had nothing to do with the lingerie, the money, or Laurent. It was about them. Their history. Their connection. And the undeniable tension that neither of them dared to acknowledge outright.

Alex exhaled sharply, running a hand through his hair. "We should get going."

Elijah nodded, but Alex could see the same storm of emotions flickering behind his eyes. Neither of them said what they were really thinking. Alex took a deep breath, trying to shake the feelings that were beginning to overwhelm him. That’s when he got an idea.

"You know what? We should take a photo and send it over to Laurent."

Elijah stared at Alex like he’d suggested robbing a bank. "A photo? You want us to send him a photo?"

Alex smirked, unlocking his phone. "Yeah. Think of it as a preview. It’ll get him excited. Make sure he knows we’re serious."

Elijah ran a hand through his hair, visibly uncomfortable. "I don’t know, Alex. I mean, we’re already doing this. Do we really have to go all in like that?"

Alex stepped closer, tilting his head slightly. "Elijah, we’re walking into something where confidence is key. You hesitate, and they smell it on you. We should own this. And besides. It’ll help with the nerves."

Elijah still looked skeptical, shifting his weight. "Help how?"

Alex’s smirk softened, and his voice dropped lower, more reassuring. "It’ll help you. If you see yourself like this, if we do this together, it won’t feel so weird when we get there. You’ll already be in the mindset. Trust me."

Elijah swallowed, his jaw tight. Alex could see the internal war going on inside him, his hesitation warring against the allure of ten grand, of proving something to Alex and to himself. Finally, with a slow, reluctant nod, he sighed. "Fine. But if it’s embarrassing, I’m blaming you."

Alex grinned, grabbing his phone. "Alright, let’s make it hot."

Elijah groaned, but Alex could see the small flicker of nervous excitement behind his embarrassment.

They moved over to the full-length mirror near the door. Alex positioned himself behind Elijah, wrapping his arms around his waist, letting his fingers graze the lace of his garter belt. Their bodies pressed together, the contrast of smooth skin and delicate fabric sending a thrill through Alex. Elijah tensed at first, but when Alex dipped his chin onto Elijah’s shoulder, turning his face toward him, something in Elijah’s posture shifted.

They locked eyes in the mirror.

For a brief, charged moment, Alex forgot what they were doing. Forgot Laurent, forgot the money, forgot the arrangement. All he saw was Elijah, flushed, wide-eyed, looking as if he might either bolt or lean in closer.

Alex lifted the phone, angling it slightly downward to capture the perfect shot, their entwined bodies framed by lingerie, bathed in the golden glow of the apartment’s dim lighting. He smirked slightly for the camera, a look of playful seduction. Elijah’s expression was more hesitant, his lips slightly parted, his posture uncertain but undeniably enticing.

Alex snapped the photo.

They both exhaled, the moment snapping back into focus. Elijah let out a breathy laugh, shaking his head. "That was intense."

Alex checked the picture and smirked. "It’s perfect."

"On our way," typed Alex, attaching the photo and hitting send.

The response came almost immediately.

"Exquisite. I can’t wait to have you both. Room 2377. See you soon."

Elijah saw the message over Alex’s shoulder and sighed heavily. "Oh my god."

Alex laughed, locking his phone. "No turning back now."

They called an Uber, stepping out into the cool night air. The ride downtown was quiet, save for the occasional exchanged glance, the weight of what they had just done, what they were about to do, pressing against them.

By the time they arrived at the hotel, Elijah’s knee was bouncing restlessly. Alex reached over, placing a hand on it to still him. "Relax," he murmured. "We’re in this together."

Elijah took a shaky breath and nodded.

They stepped out of the car, the grand entrance of the hotel looming ahead.

There really was no turning back now.


Chapter 20

The ride up to the 23rd floor felt like it took forever. The elevator was smooth and quiet, save for the occasional ding as it passed each level. Alex leaned against the railing, watching as Elijah fidgeted, adjusting the tracksuit he’d thrown over his lingerie, then running a hand over his freshly shaved jaw for the tenth time.

"You good?" Alex asked, his voice low, amused.

Elijah exhaled sharply. "Not exactly."

Alex smirked and nudged him lightly. "Relax. We look amazing. We’ve got this."

Elijah shot him a skeptical look. "You’re way too confident about this."

"I have done this before," Alex reminded him, adjusting his stance. "Listen, the hardest part is walking through the door. After that, it’s just riding the wave. It’s not about how you feel inside, it’s about what you project. Just follow my lead."

Elijah swallowed and gave a small nod, his grip tightening around the lapels of his robe as the elevator dinged for their floor.

The doors slid open to a long, plush-carpeted hallway, dimly lit in an expensive kind of way. Alex stepped forward, Elijah following a half-step behind. They moved down the corridor, passing identical doors until they reached 2377.

Alex lifted a hand and knocked.

A moment later, the door swung open, revealing Laurent. He had already changed from the suit he’d worn at the party, now dressed in an elegant silk robe, open at the chest, a necklace of thin gold chains catching the warm glow of the suite’s lighting. He smiled in that slow, indulgent way, looking them both up and down like a collector admiring a prized acquisition.

"Beautiful," he murmured. "Come in."

The suite was just as opulent as Alex had expected: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city, low lighting casting everything in a soft golden hue. A sleek black bar stretched along one side of the room, stocked with top-shelf liquor. The living area was decorated with expensive, modern furniture, minimalist yet exuding an air of class. The air was cool, carrying a faint scent of something rich and expensive, cologne, leather, whiskey.

Laurent closed the door behind them, moving with a casual grace. "I’m so glad you both decided to come." He moved toward the bar, gesturing smoothly. "Drink?"

Elijah hesitated, glancing at Alex. Alex nodded slightly, the silent signal to just go along with it.

Laurent reached for a crystal decanter and poured two glasses of deep amber liquid, handing one to each of them. Alex accepted his with ease, swirling it slightly before taking a sip. The warmth of the alcohol burned pleasantly down his throat.

Elijah, however, held his glass awkwardly, eyeing the liquid like it might bite him. Laurent exhaled a soft laugh, watching him with mild amusement. "Not a whiskey man?"

Elijah cleared his throat. "Uh, I don’t really drink."

Laurent raised an eyebrow, his smile widening. "A first timer? I do love firsts."

Elijah swallowed, his fingers tightening around the glass.

"A second, actually," he muttered.

"Just sip it," Alex murmured, tilting his own glass toward him in encouragement.

Elijah hesitated, then lifted the glass to his lips, taking a tentative sip. His face scrunched slightly at the burn, but he managed to swallow without coughing.

Laurent laughed, stepping closer, lifting his own glass in a small toast. "To new experiences."

Alex clinked his glass against Laurent’s smoothly. Elijah hesitated for a fraction of a second before doing the same. Laurent swirled his drink, watching them with the patience of a man who enjoyed taking his time.

"Well?" he said, a teasing edge to his voice. "Let’s see what I’m paying for."

Alex, ever the performer, rolled his shoulders, feigning nonchalance as he reached for the hem of his sweater. He peeled it off smoothly, revealing the delicate black lace of his lingerie beneath. His sweatpants followed, slipping down his legs with an easy grace, leaving him standing there in nothing but the garters, thigh-highs, and the teasingly sheer bodysuit he’d picked out earlier.

Elijah, on the other hand, froze. His hands hovered at the hem of his hoodie, fingers twitching. He shot Alex a look, as if searching for an escape, but Alex only lifted an eyebrow at him, waiting.

Laurent noticed. "Go on, Elijah," he said firmly. "No need to be shy. I promise, I’m enjoying this already."

Elijah cracked his knuckles, his cheeks burning. He turned slightly away as he lifted his hoodie over his head, revealing the delicate fabric hugging his chest. His bottoms were slower to follow. He hesitated, shifting his weight, clearly debating his life choices, before finally, reluctantly, shimmying them down and kicking them aside.

Laurent exhaled, slow and deliberate, his tone dripping with appreciation. "Now that," he said, eyes lingering on Elijah in particular, "was a treat to watch."

Elijah’s entire body tensed. Alex could practically hear his internal screaming.

Laurent took a step back, gesturing toward the plush seating area. "Now, let’s not rush things," he said, easing himself into a sleek leather chair. "Come here. Stand in front of me."

Alex moved first, fluid and confident, stepping into Laurent’s view with a knowing smirk. Elijah followed, hesitant, almost reluctant, his body language stiff.

The older man tilted his head, taking them in, savoring the contrast. "You," he said, nodding toward Alex, "look as if you were born for this." Then, his gaze slid to Elijah, eyes darkening with intrigue. "And you… you are absolutely divine when you’re flustered."

Elijah’s ears burned crimson, his arms twitching at his sides like he wanted to cover himself but knew better.

"Let’s play a little," murmured Laurent. "I want to take my time admiring you both. Alex, put your hands behind your head. Elijah, turn slightly and bend over for me, yes, just like that. Good. Now, come closer."

Alex stepped forward without hesitation. Elijah took a fraction of a second too long, but he moved, his breath tight in his chest. Laurent leaned back in his chair, taking his time, letting his gaze roam lazily over them. He exhaled a slow sigh.

"Absolutely breathtaking," he whispered, his voice a quiet purr.

“Thank you,” Alex responded, almost automatically.

"Frank told me that you two had history," Laurent mused, his gaze flickering between them, studying their reactions. "And I hear that you and Frank are on the outs now, but that’s neither here nor there. What I’m interested in is you." He leaned back, swirling the liquor in his glass. "Let’s switch places. Put you two on the couch together, close like this." His lips curled into something knowing. "Elijah, why don’t you sit on Alex’s lap?"

Elijah hesitated, looking at Alex for reassurance. Alex gave a small nod, playing it cool. They’d already gotten this far. No sense in faltering now. Elijah exhaled sharply and shifted awkwardly, straddling Alex’s thighs with reluctant movements. His whole body was tense, a stark contrast to Laurent’s ease, eyes gleaming with amusement.

"There, that’s perfect," Laurent murmured, savoring the sight. His gaze shifted to Alex. "Now, Alex. Why don’t you tell me about what happened between you and Elijah?"

Alex felt the immediate clench of his stomach, the way his entire body resisted. He knew Laurent wasn’t just asking for a story, he was pressing on something intimate, something raw, and doing it in a way that made Alex feel exposed. Vulnerable.

His whole being recoiled against retelling the story, but then again, there was ten thousand dollars on the line. He kept his face composed, though he could feel the weight of Elijah’s body on his lap, the way his old friend’s breath faltered ever so slightly. Alex wasn’t sure if it was from discomfort, anticipation, or something else entirely.

"It’s not that interesting of a story," Alex started, choosing his words carefully, crafting a version of events that kept the truth at arm’s length. "We grew up together. Mormon boys. Met at camp. Got close. Really close." He smirked slightly, playing up the allure of the moment. "And one night, well… things happened."

Laurent made a small sound of interest, clearly entertained. "Go on."

Alex swallowed. "We were kids. I guess you could say it was first love, or something like that. But Elijah… he was different. He really believed in everything we were raised with. So afterward, he freaked out. Pushed me away. I guess he thought he could just… pretend it didn’t happen."

Elijah was stiff against him, his hands tightening into fists against Alex’s thighs. Alex could feel the tension rolling off him, the way his breathing had subtly changed.

Laurent studied them both, taking a slow sip of his drink. "And then?"

Alex’s jaw tightened, sure by now that Frank had let him in on the entire story. Nevertheless, he kept his voice smooth. "Then he told people. Word got around. And suddenly, I wasn’t just some quiet, weird kid. I was a problem."

Laurent hummed in thought, gaze flickering to Elijah, watching the way he shifted uncomfortably, looking as though he wanted to disappear into the upholstery.

"Is that how you remember it, Elijah?" Laurent asked smoothly, his voice like silk, coaxing yet piercing.

Elijah’s throat bobbed. His mouth opened slightly, but no words came out at first. He turned his head slightly, looking at Alex as if searching for something. Alex could feel the weight of it, could see the conflict in Elijah’s expression: the shame, the guilt, the uncertainty of how much truth he should allow to slip free.

"I…" Elijah started, but faltered.

Alex, sensing the hesitation, gave his thigh a small squeeze, a barely-there reminder.

Elijah inhaled sharply, then nodded. "Yeah," he said, voice quieter than before. "That’s… that’s more or less how it happened."

"Fascinating," he murmured, his tone rich with something that felt too close to satisfaction.

Alex clenched his jaw but forced himself to keep his cool. He was in control here. This was just another performance. Laurent set his drink down on the side table and leaned forward slightly, his eyes flickering with hunger.

"You two must be full of complicated feelings for each other. How lucky I am to be the one who gets to unravel them."

Laurent smirked, leaning forward slightly, his gaze flickering between them with knowing amusement. "And now here you two are," he murmured, his voice laced with indulgent curiosity. "Back together in a new city. I imagine you’ve been screwing like rabbits ever since."

Elijah stiffened in Alex’s lap, his breath catching in his throat. Alex felt the tension ripple through him, the way his fingers twitched slightly against his own thighs. The implication, no, the outright assumption, hung heavy between them.

Alex let out a short chuckle, tilting his head slightly as he studied Laurent. "That’s a hell of an assumption."

Laurent arched an eyebrow, clearly entertained. "Oh? Am I wrong?" He swirled his drink, watching them over the rim of his glass. "I just figured, with all that history, all that longing, that you’d be making up for lost time."

Elijah looked like he wanted to sink into the couch and disappear. He cleared his throat, shifting awkwardly in Alex’s lap, but didn’t seem to trust himself to speak. His cheeks were tinged with red, his posture somewhere between rigid discomfort and something else, something rawer.

Alex kept his expression smooth, though something twisted in his gut. "We haven’t," he admitted, forcing the words out as casually as he could manage. "Haven’t touched each other since we saw each other again."

Laurent blinked, clearly surprised. "Really?" He sat back, considering them both with newfound intrigue. "How fascinating. Two beautiful boys, all tangled up in history, and yet… restraint." His smirk returned, slow and deliberate. "Or maybe hesitation."

Elijah let out a shaky breath. "It’s…" He hesitated, shaking his head slightly. "It’s complicated."

Laurent’s eyes narrowed, clearly savoring every ounce of tension in the air. "Oh, I have no doubt about that," he murmured. He studied them both for another long moment before setting his drink aside and leaning forward once more, his eyes gleaming with something dangerous. "Well, I suppose we’ll just have to fix that, won’t we?"

Alex’s heartbeat hammered against his ribs, a slow, suffocating pressure that made it harder to keep up the facade. He had been playing it cool, trying to keep himself composed, but Laurent’s words were peeling away his restraint, layer by layer. The room felt warmer, smaller, like the walls were creeping in, and he could feel Elijah's body tense against his own.

Neither of them dared to make eye contact.

Laurent leaned back, watching them with a smirk of pure amusement as he swirled the amber liquid in his glass before speaking again.

"So," he drawled, letting the question settle between them. "When you fucked. Who did what to whom? Tell me all about it."

Elijah inhaled sharply, barely audible, but Alex felt it like a ripple through his entire body. He could feel the way Elijah’s muscles coiled beneath him, how the warmth of his body suddenly burned against his own. The question hung in the air like a slow drip of hot wax, thick and stinging, and Alex knew they couldn’t just sit there in silence.

He forced a smirk, though it felt like something brittle and fragile on his lips. "You really want a play-by-play?" he asked, feigning amusement.

"Naturally. I like to know what I’m paying for," Laurent replied.

Alex’s stomach twisted. His grip on the moment, on his ability to control the situation, felt more tenuous than before. He glanced towards Elijah for just a moment, but the second their eyes met, Elijah averted his gaze, his jaw tight, his fingers gripping his own knees.

Neither wanted to answer, and yet they felt compelled to because they had already agreed to something. There was no backing out now, not without consequences.

Alex exhaled slowly, trying to find a rhythm in his breath, something steadying. "It was a long time ago," he started, keeping his tone even, calculated. "We were just kids. Young. Stupid."

Laurent waved a hand lazily. "Yes, yes, the tragic poetry of forbidden love and all that. But tell me the details, Alex." His voice dipped lower, richer. "Who fucked whom? Who begged for it first?"

Elijah flinched.

Alex saw it out of the corner of his eye, the way his fingers clenched, the subtle shift in his breathing. He was drowning, and Alex was right there beside him, feeling the water rise. He could barely swallow past the dryness in his throat, but he had to say something, had to push past it.

He smirked again, though it felt like glass in his mouth. "Elijah was the one who kissed me first," he said, voice measured. "And from there, we just followed where it led."

Laurent’s gaze remained intense, watching them both with a lazy sort of hunger. "But who was inside whom?"

Elijah let out a barely audible exhale, his fingers tightening against his knees until his knuckles turned white. Suddenly he answered.

"We made out and then ripped one another’s clothes off. He went down on me first, and then I went down on him."

Laurent’s smirk curled wider, his eyes glinting with interest as he took a slow sip from his glass. He watched Elijah carefully, like a predator sizing up prey. The way Elijah had suddenly spoken up, his voice carrying the weight of something between defiance and submission. It was enough to make Laurent lean forward, savoring every second.

"Mm," Laurent murmured, tilting his head. "Go on."

Elijah swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing. His body was stiff, but something in the air, maybe the sheer weight of being put on the spot, maybe the tension of avoiding it, had made him commit. His voice was measured, but he wasn’t stopping now.

"After that," he continued, his fingers digging into his thighs, "we, uh… we touched each other. A lot. And then I let Alex…" He hesitated, but then the words pushed out of him, almost like he was releasing something he’d held back for too long. "I let him fuck me."

Alex’s breath caught in his throat. His stomach twisted into a knot so tight he thought he might choke on it. Elijah was saying it. Everything. Not just the vague outlines, not just the safe answers, but the real thing. His face was flushed, his breathing uneven, but he was answering.

Laurent’s lips parted slightly, his gaze flicking between them, drinking in every ounce of tension in the air. He tapped his fingers against his knee, like he was mulling something over, before letting out a small, appreciative sound of approval. "That’s quite the confession," he said. "And was it good for you, Elijah?"

Elijah exhaled sharply through his nose. His hands curled into fists against his legs, his body rigid. But then, against all odds, he lifted his head and met Laurent’s gaze.

"It hurt at first, but then… Yes," he admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

Laurent laughed, slow and deep. "Good boy," he said, and Elijah’s whole body jerked, his face darkening with embarrassment. Laurent didn’t miss it. His followup question was immediate. "And did you beg for it?"

Alex opened his mouth to say something, to step in, to deflect. But before he could, Elijah spoke again.

"Yes."

The word hung in the air between them, heavy, charged, irreversible.

Laurent leaned back, swirling his drink in his glass, taking a moment to simply enjoy the sight of them, Elijah, red-faced and humiliated but still answering, and Alex, tense and barely breathing beside him.

"He finished inside you?"

"He did. And then he sucked me off and I came in his mouth."

"Well, well," Laurent finally said. "I must say, I didn’t expect such honesty. It’s positively delicious."

Elijah took a deep, shaky breath, but he didn’t say anything else. He had already given away too much.

Laurent tilted his head, watching them with quiet amusement before gesturing toward them lazily. "And you two haven’t been together since then, correct?"

Alex’s stomach turned.

"No," he admitted.

Laurent sighed dramatically. "Such a shame. But I do love a good reunion." His eyes gleamed with amusement, and then, with slow deliberation, he set down his glass. "Now then," he said, his voice rich with satisfaction. "Stand up and come closer to me."

Alex and Elijah exchanged a brief, uncertain glance before obeying, rising to their feet and stepping toward him. The soft rustling of lace and silk accompanied their movements, the warmth of their bodies pressing against the cool air of the suite.

Laurent’s gaze traveled downward, his smirk widening as he took in the unmistakable outlines of their hard cocks, straining against the delicate fabric of their lingerie. He let out a low chuckle, rich with satisfaction.

Alex’s breath quickened as he stepped forward, acutely aware of how exposed he felt, how the flimsy lingerie did nothing to conceal his excitement. Beside him, Elijah hesitated for only a second before following suit, his movements stiff, but his body betraying him just as much as Alex’s.

Laurent let his gaze sweep over them with lazy appreciation, his fingers tracing the rim of his glass. The weight of his attention sent a fresh wave of heat through Alex’s skin, a sharp contrast to the chill of the room.

"Fascinating," Laurent mused, more to himself than to them. "You two have such exquisite tension. The past simmering between you, unresolved, waiting." His eyes flicked between them. "Tell me, have you wanted each other again since reuniting? Even a little?"

Alex’s jaw tightened, but before he could answer, Laurent’s gaze settled on Elijah.

"Elijah," Laurent said, his tone as smooth as velvet, "I imagine this must all be quite overwhelming for you. But I have to ask: have you fantasized about it? About having Alex again?"

Elijah’s hands curled into fists at his sides, his whole body wound tight, as if he were fighting some internal battle he didn’t quite understand.

"I…" His voice caught, and he shook his head slightly. "I don’t know."

Laurent shook his head. "Oh, mon cher, that’s not an answer. You do know. The body doesn’t lie." His fingers tapped against his knee before he lifted his chin. "Look at him. Look at Alex."

Elijah hesitated, but then he turned, his eyes finally meeting Alex’s. It was brief, but in that moment, Alex saw it: something raw, something unspoken, something fragile and burning all at once.

"Ah, now that is beautiful. That hunger, that shame. Two former lovers, reunited in the most delicious of circumstances." He reached out and let the back of his knuckles graze down Alex’s arm, his touch feather-light. "Tell me, Alex," Laurent purred. "Do you want to touch him again? To take what was once yours?"

Alex balled his hands into fists. His mouth was dry, his pulse erratic. This was too much, too fast, but god help him, the answer was yes.

But before he could say it, Laurent’s fingers ghosted over Elijah’s wrist, drawing his attention back. "And you, Elijah?" Laurent’s voice dipped lower, coaxing, pressing. "Would you let him?"

Elijah’s lips parted, his breathing uneven. He didn’t answer.

Laurent’s smirk widened as he leaned back into the couch, satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. "Well, gentlemen," he said smoothly. "I think it’s time we find out."

Laurent exhaled slowly, the corners of his lips curling as he leaned back in his chair, eyes glinting with pleasure at the sight before him. He let the moment stretch, drinking in their tension, their anticipation, their hesitation.

"Elijah," he finally murmured, his voice as smooth as silk. "Drop to your knees."

Elijah’s breath hitched, his body going rigid. He looked at Alex, searching for an escape. But Alex remained still, his own expression carefully unreadable, though his chest rose and fell in uneven breaths.

Laurent tilted his head, watching the exchange with a knowing smile. "Come now, don’t be shy," he coaxed. "You’ve done this before, haven’t you? Show me."

Elijah hesitated a moment longer, then, as if moving through a fog, he slowly lowered himself to the plush carpet, his knees pressing into the softness beneath him. His hands trembled slightly at his sides.

"Good boy," Laurent praised, taking another sip of his drink before nodding toward Alex. "Now, put those pretty hands to work. I want to see you touch him. Right over the lace. Feel how hard he is for you."

Elijah’s lips parted slightly as he lifted his hands, fingers hovering just above the delicate fabric of Alex’s panties. Alex tensed, his hands curling into fists at his sides, his body betraying him even as his mind screamed at him to stay detached.

Laurent tilted his chin upwards, savoring their struggle. "Don’t be afraid," he encouraged, his voice dripping with amusement. "You’ve already confessed how you once devoured each other. Surely a little touch isn’t so scandalous now?"

Elijah exhaled shakily, then finally, hesitantly, he placed his hands on Alex’s thighs, inching upward until his fingertips brushed against the thin, straining material. Alex let out an involuntary shudder at the contact, his breath catching in his throat.

Laurent’s smirk widened. "That’s it," he murmured. "Nice and slow. Let yourself remember how he feels. And Alex," his gaze flicked upward, pinning him in place, "don’t hold back. Let him know just how much you want this."

Alex clenched his jaw, his face burning as he looked down at Elijah, who still refused to meet his eyes. The sensation of his hands, hesitant but warm, sent a jolt of something visceral through him, something he wasn’t sure he wanted to name.

Laurent watched with sharp, unrelenting pleasure. "Yes," he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. "That’s what I like to see."

Laurent exhaled a satisfied sigh, swirling his drink in his glass as he watched them. The air between them was thick with tension, a current of something unspoken yet undeniable crackling beneath the surface.

"Elijah," Laurent murmured, his tone coaxing. "Take it out."

Elijah’s hands froze. His breath hitched audibly, and for the first time, he finally met Alex’s gaze, wide, uncertain, searching. Alex’s lips parted slightly, but he said nothing. He couldn’t. His heart was hammering in his chest, and his body was betraying him in ways that made him feel hot with shame.

Laurent tilted his head, his smirk deepening. "Don’t tell me you’re suddenly shy, after everything you just confessed." He let the words linger, let them sink in. "Come now, be a good boy and show me."

Elijah’s hands trembled as they moved, slipping beneath the waistband of the delicate lace. His fingers brushed against Alex’s skin, the heat of the moment pressing down on him like a weight. Alex sucked in a sharp breath, his muscles tensing.

"There’s a good boy," Laurent praised, his gaze dark and hungry. "Now, stroke him. Slowly. Let’s see just how much your touch affects him."

Elijah hesitated for a fraction of a second, then finally wrapped his fingers around Alex’s aching cock, his grip tentative, unsure. Alex’s entire body stiffened, his breath shuddering out of him as Elijah gave an experimental stroke, his hand moving awkwardly at first, like he wasn’t sure if this was really happening.

Laurent nodded, setting his drink aside. "That’s better," he murmured, leaning forward slightly. "See how natural it is? How perfectly you two fit together?"

Elijah’s cheeks were burning, his expression a mixture of concentration and something dangerously close to submission. His movements were slow, uncertain, yet there was no denying the way Alex responded beneath his touch, the way his body betrayed him with every shaky exhale.

Laurent’s eyes shifted between the two of them, savoring their discomfort, their hesitation, their quiet surrender to the moment. "Mmm, yes," he murmured, voice rich with satisfaction. "That’s exactly what I was hoping for."

His eyes lingered on Elijah’s face, watching the way his lips parted slightly, the way his breath quickened as he worked. Then, with deliberate slowness, Laurent reached out, his fingers brushing against Elijah’s cheek. Elijah flinched at the touch but didn’t pull away.

"You’re doing so well, darling," Laurent murmured, his voice low, coaxing. "But I think it’s time to take it a step further."

Elijah’s hand stilled, his grip tightening slightly against Alex as he looked up at Laurent, his expression a mix of confusion and apprehension.

Laurent’s smile widened. "Open your mouth."

Elijah’s lips parted slightly, but no sound came out. He looked to Alex again, but Alex’s face was unreadable, his jaw tight, his breathing uneven.

Laurent licked his lips, his fingers trailing along Elijah’s jawline.

"So hesitant," he observed, "but we both know you’re no stranger to this. You’ve done it before, haven’t you? You’ve tasted him. You’ve taken him in your mouth."

Elijah’s face burned crimson, his breath hitching as he looked away, unable to hold Laurent’s gaze any longer.

Laurent leaned back, clearly enjoying the way Elijah squirmed under the weight of his words. "Don’t be shy, Elijah," he coaxed, his voice smooth, almost soothing. "We’re all friends here. And Alex, well, he’s clearly enjoying this." He stared at Alex, taking in the way his chest rose and fell, the way his body betrayed him despite his best efforts to stay composed.

Elijah’s hands trembled as he finally leaned forward, and his lips brushing against the tip of Alex’s cock. Alex let out a sharp exhale, his hands curling into fists at his sides, his body betraying him in ways that made his chest burn with shame.

Laurent’s smirk deepened, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he watched them. "There’s a good boy," he growled. "Now, take him in your mouth. Suck him."


Chapter 21

Elijah’s lips parted, and with a shaky breath, he took Alex’s throbbing cock into his mouth, his movements slow, uncertain, but undeniably deliberate. Alex’s entire body tensed as he felt the warmth of Elijah’s mouth envelop him. His hands twitched at his sides, like he wanted to reach out, to touch, to hold, but he didn’t dare.

Laurent’s gaze flickering between them, savoring every second of their discomfort, their hesitation, their quiet surrender. "Mmm, yes," he murmured, his voice rich with satisfaction. "That’s exactly what I wanted to see. Suck him. Deeper."

Elijah obeyed, his movements growing more confident as he took more of Alex into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. Alex’s breath came in ragged gasps, his body trembling with the effort to remain still, to not give in to the overwhelming sensations coursing through him. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides, the tension in his muscles palpable.

Laurent watched with rapt attention, his eyes dark with desire. "Good boy," he murmured, his voice a low, sultry purr. "Now, let’s see just how much you can take."

Elijah’s cheeks hollowed as he sucked harder, his hands gripping Alex’s thighs for support. Alex’s head fell back, a low groan escaping his lips as he felt the warmth and pressure as his cock slipped into the back of Elijah’s throat. The room seemed to spin around him, the world narrowing down to the sensation of Elijah’s lips and tongue, the heat of his breath, the way his body moved against him.

Laurent leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "Beautiful," he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. "You two are absolutely perfect together."

Elijah’s movements grew more eager, more desperate, as if he were trying to lose himself in the act, to forget everything else but the taste and feel of Alex in his mouth. His hands tightened on Alex’s thighs, his nails digging into the fabric of the lace, as he took him deeper, his throat working around him.

Alex’s body trembled with the effort to remain still, to not thrust into the warm, wet heat of Elijah’s mouth. But he resisted, his jaw clenched, his body taut with tension. Laurent observed them both, his eyes dark with hunger.

"Mmm, yes," he murmured, his voice a low, sultry purr. "I can tell that you missed that. I bet none of the men that Frank gave you to could make you feel quite like this."

Elijah’s movements faltered for a fraction of a second at the mention of Frank, his lips tightening around Alex for a brief, reflexive moment before he resumed, his rhythm slightly more erratic. Alex’s chest tightened at the mention of Frank’s name. It was a cold splash of reality in the middle of the heat, a reminder of why they were here, of the stakes, of the fragile line they were walking.

Laurent noticed the shift immediately, his sharp gaze catching the way Elijah’s shoulders tensed, the way Alex’s jaw tightened. He leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, his expression a mix of curiosity and amusement.

"Ah," he murmured, his voice low and velvety. "Frank. He’s still lingering in the air between you, isn’t he? Even now, even here." He tilted his head, studying them with a predator’s precision. "Tell me, Alex. Did he ever make you do something like this? Did he ever force you to your knees and make you take him in your mouth?"

Elijah froze, his lips still wrapped around Alex, his body going rigid. He didn’t pull away, but his hands tightened on Alex’s thighs, his nails digging into the delicate lace. Alex’s stomach churned, the urge to reach out and pull Elijah away almost overwhelming. Laurent grinned, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction.

"Oh, don’t stop," he purred, his voice dripping with false sweetness. "You’re doing so well. But answer me, Alex. Did Frank ever make you do this?"

Elijah’s face was flushed, his breathing uneven, his eyes downcast as he found the courage to object.

"No," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Not like this."

Laurent leaned back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of him. "Not like this," he repeated, his tone thoughtful. "But he did make you kneel for him, didn’t he? He did make you submit."

Elijah’s throat bobbed, his hands still gripping Alex’s thighs, his knuckles white. He didn’t answer, but the silence was enough to let Laurent know that he was right.

Alex’s chest tightened, a surge of something hot and protective flaring in him. He reached down, his hand brushing against Elijah’s shoulder, a silent gesture of reassurance. Elijah flinched slightly at the touch, but he didn’t pull away.

He reached out, his fingers brushing against Elijah’s cheek, his touch feather-light. "You’re so good at this, Elijah. So obedient. So eager to please." His thumb traced the curve of Elijah’s jaw, his gaze darkening. "Tell me, darling. Do you want to keep going?"

Elijah’s lips parted slightly as he looked up at Laurent, his expression a mix of fear and something else, something raw and vulnerable.

"I don’t know," he whispered.

Laurent’s fingers trailed down Elijah’s jaw to his chin, tilting his head up slightly. "You don’t know," he repeated, "but your body does."

His eyes shifted downward, taking in the way Elijah’s chest rose and fell, the way his hands still gripped Alex’s thighs, the way his lips were still slightly parted, swollen from the heat of Alex’s cock. "You’re trembling, Elijah. You’re shaking with want. And Alex…" He glanced up at Alex. "He’s barely holding himself together. Look at him. Look at how much he wants you."

Alex squeezed his eyes shut as Laurent’s words cut through him like a knife. He didn’t want to look at Elijah, didn’t want to see the raw vulnerability in his eyes, but he couldn’t help it. His eyes opened and his gaze dropped, and for a moment, their eyes met, Alex’s dark and intense, Elijah’s wide and uncertain.

Laurent let out a slow, satisfied sigh, leaning back in his chair. "You two are absolutely exquisite," he murmured, his voice rich with pleasure. "The tension, the history, the way you can’t help but want each other. It's intoxicating." He reached for his drink, taking a slow sip, his eyes never leaving them. "But I think it’s time to take this a step further."

Elijah’s hands tightened on Alex’s thighs. "What do you mean?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Laurent’s eyes gleamed with dark amusement. "I mean," he said slowly, setting his glass down, "it’s time for you to show me just how much you want him. How much you’ve missed him." He leaned forward slightly, his gaze piercing. "Fuck him, Alex. Right here. Right now."

Elijah froze, his entire body going rigid. His lips parted, but no sound came out, his eyes wide with shock.

Laurent rubbed his chin, clearly enjoying their reaction. "Oh, don’t look so surprised," he purred. "You’ve done it before, haven’t you? You’ve taken him, felt him inside you. You know exactly what to do." He looked at Alex, eyes intense. "And Alex… I’m sure you remember how good it feels."

Alex’s jaw tightened, his hands curling into fists at his sides. He wanted to say something, to argue, to refuse, but the words wouldn’t come. His body betrayed him, his cock still hard and aching, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

Elijah looked up at Alex, his expression a mix of fear and something else, something desperate. "Alex…" he whispered, his voice trembling. "I… I don’t know if I can…"

Alex’s chest tightened, his hand reaching out almost instinctively to brush against Elijah’s cheek. "Elijah," he murmured, his voice low and rough. "It’s okay. We don’t have to."

Laurent cut him off with a sharp laugh. "Oh, but you do," he said, his voice cold and commanding. "You’ve already come this far. You’ve already bared your souls to me. Don’t tell me you’re going to back out now."

Alex’s jaw clenched, his eyes narrowing as he looked at Laurent. "This isn’t what we agreed to," he said, his voice tight with expectation.

Laurent arched an eyebrow, his grin never wavering. "Isn’t it?" he asked, his tone mocking. "You agreed to accept my money. To please me. To give me a show and let me see the truth of what’s between you. And now…" He gestured lazily toward Elijah. "I want to see it. All of it."

Elijah’s breath hitched, his hands trembling against Alex’s thighs. He looked up at Alex, his eyes wide and pleading.

"Alex…" he whispered again, his voice barely audible.

Alex’s chest tightened, his hand brushing against Elijah’s cheek. He wanted to say no, to pull Elijah away, to protect him from this, but the words wouldn’t come. His body was betraying him, his cock still hard and aching, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

Laurent leaned back in his chair, his gaze flickering between them with dark amusement. "Well?" he asked, his voice smooth, almost conversational. "What’s it going to be?"

As if in response, Elijah rose to his feet. Legs shaking he made his way over to the bed, climbed up on the mattress and got on all fours, presenting his ass to the room.

"That’s a good boy. Now, Alex, why don’t you lick his hole first? He’s been such a good boy so far, and he’s all cleaned and shaven. Show me how much you appreciate him."

Alex hesitated as he stared at Elijah, who was trembling on the bed, his back arched and his face pressed into the mattress. The sight of him, so vulnerable, so exposed, sent a jolt of something hot and primal through Alex’s veins. His cock throbbed, his body responding to the raw need in the air, but his mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Shame, desire, protectiveness, and something deeper, something he couldn’t quite name.

Laurent’s voice cut through the tension, smooth and commanding. "Don’t keep him waiting, Alex. He’s been so generous tonight."

Alex’s whole body trembled as he stepped forward. The room felt impossibly quiet, the only sounds the soft rustle of fabric and Elijah’s uneven breathing. He knelt behind Elijah, his heart pounding in his chest as he took in the sight before him. Elijah’s smooth, pale skin, the curve of his back, the way his body trembled with anticipation.

He reached out, his fingers brushing lightly against Elijah’s hip, feeling the way his muscles tensed at the touch. "Elijah…" he murmured, his voice low and rough, but Elijah didn’t respond, his face still buried in the mattress, his hands gripping the sheets tightly.

Laurent let out a low chuckle, his gaze sharp and unrelenting. "Don’t be shy, Alex. He’s waiting for you. Show him how much you’ve missed him."

Alex’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t argue. He leaned forward, his breath warm against Elijah’s skin as he pressed a tentative kiss to the small of his back. Elijah shuddered, a soft, involuntary sound escaping his lips, and Alex felt a surge of something hot and possessive in his chest. He let his lips trail lower, his hands gripping Elijah’s hips as he pressed another kiss, this one just above the curve of his ass.

Elijah’s breath caught, his body trembling beneath Alex’s touch. "Alex…" he whispered, his voice barely audible, but Alex didn’t stop. He couldn’t. The need was too strong, the pull between them too intense to resist.

He pressed one last kiss to the base of Elijah’s spine, then let his tongue dart out, tracing a slow, deliberate line down to his hole. Elijah gasped, his hips jerking slightly, but Alex held him firmly, his hands gripping his hips as he licked him again, this time with more pressure, more intent.

Elijah let out a low, desperate moan, his fingers tightening in the sheets as Alex’s tongue pressed against him, teasing and probing. Alex could feel the way Elijah’s body responded, the way his muscles tensed and relaxed in turn, the way his breathing grew more ragged with every stroke of his tongue.

Laurent’s eyes were dark with satisfaction as he watched them. "That’s it," he observed, his voice low and rich. "See how much he wants you, Alex? See how much he’s missed this?"

Alex didn’t respond, his focus entirely on Elijah, on the way his body trembled beneath him, on the way he moaned with every flick of his tongue. He pressed deeper, his tongue probing more insistently, and Elijah let out a sharp cry, his hips pushing back against Alex’s mouth.

"Fuck," Elijah whispered, his voice trembling, and Alex felt a surge of something hot and possessive in his chest. He licked him again, harder this time, his hands gripping Elijah’s hips tightly as he worked him open, his tongue pressing and circling, teasing and coaxing.

Elijah’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hands gripping the sheets so tightly his knuckles turned white. "Alex…" he moaned, his voice breaking, and Alex felt a jolt of something electric run through him at the sound of his name on Elijah’s lips.

Laurent let out a low chuckle, his gaze flickering between them with dark amusement. "You two are absolutely exquisite," he murmured, his voice rich with pleasure. "The way you move together, the way you respond to each other. It's intoxicating."

Alex didn’t respond. He pressed deeper, his tongue probing more insistently, and Elijah let out a sharp cry, his hips pushing back against Alex’s mouth.

Laurent’s voice cut through the haze, smooth and commanding, but Alex barely registered it. He could feel Elijah’s pulse racing beneath his lips, could taste the salt of his skin, and it was intoxicating. It was too much, and yet not enough.

"Alex," Elijah whispered, his voice trembling, and Alex felt his resolve crack. He pulled back slightly, his breath hot against Elijah’s skin as he looked up at him, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths.

"Elijah," he murmured, his voice rough, but Elijah didn’t look at him. His face was still pressed into the mattress, his body trembling with something that felt too close to desperation.

Laurent leaned back in his chair with a satisfied smirk. "Don’t stop now," he said, his voice smooth, almost conversational. "He’s waiting for you. Show him how much you’ve missed him."

Alex’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t argue. He leaned forward again, his tongue pressing against Elijah’s hole, more insistent this time, more demanding. Elijah let out a low, desperate moan, his hips pushing back against Alex’s mouth, and Alex felt a surge of heat shoot through him.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice rich with satisfaction. "See how much he wants you, Alex?"

Alex didn’t respond, his focus entirely on Elijah, on the way his body trembled beneath him, on the way his breath hitched with every flick of his tongue. He pressed deeper, his tongue probing more insistently, and Elijah let out a sharp cry, his hips jerking slightly, but Alex held him firmly, his hands gripping his hips tightly.

Laurent let out a low chuckle, his gaze flickering between them with dark amusement. "I think he’s ready. Are you ready Elijah? Do you want him to fuck you?"

Elijah’s face was still pressed into the mattress, his knuckles white with tension. He didn’t answer immediately, his chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven breaths. The room was heavy with anticipation, the air thick with the scent of sweat and arousal, and Alex could feel the weight of Laurent’s gaze on them, sharp and unrelenting.

"Elijah," Laurent said again, his voice low and coaxing, like honey laced with poison. "Answer me. Do you want him to fuck you?"

Elijah finally looked up, his eyes glazed with a mix of shame and desire. His lips parted, but no sound came out at first, as if the words were caught somewhere between his throat and his tongue. He looked at Alex, his gaze searching, pleading, chest tightening at the raw vulnerability in Elijah’s eyes.

"I…" Elijah’s voice cracked, barely audible, but the word hung in the air between them, fragile and trembling. He swallowed again and then in a voice barely above a whisper, he said, "Yes."

The word sent a jolt of electricity through Alex, his body responding before his mind could catch up. His cock throbbed, his heart pounding as he stared at Elijah, taking in the way his body trembled, the way his back arched, the way his hands gripped the sheets like they were the only thing keeping him grounded. Alex’s chest tightened, a surge of something hot and possessive flaring in him, and he leaned forward, his lips brushing against the base of Elijah’s spine.

"Are you sure?" Alex murmured, his voice low and rough, his breath warm against Elijah’s skin. He needed to hear it again, needed to know that Elijah wanted this as much as he did, that this wasn’t just another performance for Laurent’s amusement.

Elijah hesitated for a fraction of a second, his body tensing slightly beneath Alex’s touch, but then he nodded, his voice trembling as he whispered, "Yes. Please."

The word was like a spark igniting a wildfire, and Alex felt his restraint snap. He leaned forward, his hands gripping Elijah’s hips tightly as he pressed one last slow, deliberate lick against him, his tongue probing and teasing, coaxing him open. Elijah gasped, his hips jerking slightly, and Alex felt a surge of heat shoot through him, his cock aching with need.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice rich with satisfaction. "Open him up."

Elijah’s body was a masterpiece of tension and surrender, his skin glistening under the dim light, every muscle taut as he arched his back, presenting himself to Alex with a vulnerability that was almost too much to bear. Alex’s breath came in shallow gasps, his pulse thundering in his ears as he leaned down, his tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path over Elijah’s entrance. The taste of him was intoxicating, salty, musky, and impossibly intimate, and Alex groaned against him, the vibrations drawing a sharp, keening cry from Elijah’s lips.

"Alex," Laurent’s voice cut through the haze, smooth and commanding. "Don’t keep him waiting. Fuck him."

The words sent a jolt of electricity through Alex’s body, his jaw tightening as he pulled back, his mouth wet and glistening. His hands trembled slightly as he reached for the bottle of lube Laurent had placed on the bedside table, the cool glass slick against his palm. He poured a generous amount onto his fingers, the slick sound of it echoing in the quiet room, and then he was pressing the first finger against Elijah’s entrance, feeling the way his body tensed, the muscles tightening reflexively before yielding to the pressure. Elijah let out a low, guttural moan, the sound ragged and desperate, his hips pushing back against Alex’s hand as though he couldn’t bear to wait a moment longer.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich. "Take your time. Make him feel it."

Alex pressed deeper, his fingers probing and stretching, and Elijah let out a sharp cry, his hips jerking slightly, but Alex held him firmly, his hands gripping his hips tightly. He added a second finger, working him open slowly, carefully, and Elijah’s breath came in ragged gasps.

Laurent let out a low chuckle, his gaze flickering between them with dark amusement. "Open up his tight little asshole. Yes, just like that. Is it tight, Alex?"

Alex nodded, and pressed deeper, his fingers probing more insistently, and Elijah let out another cry, his hips pushing back against Alex’s hand. Sensing he was ready, Alex pulled his fingers out slowly, his breath hot against Elijah’s skin as he reached for the lube again, pouring a generous amount onto his cock. He positioned himself behind Elijah, his hands gripping his hips tightly as he pressed the tip of his cock against his entrance.

"Elijah," he murmured, his voice rough, but Elijah didn’t look at him. His face was still pressed into the mattress, his body trembling with something that felt too close to desperation.

"Do it," Elijah whispered, his voice barely audible.

He leaned forward as he pressed into him slowly, carefully, feeling the way his body yielded to him, the way his muscles clenched and then relaxed around him. Elijah let out a low, desperate moan, his hips pushing back against Alex, and Alex felt a jolt of electricity run through him. He pressed deeper, his hands gripping Elijah’s hips tightly as he buried himself to the hilt, his breath hitching as he felt the heat of Elijah’s body envelop him.

"Fuck," Alex whispered, his voice trembling, and Elijah let out a loud moan of pleasure. Alex leaned forward, his chest pressing against Elijah’s back as he began to move, his hips rocking against him in slow, deliberate thrusts.

Elijah’s breath came in ragged gasps, his body trembling beneath Alex’s weight, his fingers clawing at the sheets as he tried to anchor himself. The sensation of Alex inside him, stretching him, filling him, was overwhelming: a mix of pleasure and pain, of familiarity and something entirely new. He could feel Alex’s heartbeat through the press of their bodies, the way he exhaled with every thrust, the way his hands gripped his hips like he was afraid Elijah might disappear if he let go.

Alex’s movements were slow at first, almost tentative, as if he were testing the waters, testing the boundaries of what Elijah could take. But as Elijah’s body began to relax around him, as the tension in his muscles began to ease, Alex’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more deliberate, more insistent.

"God, Alex," Elijah gasped, his voice broken and trembling, his body writhing beneath Alex’s touch. "I need you."

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich, a steady presence in the haze of desire. "Take him. Make him yours."

Alex didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt once more in one smooth, powerful stroke. Elijah’s cry was raw and unfiltered, his body arching as he took all of Alex in. The heat and tightness were almost unbearable, the sensation overwhelming, and Alex’s vision blurred as he moved, his hips snapping forward in a rhythm that was both punishing and tender, his cock sliding in and out of Elijah’s body with a slick, filthy sound that echoed in the quiet room.

Elijah’s cries grew louder, more desperate, his body writhing beneath Alex’s as he took every thrust, his back arching as though he couldn’t get enough. It was too much, and yet not enough, and Alex’s own cries joined Elijah’s, the two of them lost in a haze of pleasure and desire, their bodies moving together in a rhythm that was as old as time itself.

"Cum inside of him," Laurent commanded, his voice low and powerful. He could feel the tension coiling in Elijah’s body, the way his muscles tightened and his cries grew more desperate, and he knew he was close, so close, and he wasn’t going to last much longer. The sensation was too much, the tightness and heat overwhelming, and Alex’s vision blurred as he came, his cock pulsing deep inside Elijah, his release flooding him with a warmth that was almost too much to bear.

For a moment, the world seemed to stand still, the only sound in the room the ragged gasps of their breathing, the only sensation the warmth and satisfaction coursing through their bodies. And then, slowly, reality began to seep back in, the haze of pleasure fading as Alex pulled out, his body trembling with the effort of holding himself up. Elijah’s body was limp beneath him, his breathing still ragged, his skin glistening with sweat, and Alex leaned down, pressing a soft, tender kiss to the small of his back.

"Good boys," Laurent murmured, his voice low and satisfied, and Alex couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride at the approval in his tone. He had done well, had made Elijah feel it, and that was all that mattered.

"Now," interjected the older man, "it’s my turn. Alex, sit on the floor. I want you to watch."


Chapter 22

Alex couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Laurent’s voice cut through the heavy air like a blade, sharp and commanding, leaving no room for argument. Alex’s body froze, his mind reeling as the words sank in. He had just been inside Elijah, had just felt the heat and tightness of his body, had just come undone in the most intimate way possible. And now Laurent was asking, demanding, to take his turn, to stake his claim.

Alex’s chest heaved as he sat back on his heels, his body wrapped in lingerie and cock still slick and glistening, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his release. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t want to watch. But the look in Laurent’s eyes told him there was no choice. This was part of the deal, part of the price they had agreed to pay.

Elijah’s body was still trembling beneath him, his breathing ragged, his skin flushed and glistening with sweat. He looked up at Alex, his eyes wide and uncertain, searching for something, anything, in Alex’s expression. But Alex couldn’t give him what he needed. Not now. Not with Laurent’s gaze boring into him, with the weight of his expectations pressing down on him like a physical force.

"Alex," Laurent said again, his voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapped around steel. "Sit on the floor. Now."

Alex’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Slowly, he rose to his feet, his legs shaky beneath him, and moved to the edge of the room, sinking down onto the floor with his back against the wall. His hands clenched into fists at his sides, his nails digging into his palms as he watched Laurent step forward, his movements deliberate and unhurried. Laurent carefully observed Elijah, who was still on his hands and knees on the bed, his body trembling.

"Such a good boy," he said, his fingers trailing along Elijah’s spine in a way that made him shudder. He leaned down, his breath warm against Elijah’s ear, and whispered something too low for Alex to hear. Whatever it was, it made Elijah’s body tense, his breath deepening as he nodded slightly.

Alex’s chest tightened, his hands clenched into fists as he watched Laurent step behind Elijah, his movements slow and deliberate. He reached for the lube, pouring a generous amount onto his fingers, and then he was pressing them against Elijah’s entrance, his touch firm and unyielding. Elijah’s breath hitched, his body jerking slightly, but Laurent held him steady, his other hand gripping Elijah’s hip tightly.

"Relax, darling," Laurent murmured, his voice low and soothing, but there was a sharp edge to it, a hint of something darker lurking beneath the surface. "You’ve already been loosened up. But my cock is much, much bigger than Alex’s.’"

Elijah’s breath came in shallow gasps, not daring to look at Alex as Laurent pressed a finger inside him, his movements slow and deliberate. Alex’s heart pounded in his chest as his cock once again began to swell, his body responding to the sight despite the jealousy building inside of him. He didn’t want to watch. He didn’t want to see this. But he couldn’t look away.

Laurent’s finger moved inside Elijah, probing and stretching, and Elijah’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he took it. "That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. "You’re doing so well, darling. So good for me."

Alex looked on as he watched Laurent add a second finger, his movements slow and deliberate. Elijah’s body jerked slightly, but Laurent held him steady, his other hand gripping Elijah’s hip tightly.

"Relax," Laurent murmured again, his voice low and soothing.

The room was thick with tension, the air heavy with the scent of sweat, arousal, and the faint tang of lube. Alex sat on the floor, his back against the wall, his body still trembling from his own release, his cock twitching against his thigh as he watched Laurent work Elijah open with a precision that made his stomach churn. He wanted to look away, to shut his eyes and block out the sight. But he couldn’t. Alex could see the way Elijah’s back arched, the way his hips twitched with every movement, and it made his chest tighten with a mix of jealousy and an uncomfortable arousal.

"Look at him, Alex," Laurent said, his voice smooth and commanding, his gaze flickering to where Alex sat on the floor. "Look at how beautiful he is. How responsive. How much he wants this."

Alex’s jaw tightened, his eyes narrowing as he met Laurent’s gaze. He didn’t want to look. He didn’t want to see. But Laurent’s words were a command, not a request, and Alex found his eyes drawn back to Elijah.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. He leaned down, his breath warm against Elijah’s ear as he whispered something too low for Alex to hear. Whatever it was, it made Elijah’s body tense, his breath hitching as he nodded slightly.

"He’s ready for my cock, Alex. Are you ready to watch?"

Alex sat hunched on the plus carpet of the hotel room floor, not knowing how to respond. Laurent adjusted his neck as he straightened, his fingers slipping free from Elijah with a wet, obscene sound that made Alex’s stomach churn. He reached for the lube again, pouring a generous amount into his palm, and Alex felt sick as he watched Laurent slick himself, his cock thick and heavy in his hand.

"Look at him, Alex," Laurent said again, his voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapped around steel. "Look at how much he wants this. How much he needs it. A nice, big cock. A real man’s cock. Not a boy’s cock like yours."

Alex’s jaw tightened, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths as he forced himself to look, to take in the sight of Elijah spread out before Laurent, his body trembling with anticipation. His skin was flushed, his back glistening with sweat, his muscles tense and quivering as Laurent positioned himself behind him. The older man’s hands gripped Elijah’s hips tightly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh there, and Alex felt a surge of something hot and possessive flare in his chest.

Laurent pressed forward, the head of his cock nudging against Elijah’s entrance. Laurent’s grip tightened, holding him steady, his movements slow and deliberate as he pushed forward, the thick head of his cock stretching Elijah open inch by agonizing inch. Elijah’s cry was sharp and broken, his body arching as he took Laurent in, his fingers clawing at the sheets, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. "Take it, darling. Take all of it."

Alex bit his bottom lip as he watched Laurent push deeper, his cock sinking into Elijah with a slow, deliberate thrust that made Elijah’s body tremble violently. The younger man’s cries grew louder, more desperate, his hips pushing back against Laurent as though he couldn’t bear to wait a moment longer.

The sound of their bodies meeting, the slick, filthy sound of Laurent’s cock sliding in and out of Elijah, echoed in the quiet room. Alex’s cock twitched against his thigh, his body betraying him despite the jealousy and shame coursing through him. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t tear his eyes from the sight of Elijah spread out before Laurent, his body trembling with every thrust, his cries growing louder and more desperate with every movement.

"Fuck," Elijah gasped, his voice broken and trembling, his body writhing beneath Laurent’s touch. "Please… please, I need…"

Laurent’s hands tightening on Elijah’s hips as he leaned forward, his breath warm against Elijah’s ear. "What do you need, darling?" he murmured, his voice low and coaxing. "Tell me."

Elijah’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he tried to form the words, but they caught in his throat, his voice breaking as Laurent thrust deeper, his cock hitting a spot inside him that made his vision blur. "I need… fuck!" Elijah gasped, his voice trembling, his body arching as Laurent’s thrusts grew harder, more insistent.

Laurent gripped Elijah’s hips tightly as he leaned forward, his breath warm against the young man’s ear. "You need me to fuck you harder, don’t you?" he whispered. "You need me to make you feel it."

Elijah nodded, his body trembling as he tried to form the words, but they caught in his throat, his voice breaking as Laurent thrust deeper, his cock hitting a spot inside him that made his whole being shake.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Elijah gasped, his voice broken and trembling, his body writhing beneath Laurent’s touch.

"That’s a good slut. Alex, get up on the bed and watch. Spread his cheeks for me and watch me fuck him up close."

The command sliced through the haze of arousal and discomfort like a whip, sharp and unyielding. Alex’s body froze, his breath catching in his throat as Laurent’s words sank in. His chest tightened, a mix of shame and something darker, something he couldn’t quite name, coiling in his gut. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t want to be this close, to see the way Laurent’s cock stretched Elijah open, to feel the heat of their bodies so near his own. But the weight of Laurent’s gaze, the unspoken threat in his tone, left no room for refusal.

Slowly, Alex rose to his feet, his legs shaky beneath him, his cock once again stiff and pressing against the fabric of his panties. He moved to the bed, his movements uneasy, his hands trembling as he climbed onto the mattress. Alex’s throat tightened as he knelt beside them, his hands hovering over Elijah’s hips, unsure of where to touch, how to touch.

"Spread him," Laurent said again, his voice low and commanding, his thrusts never faltering. "I want you to see what I’m doing to him. I want you to see how much he’s enjoying it."

Alex’s jaw tightened, his hands trembling as he reached for Elijah’s hips, his fingers brushing against the soft, sweat-slick skin. Elijah flinched at the touch, but he didn’t pull away. Alex’s chest ached as he gripped Elijah’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pulled his cheeks apart, exposing him completely to Laurent’s gaze, to his cock.

The sight was almost too much to bear. Laurent’s cock was thick and heavy, nearly twice the size of his own modest member. It glistened with lube and the remnants of Alex’s cum, sliding in and out of Elijah with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Elijah’s hole was stretched around him, red and puffy, clenching and fluttering with every thrust, and Alex felt a surge of something hot and primal flare in his chest, even as his stomach twisted with jealousy and shame.

"That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. His hands gripped Elijah’s hips tightly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh there as he thrust deeper, his cock sinking into Elijah with a nasty sound that made Alex’s cock twitch against his thigh. "Look at him, Alex. Look at how much he’s enjoying this. How much he needs it."

Elijah’s cries grew louder, more desperate, his body trembling beneath Laurent’s touch, his hips pushing back against him as though he couldn’t bear to wait a moment longer. Alex’s hands tightened on Elijah’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh there as he watched Laurent fuck him, the older man’s thrusts growing harder, more insistent, each one drawing a sharp, keening cry from Elijah’s lips.

"Laurent," Elijah gasped, his voice broken and trembling, his body writhing beneath Laurent’s touch. "Please… I can’t take it anymore. I need… I need…"

"What do you need, darling?" Laurent murmured, his voice low and coaxing, his thrusts never faltering. "Tell me."

"Please," Elijah gasped, his voice trembling, his body writhing beneath Laurent’s touch. "I need… I need to cum. Please, Laurent, let me cum."

"You want to cum, darling? Then beg for it," the older man demanded.

Elijah’s body trembled as he tried to form the words, but they caught in his throat, his voice breaking as Laurent thrust deeper, his cock hitting a spot inside him that made his vision blur.

"Please," Elijah gasped, his voice trembling, his body arching as Laurent’s thrusts grew harder, more insistent. "Please, Laurent, let me cum. I need it. I need it so bad."

Laurent slapped Elijah’s ass hard, once, and then again until Elijah squealed in response. The older man then leaned forward, his breath warm against Elijah’s ear. "Cum for me, darling. Let me feel you squeeze me as you let loose."

Elijah’s cries grew ever louder, his body trembling beneath Laurent’s touch, his hips pushing back against him as though he couldn’t bear to wait a moment longer. Laurent’s thrusts grew harder, more insistent, each one drawing a sharp, keening cry from Elijah’s lips. And then, with a low, guttural moan, Elijah came, his body arching as he spilled onto the sheets beneath him, his hole clenching tightly around Laurent’s cock.

The sight was almost too much to bear. Alex’s hands tightened on Elijah’s hips as he watched Laurent fuck Elijah through his orgasm, the older man’s thrusts never faltering, his cock sinking into Elijah with that same wet sound that made Alex’s cock ache. Laurent smiled wide, his hands gripping Elijah’s hips tightly as he leaned forward, his breath warm against Elijah’s ear.

"That’s it, darling," he murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. "Take it. Take all of it."

Elijah’s body trembled beneath Laurent’s touch, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he took everything Laurent gave him, his hole clenching and fluttering around the older man’s cock.

"Such a good boy!" exclaimed the older man, slowly withdrawing his cock as Elijah’s body collapsed onto the mattress, still spasming and twitching with pleasure.

The room was thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and submission, the air heavy with the weight of what had just transpired. Elijah’s body was limp on the bed, his chest rising and falling in uneven breaths, his skin glistening with sweat and the remnants of their shared release. Alex sat beside him, his hand still resting on Elijah’s hip, his fingers trembling against the soft, warm skin. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions: guilt, jealousy, shame, and something darker, something that felt too much like arousal. He hated himself for it, hated the way his body had responded, the way his cock still twitched with need despite everything. But there was no time to dwell on it, no time to process what had just happened. Laurent’s voice cut through the silence, sharp and commanding, pulling them both back to the present.

"Back onto your knees, both of you," Laurent said, his tone brooking no argument. He stood at the foot of the bed, his cock still hard and glistening, his expression one of dark satisfaction. "You’re going to finish me off with your mouths, and I’m going to cum all over both of your faces. I don’t want to hear any complaints either. You’re being paid handsomely and will do as I say."

The words sent a jolt of something hot Alex’s body, his chest tightening as he looked at Elijah, who was still trembling on the bed. Alex’s stomach churned, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Slowly, he dropped to his knees, his body aching, his cock once again fully erect. He reached for Elijah, his hand brushing against his shoulder, and Elijah flinched slightly at the touch but didn’t pull away. Together, they moved to the floor, their knees sinking into the plush carpet as they knelt before Laurent, their faces level with his cock.

Laurent looked down at the pair, his gaze flickering between their faces, taking in the way their bodies trembled with every movement. He reached out, his fingers brushing against Alex’s cheek, and Alex flinched at the touch but didn’t pull away. "Such good sluts. So obedient. So eager to please."

Alex’s jaw tightened as he looked up at Laurent, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t want to be here, kneeling before Laurent like some kind of supplicant, his body trembling with need and shame. But there was no choice. Not now. Not with Laurent’s cock inches from his face, thick and heavy and glistening with filth.

"Open your mouths," Laurent said, his voice smooth and commanding, his gaze flickering between them. "And don’t even think about pulling away."

Alex’s chest tightened as he leaned forward, his lips parting slightly as he took the head of Laurent’s cock into his mouth. The taste of him was overwhelming, salty, musky, and impossibly intimate, and Alex felt a hot and shameful flare in his chest as he began to suck, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. Elijah hesitated for a fraction of a second, his breath hitching, but then he leaned forward too, his lips brushing against the bottom of Laurent’s heavy balls as he began to lick, his movements slow and tentative.

The older man groaned and thrust forward, his cock sinking deeper into Alex’s mouth, his hands gripping their heads tightly as he fucked Alex’s face with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

"That’s it," he murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. "Suck me. Lick me. Both of you."

The sound of their mouths working over Laurent’s cock, the wet, obscene sounds of their lips and tongues, filled the room, and Alex felt that same hot and primal flare in his chest, even as his stomach twisted with shame and disgust.

Laurent’s thrusts grew harder, more insistent, his cock sinking deeper into Alex’s mouth with every movement. Alex’s jaw ached, his throat tightening as he took more of Laurent in, his tongue swirling around the thick shaft.

"Are you ready?" growled Laurent, as his body began to tense.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the air thick with anticipation and the weight of Laurent's dominance. Alex's jaw ached, his throat tightening as Laurent's cock pulsed against his tongue, the taste of him overwhelming, the weight of him heavy and unrelenting. Beside him, Elijah’s breaths came in shallow, uneven gasps, his lips and tongue still working Laurent’s balls, his movements growing more desperate, more frantic, as though he could sense the inevitable climax building.

Laurent’s hands tightened in their hair, his grip almost painful as he thrust forward, his cock sinking deeper into Alex’s mouth, the head brushing against the back of his throat. Alex gagged, his body jerking slightly, but Laurent held him firmly, his thrusts never faltering. "That’s it," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rough, his breath hitching as he fucked their mouths with a slow, deliberate rhythm. "Take it. Both of you. Take all of it."

Elijah’s lips brushed against the base of Laurent’s cock as he licked, his movements growing more confident, more eager, as though he were trying to prove something, to show Laurent that he really wanted it. Alex’s chest tightened, his jaw aching as he took more of Laurent into his mouth. Laurent’s thrusts grew harder, more insistent, his cock sinking deeper into Alex’s mouth with every movement.

"Fuck," Laurent groaned, his voice low and rough, his hands tightening in their hair as he thrust forward, his cock sinking deeper into Alex’s mouth, the head sinking deep into the back of his throat. Alex gagged, his body jerking slightly, but Laurent held him firmly, his thrusts never faltering.

"Yes," Laurent murmured, his voice low and rough.

In an instant he withdrew his cock and began stroking himself, centimeters away from Alex and Elijah’s faces.

"Open your mouths!" he commanded.

The command cut through the room like a whip, sharp and unyielding, leaving no room for hesitation. Alex leaned forward, his lips parting slightly, his jaw trembling with the effort of holding himself together. Beside him, Elijah’s body trembled as he opened his mouth, his lips swollen and glistening from the work he’d already done. The air between them was thick with tension, with the weight of Laurent’s dominance, and Alex felt a surge flare in his chest as he waited, his body trembling with anticipation.

Laurent’s hand moved faster, his strokes growing more insistent, more urgent, and Alex could feel the tension coiling in his body, the way his muscles tensed and his breath hitched as he approached the edge. His cock throbbed, his body trembling the effort.

"I’m cumming!"

The words were a sharp, guttural declaration, cutting through the heavy air like a thunderclap. Laurent’s body tensed, his hand moving in rapid, desperate strokes as his cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum erupting from the tip and splattering across Alex and Elijah’s faces. The first hot streak landed on Alex’s cheek, sliding down to his jawline, while the second hit Elijah’s parted lips, dripping onto his chin and mixing with the sheen of sweat and saliva already glistening there. The scent of Laurent’s release filled the room, sharp and musky, mingling with the sweat and sex already saturating the air.

Alex’s breath froze as he felt the warmth of Laurent’s cum on his skin, the weight of it heavy and sticky. His stomach churned, a mix of shame and something that felt too much like arousal, coiling in his gut. He didn’t want this. He didn’t want to be here, kneeling before Laurent like some kind of supplicant, his face streaked with the older man’s release. But there was no choice. Not now. Not with Laurent’s hand still on the back of his head, his fingers tangled in his hair, holding him in place.

Beside him, Elijah’s body trembled as he took the full force of Laurent’s climax. His lips were parted, his tongue darting out instinctively to catch the cum that had landed there, and Alex felt that same surge of something hot and possessive flare in his chest at the sight. He didn’t pull away, didn’t try to wipe the cum from his face, and Alex’s emotions swelled at the raw vulnerability in his eyes.

Laurent’s hand slowed, his strokes growing gentler as the last of his release spilled onto their faces, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He looked down at them, his gaze dark and satisfied, taking in the way their faces were streaked with his cum, the way their bodies trembled beneath his touch.

"You look so beautiful, glazed with my seed."

Alex fought the urge to pull away, to wipe the cum from his face, to do anything to reclaim some semblance of dignity. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. He stayed still, his body trembling, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he waited for Laurent’s next command. Laurent ran his fingers down Alex’s cheek, smearing the cum further across his skin.

"Look at you," he murmured, his voice low and rich with satisfaction. "So beautiful. So perfect. Now kiss. I know you want to."

Alex’s jaw tightened, his hands trembling at his sides as he leaned forward, his lips brushing against Elijah’s in a tentative, almost hesitant kiss. The taste of Laurent’s cum was sharp and bitter on their lips, the weight of it heavy and sticky on their skin, but beneath it, Alex could taste Elijah, warm and familiar, a faint trace of mint and something uniquely his. His chest ached at the familiarity, at the way Elijah’s lips trembled beneath his, at the way his breathing quickened as their mouths met.

Elijah’s response was immediate, his lips parting slightly as he leaned into the kiss, his hands trembling as they reached for Alex’s shoulders, gripping him tightly as though he were afraid to let go. A soft, involuntary sound escaped his lips as their tongues brushed against each other, the taste of Laurent’s release mingling with the heat of their shared desire. His hands moved to cup Elijah’s face, his fingers brushing against the sticky streaks of cum on his cheeks.

The kiss was messy, desperate, and raw, a tangle of lips and tongues and shared breath that made Alex’s head swim. He could feel the way Elijah’s body trembled beneath his touch, the way his hands gripped his shoulders like they were the only thing keeping him grounded. It was too much, and yet not enough, and Alex felt a surge of something hot and primal flare in his chest as he pulled Elijah closer, his lips moving against his with a desperate, almost frantic intensity. Laurent’s chuckle cut through the haze, low and rich with satisfaction, his fingers trailing down Alex’s spine in a way that made him shiver.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. "Absolutely perfect. You two are exquisite together."

Alex looked at Elijah, at the way his lips were swollen and glistening, at the way his eyes were wide and glazed with an uncomfortable fire. His chest ached at the sight of him, and he leaned forward, pressing another soft, tender kiss to Elijah’s lips, his hands cupping his face gently.

"Two lovers, again united. Under slightly different circumstances, but alas. You both have my permission to shower up, though it must be together. There are towels in the bathroom. Go."


Chapter 22

The words hung in the air, heavy and commanding, leaving no room for argument. Alex pulled away from Elijah, his lips still tingling from the taste of Laurent’s release and the faint trace of Elijah’s warmth. He glanced at Elijah, whose face was still streaked with cum, his eyes wide and glazed with a mix of exhaustion and a hint of resignation.

Slowly, Alex rose to his feet, his legs shaky beneath him, his body aching from the strain of holding himself together. He reached for Elijah, his hand brushing against his shoulder. Together, they moved toward the bathroom, their movements unsteady, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of what had just transpired.

The bathroom was spacious, the tiles cool beneath their feet. Alex reached for the shower knob, turning it on and adjusting the temperature until the water was hot, almost scalding, the steam rising in thick clouds around them. The pair slowly peeled out of the lingerie, sweaty and stained and eager to be dismissed. Alex stepped into the shower, the water cascading over his body, washing away the sweat and the stickiness, the remnants of Laurent’s release and the weight of his dominance. Elijah hesitated for a fraction of a second but then he stepped into the shower too, his body trembling as the water hit his skin.

The silence between them was heavy, almost suffocating, the only sound was the steady patter of the water against the tiles. Alex’s chest tightened as he looked at Elijah, at the way his body trembled beneath the spray. He reached out, his hand brushing against Elijah’s cheek.

"Elijah," he murmured, his voice low and rough. "Let me… let me help you."

Elijah’s body trembled as he looked at Alex, his eyes wide and uncertain, searching for something, anything, in Alex’s expression. But Alex couldn’t give him what he needed. Not now. Not with the memory of what had just happened still fresh in their minds. Slowly, Alex reached for the soap, lathering it between his hands before gently rubbing it over Elijah’s skin, his movements slow and deliberate, his touch almost tender.

Elijah’s body tensed at the touch as Alex’s hands moved over his chest, his shoulders, his arms, washing away the sweat and the stickiness, the remnants of what had just passed. His skin was warm and soft beneath Alex’s hands, his muscles tense and quivering as though he were holding himself together by sheer force of will. Alex’s chest ached at the sight of him, at the raw vulnerability in his eyes, and he leaned forward, pressing a soft, tentative kiss to Elijah’s lips.

The kiss was hesitant, almost shy, a stark contrast to the raw intensity of what had just transpired. Elijah’s lips trembled beneath Alex’s, heart fluttering as their mouths met, his hands trembling as he reached for Alex’s shoulders, gripping him tightly as though he were afraid to let go. His response was immediate, his lips parting slightly as he leaned into the kiss, his body trembling.

The water kept running, hot and relentless, steam curling around them in thick waves. Neither of them moved to shut it off. Neither of them spoke. The silence was filled with everything they weren’t saying, thick and suffocating. Alex could still feel Elijah, the way he had shuddered beneath him, the way his fingers had gripped at his shoulders like a lifeline.

"I’m glad I had you," Alex murmured, voice low and unsteady. It wasn’t just about what they’d done, what they’d been through together, it was about the fact that, for all of it, they weren’t alone.

Elijah let out a shaky breath, his eyes darting away like he wasn’t sure what to do with that.

"I don’t know what I would’ve done if it wasn’t you," Alex admitted.

Elijah bit his hip, his Adam’s apple bobbing. "Yeah," he said, voice rough. "Me too."

For a long moment, they just stood there, letting the water beat down on them, letting the weight of it all settle. Alex could still feel Laurent’s hands on him. He could still hear his words pressing into every vulnerable part of them.

He wasn’t sure why he asked it. Maybe because he needed to know Elijah was in the same place as him. Maybe because some part of him didn’t want to be alone in the answer.

But the words came anyway.

"Did you want it?" Alex asked quietly. "With Laurent?"

Elijah sucked in a sharp breath, his whole body going rigid, and Alex knew immediately that he’d hit something raw.

Elijah’s hands clenched at his sides, his fingers twitching like he wanted to grab onto something, steady himself. But there was nothing to hold. Just the tile. Just the steam. Just Alex, standing in front of him, waiting for an answer.

"I don’t know," Elijah admitted finally, voice barely above a whisper.

Alex exhaled, slow and deep. It was the same thing he’d said earlier. The only answer that felt true.

Elijah let out a small, hollow laugh, shaking his head slightly. "It’s not like I was fighting it, right?"

His voice was brittle, cracking under the weight of what he was saying.

Alex’s stomach twisted. He thought of Elijah’s face when Laurent had taken him, the way his body had trembled, the way his lips had parted in something that wasn’t quite pleasure and wasn’t quite anything else either.

"You didn’t fight it," Alex said carefully, "but that doesn’t mean you wanted it."

Elijah’s breath hitched. He looked at Alex, really looked at him, and his eyes were wide and dark and filled with something Alex couldn’t quite name.

"I don’t know what I wanted," Elijah whispered. "I just knew we had to go through with it."

Alex nodded slowly. He understood that. Maybe too well.

The water kept running, pooling at their feet, washing away everything but the thing neither of them could shake, the fact that no matter what they told themselves, something had shifted between them.

And there was no going back.

The water finally started to cool, and Alex reached for the knob, shutting it off. The sudden quiet left only the sound of their breaths, heavy and unsteady, filling the small space between them. He looked at Elijah, whose shoulders were still tense, his arms wrapped around himself like he was trying to hold something in.

Without a word, Alex stepped out first, grabbing one of the plush towels hanging from the rack and wrapping it around his waist. He grabbed another and handed it to Elijah, who took it with a nod, his fingers brushing against Alex’s for the briefest moment. It sent a strange shiver through Alex’s spine. Something tender, something painful.

They dried off in silence, their movements slow, deliberate, like neither of them wanted to rush what came next. Their lingerie lay discarded in a pile on the floor, damp and ruined, and Alex realized with a faint sense of relief that they didn’t have to put it back on.

Elijah caught his gaze and offered a weak, exhausted smile. "Guess we’ll need new outfits if we ever do this again."

Alex let out a breath of something close to a laugh. "Yeah. I’ll start a savings fund."

It was a joke, but the weight of it lingered between them as they dressed in their regular clothes. Elijah slipping back into the simple slacks and blazer Alex had lent him earlier. The formality of it felt strange now, like a costume that no longer fit.

Finally, they stepped out of the bathroom, back into the opulent suite where Laurent was waiting.

The older man sat comfortably in an armchair near the minibar, swirling a glass of something dark and expensive-looking. He turned his gaze toward them as they entered, his expression pleased, satisfied in a way that made Alex’s stomach twist.

"Well," Laurent murmured, taking a sip of his drink. "That was quite the performance."

Alex forced a neutral expression, biting down the impulse to say something cutting. He just wanted to get the money and get out. Elijah, beside him, kept his gaze lowered, hands shoved into his pockets.

Laurent stood, setting his glass down on the side table before stepping toward them. "I must say, you both exceeded my expectations. There’s something so… raw about you two. Something undeniably intoxicating." He let the words linger before smiling, as if savoring the moment. "I trust this wasn’t too terrible an experience?"

Alex managed a tight smile. "It was… what it was."

Laurent chuckled. "A fair answer." He reached into the inside pocket of his tailored jacket and pulled out two crisp envelopes, holding them between his fingers like a magician about to perform a trick. "As promised."

Alex stepped forward first, taking his with a careful hand, feeling the thickness of it, the weight of what they had just done. Elijah hesitated for a moment longer before reaching for his, his fingers trembling slightly as he took it.

Laurent studied them both, his gaze lingering on Elijah with an amused glint. "You wear that hesitance beautifully," he murmured. "But I suspect it won’t last forever."

Elijah stiffened beside him, but Alex gave Laurent a sharp look, stepping between them slightly. "We should get going."

Laurent smiled, unbothered. "Of course. I won’t keep you." He gestured toward the door, then inclined his head. "A pleasure doing business with you both."

Alex didn’t say anything. He turned and walked toward the door, Elijah following closely behind. They stepped out into the hallway, the air feeling starkly cooler now, almost sterile compared to the heat of the suite.

Alex let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

They took the elevator down in silence, standing close but not touching. When they stepped out into the lobby, Alex pulled out his phone, ordering an Uber. It would be a few minutes.

Elijah shifted beside him, rubbing a hand over his face. He looked exhausted.

Alex hesitated, then, without overthinking it, reached for Elijah’s hand. He half expected him to pull away, but Elijah’s fingers tightened around his instead. It was grounding. Warm and solid in a way that had nothing to do with money or power or control.

They didn’t talk as they climbed into the Uber. The driver greeted them with a polite nod, and Alex gave the address, then leaned back into the seat.

Elijah’s hand stayed in his the whole way home.

The Uber rolled to a stop in front of Alex’s apartment building. The ride had passed in silence, save for the distant hum of the radio filling the space between them. Alex barely remembered stepping out, the weight of the envelope still pressed between his fingers.

Elijah followed closely behind him, his grip firm but quiet, like he wasn’t entirely ready to let go. It was strange, how something as simple as holding hands could feel more intimate than everything they’d just done.

Inside the apartment, the air was thick with exhaustion. The night had stretched on far too long, the high of adrenaline burned down to something duller, heavier. Alex tossed his keys onto the counter and walked toward the couch, letting out a slow breath as he sat. Elijah lingered in the doorway before stepping forward, standing near the edge of the coffee table like he wasn’t sure what to do with himself.

The envelopes lay between them now, crisp and full, the promise of everything they had agreed to. The reality of it was still sinking in.

Alex ran a thumb over the seam of his envelope, then flicked it open, the tension in his chest giving way as he pulled out the thick stack of bills. Real. Tangible. It almost didn’t feel possible, but there it was. More money than he’d ever held in his life.

A breathless laugh slipped from his lips before he could stop it. Elijah looked at him, then at his own envelope, and with only the briefest hesitation, he ripped it open, spilling the cash onto the table.

"Holy shit," Elijah whispered.

Alex grinned, the disbelief in his expression mirroring Elijah’s. "I know."

Elijah picked up a handful, flipping through the bills like he was waiting for them to vanish. "This is unreal. This is real. We actually did it."

The tension cracked, giving way to something close to giddy relief. Elijah let out another disbelieving laugh, shaking his head as he tossed a few bills onto the couch beside Alex. Alex picked them up, then did the only thing that made sense in the moment: he threw them in the air, letting them rain down around them.

Elijah let out a surprised noise, then grabbed a handful and did the same, laughing now, almost manic with the absurdity of it.

"This is so fucking stupid," he said, grinning as a few stray bills landed on his shoulder.

Alex chuckled. "Are you complaining?"

"Not a chance."

They kept going for a few minutes, throwing money like it was meaningless, like it didn’t carry the weight of everything they had just done to earn it. It wasn’t until Elijah finally collapsed onto the couch, breathless and grinning, that the high started to settle.

Silence fell over them again, but this time, it wasn’t heavy. It wasn’t suffocating.

Alex leaned back against the cushions, letting out a deep breath. His body ached, exhaustion seeping into his bones, but he wasn’t ready to move. Wasn’t ready to be alone with his thoughts just yet.

Elijah shifted beside him, his grin fading into something softer, something more uncertain. He picked up a few bills, flipping them between his fingers before finally setting them down.

"Where do we even go from here?" he murmured, voice barely above a whisper.

Alex turned his head to look at him, studying the exhaustion in his face, the faint traces of something unspoken lingering in his expression. There was no easy answer. Maybe there wasn’t an answer at all.

"We go to sleep," Alex said finally, voice quieter now. "And then… I don’t know."

Elijah let out a soft laugh, shaking his head. "Yeah. Sleep sounds good."

There was hesitation in the way Elijah looked at him, something cautious and fragile beneath the surface. Alex caught it immediately, and before he could second-guess himself, he reached out, brushing his fingers against Elijah’s arm.

"Come to bed with me," he said.

Elijah inhaled sharply, but he didn’t pull away. His lips parted slightly, and for a moment, Alex thought he might argue, might find a reason to retreat. But instead, after a beat of silence, he nodded.

"Okay."

They moved without speaking, picking up the stray bills scattered around the room before making their way to the bedroom. The exhaustion was pressing in now, dragging them down like a tide they couldn’t fight.

Alex slipped beneath the blankets first, shifting to make room as Elijah hesitated at the edge of the bed. It wasn’t the first time they’d done this, slept beside each other, but this was different. There was nothing between them now. No expectation, no command.

Just them.

Elijah finally climbed in, settling beside Alex. There was an awkward moment where neither of them moved, where the space between them felt vast despite the small bed. Then Alex shifted, reaching out, his fingers ghosting over Elijah’s wrist before curling around it.

Elijah exhaled, long and slow, then finally closed the distance, pressing close. His body was warm, his breathing steady.

Alex let his eyes slip shut. The weight of the night was still there, lingering in the back of his mind, but with Elijah beside him, it was easier to let go.

Neither of them spoke.

They didn’t need to.

Sleep took them before they could think too much about what came next.


Epilogue

Alex’s eyes cracked open to the pale morning light filtering through the blinds, the warmth of Elijah’s body still curled up beside him. For a few seconds, the weight of everything, the hotel, Laurent, the money, lingered in the hazy space between sleep and waking. But as his mind sharpened, another thought cut through the fog.

Shit. I have class.

He inhaled sharply, shifting beneath the blankets, careful not to wake Elijah as he reached for his phone on the nightstand. His notifications were a mess. Missed messages, an unread email from his professor, and a reminder about his shift later that afternoon.

Alex ran a hand down his face. He was supposed to be at the college in an hour, and after that, he had work at TJ Maxx with Remedy. It was going to be a long day.

Shifting onto his side, he nudged Elijah lightly. "Hey," he murmured.

Elijah groaned, burrowing deeper into the pillow.

"Come on," Alex tried again, shaking his shoulder gently. "I gotta get up."

Elijah let out a sleepy grumble before blinking up at him, his hair a mess, his expression groggy. "What time is it?"

"Time for me to get moving," Alex said, pushing back the blankets. "I’ve got class and then a shift at work."

Elijah sat up slightly, rubbing his eyes. "Right. Guess real life doesn’t stop just because we made a ridiculous amount of money last night."

Alex let out a breathless laugh. "No, it does not." He hesitated, running a hand through his hair. "You can just hang out here if you want. There’s food in the fridge. Make yourself at home. I’ll be back later."

Elijah nodded, still half-asleep. "Yeah, okay."

Alex lingered for a second before shaking off the strange sense of guilt creeping in. He’ll be fine. He grabbed his bag, checked his phone one more time, and with a final glance at Elijah, slipped out the door.

Class was a blur. He sat through the lecture, scribbling notes, but his mind kept drifting. Every so often, his fingers brushed against the envelope in his bag, the weight of last night’s decisions pressing down on him in a way that had nothing to do with school. By the time he clocked into work, exhaustion had settled deep in his bones.

Remedy was already there, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed when he walked into the stockroom.

"Well, well, well," they drawled. "Look who decided to show up."

Alex rolled his eyes. "Good afternoon to you too."

They smirked. "So, are you gonna tell me why you look like you just survived a war? Or do I have to guess?"

Alex hesitated, pulling his TJ Maxx vest over his head. He wasn’t sure how to start. Telling Remedy about Elijah showing up was one thing, but telling her about last night? About Laurent? That was another level entirely.

Before he could decide how much to say, the stockroom door swung open. Frank stepped inside, and for the first time since Alex had met him, he wasn’t radiating his usual effortless confidence. Instead, he looked hesitant. Almost unsure of himself. In his hands, a bouquet of flowers. Alex blinked, not entirely sure he was seeing things right. Frank? With flowers?

Remedy, ever the observer, let out a low whistle. "Well, this just got really interesting."

Frank’s eyes shifted to Remedy before settling on Alex. He swallowed, shifting on his feet, his grip tightening around the bouquet. "I, uh… I wanted to see you."

Alex crossed his arms. "At work?"

Frank let out a breath, rubbing the back of his neck. "I didn’t know where else to go. You weren’t answering my texts."

His voice was softer than usual, lacking its usual smooth, teasing quality. He held out the flowers, an uncertain offering. "These are for you."

Alex stared at them. Lilies and irises, arranged carefully, almost too carefully. Frank had thought about this. That much was obvious.

Remedy snorted. "Damn, flowers? What’d you do now?"

Frank shot her a look, but there was no venom in it. He just looked tired. Maybe even regretful.

"This isn’t a grand manipulation, if that’s what you’re thinking," he muttered. Then, turning back to Alex, he took a slow breath. "I just wanted to say I’m sorry. For the other night. For how I handled things. I should’ve talked to you instead of putting you guys on the spot. I get that now."

Alex didn’t move. His heart was hammering against his ribs, but he wasn’t sure if it was anger, confusion, or something worse, something like doubt. Because Frank was standing in front of him, looking almost small, apologizing.

That wasn’t the Frank he knew.

Remedy, standing beside him, watched the whole thing unfold with an unreadable expression. "Well," they said finally, turning to Alex. "This is your mess, kid. You want me to stick around, or…?"

Alex exhaled. He had no idea what he wanted. But one thing was clear. Frank had come here for a conversation. And as much as Alex wanted to shove the flowers back into his hands and tell him to leave, he also wanted answers.

He reached out, taking the bouquet, if only so Frank wouldn’t stand there holding them like a lost puppy. Then, jerking his head toward the back exit, he muttered, "Come on. Let’s talk outside."

Frank nodded quickly, as if afraid Alex would change his mind. Remedy gave him a look, part warning, part curiosity, but didn’t say anything as they walked past, out the door and into the alleyway behind the store.

The cool afternoon air hit Alex’s skin, grounding him. He turned to Frank, who was already watching him with something unreadable in his eyes.

"So," Alex said, voice carefully even. "Talk."

Frank exhaled, running a hand through his hair, his usual polish looking a little frayed at the edges. "I shouldn’t have put you in that position, Alex. I pushed things too far, too fast. I saw a lot of potential in you, and I guess I let my own desires and ambitions get in the way." His voice was quieter than usual, lacking its usual confidence. "I didn’t stop to think about what you actually needed."

Alex blinked. He hadn’t expected this. An actual admission. An acknowledgment of fault.

It made his chest tighten in a way he wasn’t prepared for.

"Well," Alex said slowly, gripping the bouquet in his hands, his fingers pressing into the stems, "thank you for apologizing."

Frank blinked, as if sensing the response before Alex offered it.

"But I’ve had a lot of time to think," Alex continued, his voice firmer, more certain than he expected. "And I realized this thing between us… it isn’t good for me. You’ve been manipulating me, Frank. Maybe not always in obvious ways, but you have. And I can’t pretend I don’t see that anymore."

Frank let out a small breath, a wry smile ghosting over his lips.

"Yeah," he murmured. "Maybe a little." He tilted his head, eyes raking over Alex, something softer creeping into his expression. "But that doesn’t mean I don’t adore you."

Alex shook his head, letting out something between a laugh and a scoff. "That’s the thing, Frank. I know you do. And I know that’s real. But that doesn’t mean this is healthy."

Frank’s mouth opened slightly, like he wanted to protest, but then he sighed, his shoulders sagging. He studied Alex, searching his face for something, an opening, maybe. A way back in.

But Alex wasn’t giving him one.

Instead, he hesitated, chewing on the inside of his cheek before finally saying, "Something happened between Elijah and me when we saw Laurent."

Frank’s expression didn’t shift right away. He was good at controlling his reactions. But Alex caught the slight clench in his jaw..

"Something happened," Frank repeated, his voice carefully neutral. "What does that mean?"

Alex exhaled, his grip tightening on the bouquet. "It’s complicated."

Frank’s lips pressed into a thin line, his gaze darkening just slightly. "Complicated how?"

Alex hesitated. He didn’t owe Frank an explanation, not really. But the words felt too heavy to keep bottled up.

"We weren’t just in it for the money," Alex admitted, his voice quieter now. "Not by the end. It felt different. It was different."

Frank’s mouth twitched, a flicker of something sharp flashing through his expression before he smoothed it away. "So, what?" he said, forcing a smile. "You and your little Mormon boy are back together now?"

Alex didn’t answer right away. Because he didn’t know. Not yet.

Frank let out a short laugh, shaking his head. "Well," he muttered, "I guess I really did lose you, didn’t I?"

Alex felt something twisting inside him. "I don’t know if you ever had me, Frank."

That one landed. Alex could see it in the slight shift in Frank’s posture, the way his smile faltered for half a second before he schooled his face into something unreadable.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The weight of everything that had passed between them hung in the air, thick and heavy.

Then, finally, Frank exhaled. "Alright," he murmured. "I won’t push. I meant what I said. I want what’s best for you. Even if it’s not me."

Alex let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. His fingers loosened around the bouquet, and he stared down at it, at the delicate petals, the careful arrangement.

Frank gave Alex a long, lingering look, something wry curling at the corner of his lips. "So what, back to punching a clock? Folding sweaters at TJ Maxx?" He glanced around the store, his nose wrinkling slightly, like he could hardly believe Alex had ever agreed to work here in the first place.

Alex rolled his eyes. "I guess so."

Frank hummed, tilting his head. "Doesn’t suit you, you know. This place. This life. I’ve always seen something bigger in you."

Alex frowned. "Well, this is where I am right now."

"Maybe," Frank conceded. He tapped his fingers against the counter, a familiar glint of mischief creeping back into his expression. "Maybe we’re not done with each other yet."

Alex’s eyes narrowed slightly. "What’s that supposed to mean?"

Frank leaned in just a fraction, lowering his voice. "You might want to give me up, Alex. But I know you. I know how you felt last night, counting all that cash. I don’t think you’re done with the easy money. And if you’re not, I’ve got a proposition for you."

Alex crossed his arms, keeping his expression unreadable. "Go on."

Frank’s eyes gleamed, like he’d been waiting for this moment. "I can still set up dates for you," he said, casual as anything. "You and your little friend too, if you want. Or together. Some of my clients love that kind of thing. And this time?" He raised a brow. "I take twenty-five percent."

Alex let out a short laugh, shaking his head. "You’re a little schemer, Frank."

Frank shrugged. "I’m a businessman, Alex."

Alex exhaled, running a hand through his hair. He should’ve seen this coming. Frank never truly let things go. He just shifted his approach. The worst part was, Frank wasn’t wrong. That money had felt good.

He tapped his fingers against the counter, considering. Finally, he looked up, meeting Frank’s gaze. "Let me think about it."

"Take your time," replied Frank. "You’ve got my number."

And with that, he turned on his heel and strolled out, leaving Alex staring after him, a strange weight settling in his chest.

Alex sighed, running a hand through his hair as he turned back into the store. He hadn’t even made it three steps before Remedy was on him, arms crossed, eyebrows arched so high they practically hit her hairline.

"What the heck is going on?" Remedy demanded, voice just loud enough to be scolding but not enough to draw attention from the customers. "First, Frank shows up with flowers like some guilty husband in a soap opera, and now you look like you just got hit by a truck. Spill. Now."

Alex let out a breath, glancing around to make sure no one was listening before grabbing Remedy’s wrist and pulling her toward the back, near the stockroom. He leaned against the wall, arms crossed, staring down at the floor for a moment before finally looking up at her.

"Alright," he muttered. "So… a lot happened last night."

Remedy didn’t say anything, just tilted her head and waited.

"Elijah and I went through with it," Alex said, voice quieter than he expected. He wasn’t even sure why he felt shy about it. Maybe because Remedy was the one person who had never sugarcoated things for him. "With Laurent."

Their lips parted slightly, but they didn’t look surprised, just… assessing. "Like… went through with it, went through with it?"

Alex narrowed his eyes and nodded. "Yeah."

Remedy let out a low whistle, rubbing their temple. "Holy shit, Alex."

"Yeah," Alex exhaled. "Holy shit."

For a second, they didn’t say anything, just studied him, trying to gauge exactly where he was at. "Are you okay?" they asked finally.

Alex hesitated. "I think so."

"Not exactly a glowing endorsement."

He let out a dry laugh. "It was a lot. Elijah and I…" He shook his head. "It was weird. Intense. And I don’t just mean… the act itself. I mean us. Being there together, doing that together. And then Laurent…" He trailed off, jaw tightening.

Remedy frowned. "He wasn’t…"

"No, he wasn’t like that," Alex cut in quickly. "Nothing… crossed any major lines. We agreed to it, we went through with it, and then we got our money."

Remedy exhaled, their eyes searching his face for cracks. "And Elijah? How’s he holding up?"

Alex licked his lips. "I think he’s still processing it. We haven’t really talked much beyond the obvious. But after everything, we went home, counted our money, got all excited like a couple of idiots, and then I invited him to stay in my bed." He rubbed the back of his neck. "We just slept though."

Remedy snorted. "Well, that’s a miracle."

Alex shot them a look, but they only smiled.

"Anyway," he muttered, "that’s when Frank showed up here today."

Remedy’s smile instantly faded. "Ugh, him. What did that bastard want?"

Alex exhaled, shaking his head. "He was apologetic. Said he let his own desires get in the way. He actually seemed… sincere, which almost made it worse."

Remedy rolled her eyes. "Oh please, he probably practiced that speech in the mirror."

Alex let out a short laugh, then sobered. "Yeah, maybe. But then, of course, he did exactly what you’d expect Frank to do."

Remedy narrowed her eyes. "Which is…?"

Alex hesitated, then crossed his arms. "He made me a proposition."

They groaned. "Of course he did. What did that slimy fucker say?"

"He wants to keep setting up dates for me. And Elijah, if we want. He even suggested we could do them together." Alex let out a hollow laugh. "And this time, he’s taking a twenty-five percent cut."

Remedy looked at him like he had just confessed to murder. "Excuse me?"

Alex gave her a look. "Rem, I know."

"No, I don’t think you do," they shot back. "Because if you did, you wouldn’t even be considering it."

"I haven’t agreed to anything," Alex said, holding up his hands. "I told him I’d think about it."

Remedy let out a sharp breath, pacing for a second before turning back to him, pointing a finger in his face. "Alex, I like you, so I’m going to be blunt. Frank doesn’t see you. He uses you. He’s got you thinking this is about opportunity and control, but it’s not. It’s about him keeping a grip on you even after you left."

Alex pressed his lips together, because the worst part was he knew they were right. "I don’t owe him anything," he said, more to himself than them.

"No, you don’t," they agreed. "But let me guess. Some little part of you is thinking about it."

Alex didn’t answer. He didn’t have to.

Remedy groaned. "Alex. Please. Just think about why you’re considering this. And if you do, if you do go through with more of this, then do it on your terms. Not Frank’s. Not Laurent’s. Yours." They jabbed a finger at his chest. "Because I don’t think you’re done either, but I sure as hell don’t think Frank should be making money off you."

Alex looked away, exhaling slowly.

They sighed. "God, you stress me out."

"Sorry," replied Alex.

"You should be," they muttered. "You and your damn complicated life."

He shrugged. "What can I say? I like to keep things interesting."

Remedy groaned, but there was a faint smile tugging at the edge of their lips. "Just don’t do anything stupid, okay?"

Alex nodded, but the truth was, he wasn’t entirely sure what counted as stupid anymore.

The rest of Alex’s shift dragged on in a blur of folding clothes, ringing up customers, and dodging Remedy’s knowing glances. His mind kept drifting back to his conversation with Frank, to the offer that still lingered in the air like a whisper he couldn’t quite shake. Every time he tried to push it away, the thought of the money reeled him back in. It wasn’t just about the cash. It was about choice, about control. By the time his shift ended, exhaustion pressed heavy on his shoulders, but his mind was still buzzing. Remedy gave him a lingering look as they walked out together, but they didn’t push.

"Get some rest," was all they said before heading off in the opposite direction. Alex only nodded, stuffing his hands into his pockets as he made his way home.

The night air was cool, a welcome contrast to the stuffy warmth of the store. As he neared his apartment, his stomach twisted with anticipation. He wasn’t sure what state he’d find Elijah in, whether he’d still be having second thoughts, whether the regret from earlier had deepened or dulled.

When he stepped inside, the apartment was quiet, dimly lit by the glow of a single lamp. Elijah was sitting on the couch, his gaze distant, a faint crease between his brows. He looked up as Alex shut the door behind him, and for a moment, neither of them spoke.

Alex let out a slow breath and stepped forward. "Hey," he said softly.

Elijah gave a small nod, but his expression was unreadable. "Hey."

Alex set his bag down and ran a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly. The silence stretched between them, heavy and uncertain, like neither of them knew where to begin. Alex hesitated before sitting down next to him, close enough to feel the warmth of his body but not touching.

"You okay?" he asked softly.

Elijah let out a breath that was almost a laugh. "I don’t know."

Alex swallowed. "Regrets?"

Elijah’s lips pressed together, his jaw tightening. He didn’t answer right away, just stared at his hands. "Not about… you," he admitted. "I don’t regret that part."

Alex felt a tightness in his chest loosen, just a little.

"But the rest of it?" Elijah shook his head, his voice rough. "I don’t know. I keep thinking about it, and it’s like… I wasn’t even there. Like it happened to me instead of with me. And I know that’s not true, I know I made the choice, but…" He trailed off, his fingers curling into his sleeves again.

Alex nodded slowly, understanding more than he wanted to. "Yeah."

Elijah finally looked at him, eyes searching. "What about you?"

Alex leaned back against the couch, staring up at the ceiling. He felt worn down, stretched thin, but somehow steadier than he expected. "I don’t regret it," he said honestly. "I don’t love it, but… I don’t know. It felt like something I could handle. Something I could control."

Elijah scoffed. "Control? That’s what you call it?"

Alex turned his head to look at him. "Compared to everything else in my life? Yeah."

Elijah studied him for a long moment, then shook his head, exhaling sharply. "I don’t know how you do it."

Alex let out a tired chuckle. "I don’t either."

Another pause. Then Elijah rubbed his face, groaning softly. "I feel like I should be freaking out more."

Alex shrugged. "Maybe you’re too tired to freak out."

"Yeah. Maybe."

They sat in silence for a while, both of them turning over the weight of everything in their heads. Eventually, Alex shifted, glancing at Elijah. "Frank showed up at my shift today."

Elijah’s head snapped toward him. "What?"

"With flowers."

Elijah’s brow furrowed. "What the hell?"

"Yeah, my thoughts exactly."

"What did he want?" Elijah asked, wary.

Alex stretched his legs out, rubbing a hand over his face. "To apologize. Said he pushed things too far, too fast. That he let his own ambitions get in the way." He glanced at Elijah. "I think he actually meant it."

Elijah frowned. "And you believe him?"

Alex hesitated. "I believe he believes it. But I also think Frank’s always thinking a few steps ahead."

Elijah huffed. "Sounds about right."

Alex shifted, turning toward him. "And, of course, he had a proposition."

Elijah’s expression darkened. "Of course he did."

"He wants to keep setting up dates. For me. For you, if you want. For both of us together."

Elijah stiffened. "And?"

"And he wants a twenty-five percent cut."

Elijah let out a sharp laugh, shaking his head. "That slimy motherfucker."

"That’s what Remedy said."

Elijah ran a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly. "So what? You’re actually considering it?"

Alex opened his mouth, then hesitated. He thought about the money, the way it had felt spreading it out over the bed, laughing with Elijah like they were kids who’d stumbled onto a secret fortune. He thought about the feeling of control, the way it made everything else, poverty, uncertainty, powerlessness, feel smaller.

And then, like a phantom whisper, Frank’s words echoed in his mind.

You’re so fucking beautiful and you don’t even realize it. You have the opportunity to make millions, Alex. Millions.

He had brushed it off before. Dismissed it as one of Frank’s carefully spun webs. But now… now, it didn’t seem so far-fetched.

He turned to Elijah. "I don’t know," he admitted. "Maybe."

Elijah’s jaw tightened, his fingers flexing against his thighs. "Alex?"

"Look," Alex cut in, shifting forward. "I know what you’re thinking. But you have to admit, the money’s good."

Elijah scoffed. "The money’s insane. Doesn’t mean we should do it."

Alex studied him. "But you’re not saying no."

Elijah hesitated. "I’m saying…" He exhaled, shaking his head. "I don’t know what I’m saying."

Alex’s voice softened. "You said it yourself, Elijah. You were on the street. Sleeping in doorways. And yeah, this isn’t normal, but what else is out there for guys like us? Minimum wage? Shitty landlords? Living paycheck to paycheck until we burn out and rot?"

Elijah’s face twisted. "You sound like him."

Alex stilled.

Elijah shook his head. "Like Frank. That’s exactly how he talked to you, isn’t it? Making it seem like this is the only way?"

Alex opened his mouth to argue, but the words caught in his throat. Because Elijah wasn’t wrong. But it was an option. It was their choice now. Not Frank’s. Not Laurent’s. Theirs.

"Maybe he had a point," Alex murmured.

Elijah stared at him, then let out a dry, humorless laugh. "Jesus."

Alex hesitated, then reached out, resting a hand on Elijah’s knee. "I’m not saying we have to decide right now. But I think we should at least think about it."

Elijah sighed, rubbing his hands over his face. "Yeah. Okay. We’ll think about it."

Alex nodded, and for the first time in a long time, he felt like the one steering the ship.

Not Frank. Not Laurent. Him.

And that, more than anything else, felt like power.


Books By This Author

The Art of Feminization: A Cuckold's Transformation

Dive into a world of feminization, chastity, and erotic domination.

Alex's dream of becoming an artist is on the brink of collapse, trapped in a marriage where his wife demands his total obedience. Lured into a humiliating form of chastity, he finds himself in a secluded mansion in Marin County, a place where the line between dreams and nightmares blurs, and forbidden desires take center stage.

In this mansion, Alex is set on a path of erotic trials and transformation, challenging his understanding of pleasure, submission, and his own sexuality. Surrounded by mysterious figures, he is pulled into an erotic venture that tests the limits of freedom and restraint.

"The Art of Feminization: A Cuckold's Transformation" is a shocking novel that explores the hidden depths of feminization, erotic humiliation, and submission. Through Alex's journey, we delve into the complexities of gender identity and the liberating power of embracing one's deepest truths.

Will Alex find his place in this audacious new world, or will these discoveries destroy him forever? Dive into a steamy tale of awakening and rebirth that will excite your senses and transform your understanding of sexuality and desire.

OEBPS/image_rsrc332.jpg
HOW ALEX LEARNED
10 SELL HIMSELF

A FEMINIZATION ARRANGEMENT

ANNIE DuBOIS





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Chapter 8


    		Chapter 9


    		Chapter 10


    		Chapter 11


    		Chapter 12


    		Chapter 13


    		Chapter 14


    		Chapter 15


    		Chapter 16


    		Chapter 17


    		Chapter 18


    		Chapter 19


    		Chapter 20


    		Chapter 21


    		Chapter 22


    		Chapter 22


    		Epilogue


    		Books By This Author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332






