[image: cover-image, My Old Man]
￼[image: td-old-man-ss]
 
Suncoast Society
My Old Man
Jonah knows the biggest mistake of his life was ever leaving Gordon in the first place. But he’s bound and determined to prove to his Master that he’s back for good and dedicated to spending the rest of his life with Gordon.
Gordon wants to let his guard down, but even while haunted by his own fears, he refuses to order Jonah to quit the band, or not tour with them. Despite knowing he, too, could have the career of his dreams playing full-time with Portnoy’s Oyster, Gordon’s fight to maintain his sobriety won’t let him relinquish the security and stability his teaching job brings him.
With ancient ghosts from a variety of emotional wounds echoing through both men’s souls, can they carefully pick their way through this terrifying new relationship landscape to find a new “normal” for them, or will stress and fear and old pain pull them apart for good?
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Chapter One
 
Late Wednesday night, Gordon lay awake in their bed in Doyle and Mal’s guest room. The only things Jonah wore were his leather collar and the gold wedding band Gordon had put on his hand earlier that afternoon when he’d proposed to him.
With Jonah draped over him, the man’s soft snores blew warm breath across Gordon’s pecs, and the softly scratchy feel of Jonah’s beard and mustache helped anchor Gordon to the here.
The now.
Them.
His mind…spun.
Earlier that afternoon, Jonah had returned from touring with Portnoy’s Oyster, an eight-week separation that had been difficult on Gordon for a number of reasons, the first and foremost being his fear that Jonah might decide no, he didn’t want to be with Gordon after all, and would prefer an unfettered career with the band.
With help from Doyle in planning the reunion surprise, Gordon had met Jonah at the airport, and they’d immediately headed from there to the county courthouse to get their marriage license after Gordon slipped the ring on Jonah’s finger. This Saturday, a friend of Doyle and Mal’s, who was also in the lifestyle, would come to the house and marry them.
It’d been just around twelve weeks since Jonah walked back into Gordon’s life after a three-year absence, and Gordon knew he couldn’t envision a future now that didn’t include Jonah.
He closed his eyes and tipped his head so he could breathe in the scent of Jonah’s hair. Everything about his boy was so sweetly comforting.
He loves to tour. This is his dream. Let him support you for a change.
But he couldn’t bring himself to do that. For starters, life wasn’t perfect, and Gordon knew the only thing that had really kept him sober was work. Once he’d landed the job teaching music at Sorrellson Academy, a private school in Sarasota, it’d been his own dream come true—a stable, decent-paying job, with security, doing what he loved.
Music. He loved teaching the kids. He loved watching wonder fill their faces as they got it, learned a technique, mastered a new chord, perfected a riff they’d heard on their favorite song.
He loved being able to teach something fun, joyful. Homework the kids didn’t mind doing.
A reason other than Jonah—who hadn’t been there—to keep himself sober.
I’m thirty-one now. You’d think I’d have a handle on being an adult.
No, unless he thought touring was harming Jonah, he would never be able to bring himself to put his foot down and order Jonah to quit the band. The money was damned good, too, something they needed.
After so many years of lean living financially, it was akin to hitting the lotto.
With Jonah back in his life—hopefully for good—he’d much rather try to work on maintaining a balance having Jonah being able to stay with the band, even touring again. Maybe if they toured during summer vacation, or even during winter break, Gordon might be able to travel with them for portions of it. Or fly out on weekends to meet Jonah and spend a couple of days with him.
But for their marriage to survive and thrive, both their needs had to be met.
And Gordon wasn’t stupid enough to shove his own needs to the side when this was still so new and fragile.
Especially so.
The best thing he could do was take their fragile, renewed relationship one day at a time, one milestone at a time, the same way he managed his sobriety.
Hopefully, the worst was behind them. Jonah had the next two weeks off, followed by two weeks recording in LA with the band. Gordon would only be able to join him out there on the weekends, or Jonah would fly home for them. They hadn’t settled those logistics yet, Jonah leaving that to Gordon. Gordon knew whatever he told Jonah, that’s what Jonah would do.
So far, Jonah had lived up to his promises, shown Gordon through actions that he meant what he said about making this work between them.
About wanting to be with Gordon for life.
Only time would tell if he truly meant it.
 
* * * *
 
Jonah awoke before dawn Thursday morning and immediately realized what was wrong. He lay on his side, his back pressed against Gord’s back.
He rolled over and spooned around Gordon’s body, the other man relaxing into his embrace even in deep sleep.
There. That’s better.
The first several nights of the tour, Jonah barely slept at all, and slept like crap when he did. It hadn’t been the same without Gordon lying beside him.
Now he also realized why he’d slept so shittily out in Los Angeles after he’d left Gord. It wasn’t due to the bed he was in, it was due to his lack of a partner in bed.
Specifically, Gord.
Gordon was only an inch shorter than his own six-feet, but he felt larger, in many ways. It was such a relief to feel his entire world righted again, his path clear and direct.
Even as his left thumb sought out the new band encircling his left ring finger, peace settled throughout his soul.
On Saturday, Gordon would marry him and fully claim him. When they were kids, it was a fanciful dream they never thought could come true.
Then he’d stupidly left Gordon, enticed out to LA by a liar who’d put wrong ideas and suspicions in Jonah’s head, turned the truth around until Jonah accused Gord of wanting to hold him back, of being professionally jealous of him.
Thank god he forgave me.
It was a lesson he’d never forget.
As far as he knew, Gordon had never lied to him, was the one person he could always count on giving him the truth, even difficult ones.
He’d learned that lesson late, but better late than never.
Or before irreparable damage was caused. Like Gordon losing his sobriety.
He drifted in and out of sleep, that sweet, hazy time between being forced to roll out of bed and attempting to responsibly adult, and not quite asleep. He used these times to think about music in his head, to ponder what they were working on.
Even to think about Gordon, like he was doing right now.
He’d spent the last several days of the tour absolutely pining for Gordon, video chatting with him whenever possible, when Gordon wasn’t teaching or Jonah wasn’t on stage, or needed for rehearsals.
Torture. Absolute torture.
In fact, he’d go back to wearing the chastity cage full-time if it meant an easy way to not spend nights apart from Gordon again.
I could quit the band.
Deep inside, despite it being his dream, there was a tiny little parcel of his soul almost hoping Gordon would ask him to quit the band and stay home with him.
He’d do it, too. In a heartbeat. Would he miss it? Absolutely.
But he’d experienced life without Gordon.
It wasn’t the kind of life he wanted. He’d settle for being broke and just getting by with Gordon, over a life of ease and fame without him.
Been there, done that, miserable as fucking hell.
Gordon didn’t teach on Tuesdays and Thursdays, so today they could spend all day wrapped around each other in bed, or in Doyle and Mal’s playroom there at their house. The walls of Gordon’s apartment were thin, and Doyle and Mal had graciously allowed them both full run of the house as well as unhampered access to their private dungeon, so why not take advantage of it?
I wish Gord would go with us on tour.
Gordon would receive credit on the new album for his contributions to it, especially on the track “Word of Mouth.” The video of him and Gordon playing the duet had already gone viral. They were going to make a better version to post, but that was planned for next month.
Then Gordon stretched, sliding his foot down Jonah’s leg as he did before hooking his foot around Jonah’s. “Good morning, boy,” he mumbled.
Jonah nibbled the nape of Gordon’s neck, his cock suddenly rock hard where it was pressed between them and perfectly nestled along the seam of Gordon’s ass. “Good morning, Master.”
Gordon sighed. “Damn, I missed that.” He pulled Jonah’s arm more snugly around his waist. “We don’t need to get up yet, right?”
“We don’t need to get up at all, Master.” He nuzzled his lips along Gordon’s shoulder. “You have me all to yourself for all day. No schedule at all.”
“Perfect.” He turned his head so he could kiss Jonah. “You know, we could go house-hunting before you have to fly out to California.”
A thrill rolled through Jonah. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. Doyle and Mal have been more than generous letting us use their guest room as our personal getaway, but I hate intruding on them. I’d rather be home. Our home. Just one problem.”
“We need a home?”
“Two problems, then.” He rolled to face Jonah and pulled him into his arms. “My apartment doesn’t feel like home anymore. Not without you there for good. I feel a little upended now.”
Guilt filled Jonah’s heart. “Sorry, Sir.”
“No, don’t apologize. It’s a good problem to have, for a change.” He rested his forehead against Jonah’s. “It means my heart is with you. It didn’t take me long to remember how good we are together, and once you were out on tour, it was damn lonely.”
“For me, too.”
Gordon’s blue eyes stared into his for a long moment. “So we’re agreed? We’ll start looking for a house?”
“Can we rent one first?”
Gordon scowled. “Why not buy?”
“Because maybe we’ll find a piece of property we like and want to build one.”
Gordon’s expression immediately softened. “Our dream home that we always talked about.”
“Yeah.” He nuzzled his nose against Gordon’s. “Kind of like this one, only smaller. I don’t want so much property, although the privacy is nice.”
 
* * * *
 
Before Jonah had left him for California three years ago, one of their what-if fantasies had been discussing their dream home.
“Not on the beach,” Gordon said. “That’s too much aggravation in hurricane season, and not nearly enough privacy.”
“Agreed.”
The good kind of fear raced through Gordon. “You don’t want a prenup or anything before we get married on Saturday?”
“No, Master,” Jonah said. “I belong to you. I’m not backing out, you’re not scaring me off, and you can’t say or do anything to make me change my mind, either.”
“Even if I make you quit the band?”
There was a flicker of something in Jonah’s gaze, but his green eyes focused on Gordon, a steady, unwavering stare. “Do you want me to go tell Mal right now? Because I will.”
Gordon wrapped his arms tighter around Jonah. “No,” he said. “I don’t want you to quit the band. I just don’t want you to quit me.”
Jonah draped his leg over Gordon’s, his hand sliding down Gordon’s back to cup his ass. “Gord, I know you have no reason to believe me after what I did. But I promise I’ll show you, every day, that I mean it. However you need me to show you, and as many times as I need to show you. I’ll never stop showing you, either. Just like you showed me you were going to stay sober.”
Gordon drew in a shuddering breath. “Thank you for coming home to me, baby. I love you so much.”
Jonah sweetly smiled before slanting his lips over Gordon’s in a tender kiss that completely melted away all fear, all doubts, all worries. “Love you, too, Master.”
 
Chapter Two
 
Jonah lay there in Gordon’s arms, both of them drifting and dozing, half-awake conversations left unfinished, a sweet peace that had been missing from Jonah’s life for far too long before he’d reunited with Gordon before the tour.
“Remember the night your mom finally realized I’d moved in with you guys?” Jonah asked.
Gord softly snorted. “Yeah. You’d been living there full-time, what, three weeks?”
“Four. She asked why I was doing my laundry there and not at home.”
Gord laughed. “I don’t know how they didn’t hear us fucking. I used to have to gag you to keep you quiet. You moaned like crazy.”
“Have you talked to them lately?” Jonah asked. “I just realized I never asked about them before.”
“Yeah, well, we were a little busy getting back together and fucking each other’s brains out when we weren’t working.”
Jonah nuzzled his shoulder. “That’s not an answer, Gord,” he softly said.
There were few times Jonah willingly took the initiative to trigger them speaking as equals.
Keeping Gordon accountable to himself for his emotions—critical to him maintaining his sobriety—was one of them.
“Months,” Gordon said. “Before you came back. I mean, I see them on Facebook, and we talk on Messenger every few days. I told them we’re back together.”
“Are you inviting them over on Saturday?”
“Why?”
“Because they’re your parents. They might be fucked up, but at least they didn’t kick you or me out.”
“No, they just ran us off by being themselves. I think they liked you better than they liked me, anyway.”
Jonah laced fingers with him and gently squeezed. Gordon’s father was a functional alcoholic, mean at his most drunken times, but he’d held down a job and paid the bills, and while not the best of fathers, he’d been a better father to Jonah than his own father had been, which said a lot.
“They loved you the best they knew how.” Gordon’s mother had gotten pregnant with him when she was sixteen and his father was seventeen. Their parents had forced them to get married, and neither had been truly happy about that.
Their only child had borne the full brunt of that resentment.
Gordon’s mother could be sweet and charming and loving, but when his father started in, the two of them ran an emotional buzzsaw through anyone close by, including Gordon.
He and Gordon had spent plenty of quiet hours literally hiding out in Gordon’s room, careful not to let his parents realize they were there, so they could avoid getting caught in whatever crossfire Gord’s mom and dad dealt out that particular day.
Gordon hadn’t needed to buy alcohol, at first, because he simply stole it from his dad’s stockpile. Gordon started drinking at twelve, just before they’d met, but it didn’t become a serious problem until they reached high school. Then, there were plenty of mornings Jonah covered for a very hungover Gordon, getting him up and helping him get ready for school, even doing some of his school assignments for him the evening before after he’d passed out from drinking following an emotional scourging by one or both parents.
His parents hadn’t realized they were gay, at first. But the two-bedroom house didn’t have a guest room, and Gordon had a full-sized bed. It wasn’t until they were in high school and long after Jonah was living with them that his mom finally guessed they were an actual couple. Ironically, she’d discovered them in the bathroom, with Gordon bent over the toilet and puking in the pre-dawn hours one Saturday morning, and Jonah covering for him, telling her he didn’t feel good, either. That he thought the tuna fish sandwiches they’d had for dinner at a friend’s house had been bad or something.
A lie. Gordon had downed half a bottle of his dad’s vodka, straight, and refilled the bottle with water.
Not that his dad would even notice.
She’d stepped inside the bathroom and pulled the door closed behind her, Gordon miserable and oblivious and still very, very drunk.
Jonah would never forget looking up into her eyes, fear filling him. He’d already been living with them six months, but then he realized she was studying the way his arm was draped around Gordon’s bare shoulders.
How they were both dressed only in briefs.
And he knew. He knew she knew. They’d never told them that Gordon was gay, only that Jonah was and his parents had kicked him out. They’d had just enough parenting instincts to feel sorry for him and officially take him in and get a notarized power of attorney form from Jonah’s parents so they could take care of him in case he got sick or injured, or needed something for school.
They hadn’t even tried to get money from Jonah’s parents. They’d simply taken what they’d had and made it work for both boys.
After a long moment, she’d grabbed a washcloth from the cabinet, wet it, and handed it to him to dab Gordon’s forehead.
“Please, be careful,” was all she’d said to him, nodding as she said it.
And he knew what she meant—be careful being a couple of gay teenage boys in a world that was frequently far from kind and compassionate.
But, as shitty as they were in other ways, at least they’d never hassled them about being gay. To this day, he wasn’t sure if she’d told Gordon’s father about them being a couple, but there were too many things the man overlooked or didn’t say when he obviously could have to be that clueless.
Another bit of guilt that Jonah held, that once he’d left he hadn’t at least contacted them every so often to check in with them.
They had been better parents to him than his own. He’d started calling them Mom and Dad even before he’d moved in.
Jonah was a year and a half older than Gordon, but they’d been in the same grade in school. When they graduated from high school, they’d moved out of Gordon’s parents’ place and into the shitty apartment with the balcony.
That’s where they’d finally felt free.
“Please don’t make excuses for them, Jonah.” Pain jaggedly speared his soft tone, shards slipping into Jonah’s heart on his behalf.
“I’m not.” He took a deep breath. “I’m not excusing them, or enabling them. They were far from perfect. But because of them, I had a home with you. I’m always going to be grateful to them for that, for taking care of me when they didn’t have to, and for letting us be together.”
Gordon pressed his face against Jonah’s shoulder. “Why are we talking about them right now?” he mumbled.
“How do you know they’re okay?”
“Like I said—Facebook. We can pretend to be interested in each other’s lives without actually having to have real-life contact with each other. They don’t need to feel guilty for how they treat me, and I can ignore them for days or even weeks at a time without feeling obligated to engage. Why?”
“I’d like to see them.”
Gordon rolled onto his back and let out a groan. “That is maybe the biggest boner-killer ever.” He finally looked at Jonah. “Loren, the woman who’s going to marry us? She married Doyle and Mevi. She and her husband are kinky. She’s his slave. I want us to have a kinky wedding. I want you, literally, naked and kneeling and wearing nothing but your collar and your ring when we get married. Exactly how are we going to do that with my parents there, huh?”
Jonah cupped Gordon’s face with his hand. “Then let’s take them out to dinner on Sunday and tell them we eloped. Please?”
Another groan. “Really?”
Jonah stared at him, waiting him out.
“Argh! Do you know how I spent last fucking Christmas Day?” Gordon asked.
“How?” Jonah had spent it eating Chinese food in his room and crying over pictures of the two of them.
“I had to go pick them up, for starters, because Dad’s back was messed up and Mom was working on a migraine and couldn’t drive. We drove to fucking Waffle House to eat. I quit counting at ten how many times Dad asked me when I was going to ‘quit fucking around with the music shit and get a real job,’ and also quit counting at ten when Mom asked if I’d heard from you. After I took them home, I ended my day at a meeting up in St. Pete, because I couldn’t find one around here. Let me tell you what, it was a miracle I didn’t have a fucking drink by the time I went to bed that night, because those two people are enough to drive anyone to drink.”
Jonah drew Gordon’s hand to his mouth and feathered his lips over his fingers, all while staring into Gordon’s blue eyes.
Gordon eventually threw his head back. “Fuck! I should beat your goddamned ass for this. Wait, you know what? Don’t fucking move.” He yanked his hand from Jonah’s, climbed out of bed, and stormed out of the bedroom, leaving the bedroom door standing open behind him.
A smile filled Jonah’s face, and he was already rolled onto his stomach, his ass in the air, when Gordon returned a moment later. Jonah closed his eyes, as he heard the door shut and lock, then felt Gordon climb onto the end of the bed.
“Twenty hard ones, boy. For killing my boner by bringing up my parents.”
“Yes, Sir.” Jonah pulled his pillow into his arms and buried his face in it, ready for it.
Gordon didn’t hold back, either. He took his time, soothing each impact with his hand, but they were hard, brutal paddle strokes that Jonah knew would leave bruises.
They were also hardening Jonah’s damn cock.
God, it’s good to be home!
There was nothing playful about any of the strokes. Each loud smack, stingy at first, almost feeling cold before flaming heat washed in as his nerve endings processed the sensation and sent jolts of need straight to his aching cock.
By the time Gordon finished delivering all twenty strokes, Jonah was practically sobbing into the pillow, but like hell did he want his Master to go easy on him.
He preferred Gordon the hard-ass, Gordon the taskmaster, Gordon the man who when he gave Jonah an order, he expected it to be carried out.
The man who, when Jonah would smart off to him and say, “Make me,” had no trouble doing just that.
“Okay, don’t move, boy. You got something else up.”
He felt Gordon climb out of bed and return moments later. Followed by the feel of Gordon’s fingers coated with cool lube and working them into Jonah’s ass.
He moaned into the pillow, unable to help grinding his cock against the bed.
Gordon delivered a stinging slap with his hand. “Ass in the air, boy.”
Jonah grumbled but complied, not-so-secretly pleased at his Master.
Gordon worked three fingers into him, then withdrew them, replacing them with his cock a moment later. “Don’t you fucking come, boy.” That was all the warning he got before Gordon sank his bare cock balls-deep into Jonah’s ass, both of them moaning with pleasure.
Gordon reached down and hooked his forearm around Jonah’s neck, forcing his head up and back. Not quite choking off his air, but the threat of it adding an extra-delicious bite to their sex.
Gordon’s voice rumbled in Jonah’s left ear. “Need to take my boy in hand, don’t I?”
“Yes, Master!” he gasped.
“You can call them later today,” Gordon said, “and see if they’re available Sunday evening. I’m not ready to go visit them yet, though. Not at their home.” Jonah let out a gasp as Gordon thrust again, his balls slapping against Jonah’s red and painful ass cheeks. “Do not tell them we’re getting married Saturday.” He punctuated his words with thrusts. “And tell them nothing other than you returned and we’re back together. They still don’t know about our kinky sides. Understand?”
“Yes, Master!”
“Good boy.” He bit down, hard, on the top of Jonah’s ear as he started grinding his nut out in Jonah’s ass. Every stroke he took pressed against Jonah’s sweet spot and threatened to make him come. He knew there was a growing puddle of pre-cum under him, and he made a mental note to himself to wash their sheets.
Gordon forced Jonah’s head back, holding him like that as he fucked him, building his release until he exploded and fell still with his cock buried deep inside Jonah’s ass.
Finally, Gordon eased his grip around Jonah’s neck and started sucking on his ear, soothing the sting of his bite. “Fair enough?”
Jonah smiled despite his throbbing, unsatisfied cock. “Fair enough, Master.”
Gordon rolled onto his side, taking Jonah with him. “We need to go clean up,” Gord mumbled, already sounding like he was close to falling asleep again.
“Yes, Master.” He wiggled his ass against Gordon, the stinging pain from the paddling making his own neglected cock even harder.
Gordon sighed. “You’re a brat, you know that?”
Jonah found and squeezed one of Gordon’s hands. “But I’m your brat, Master.”
“That you are.”
 
Chapter Three
 
After they cleaned up and Gordon helped Jonah change the sheets, he sent him out to put the dirty set in the washer and bring him back some coffee.
Wearing only his collar and wedding ring, Jonah didn’t hesitate to go do just that. Hell, Mal was usually running around dressed in a similar manner. Doyle rarely allowed Mal clothes when it was just the four of them.
Jonah was surprised to realize it wasn’t even seven in the morning yet. No wonder no one else is up. He started the laundry first before making the coffee, standing there and waiting for it to brew. They likely wouldn’t see much of Mal and Doyle before ten or eleven. Even though Doyle had been with them for most of the tour, Doyle was still working part-time as a counselor, having phone sessions with his clients. So his spare time was spent doing that.
Or doing Mal.
Jonah silently snickered at that thought.
He’d silently envied Mal during their eight-week tour, the pre-concert embrace Doyle would give him, the quiet, private words Doyle would speak to him, the way Doyle would always cup the back of Mal’s head and press a tender kiss to his forehead before sending him out to play.
Mal’s safety net and strength. Both men were recovering alcoholics, Doyle longer than Mal. Doyle had started out as Mal’s hired sober companion before love struck them both. It seemed both men were in solid, steady footing in terms of their recovery.
Jonah hadn’t needed to stay sober, because he’d never been an alcoholic, but he’d followed the plan more for Gordon’s sake, at the time. To know what Gordon needed, and to help him through it. To be his meeting when there wasn’t one to be had and Gordon needed it.
To help remind Gordon he was strong enough to stay sober.
As the heady aroma of coffee filled the kitchen, Jonah closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and let his mind calm and settle and empty for a moment.
He was home.
Well, technically he was home, because it was his temporary permanent address. When Mal hired him for the band, Jonah had been living in a shitty one-room apartment with an air mattress as his only furniture.
He’d literally packed up everything he owned and brought it with him when they came to Florida before the tour.
And that’s when he was coincidentally reunited with Gord.
Fortuitously.
Once there was enough coffee for both of them, he prepared their mugs and headed back to their room, gently nudging the bedroom door shut behind him with his foot. He found Gordon sitting up in bed and watching TV.
“Coffee, Master.” He walked around the far side of the bed, where Gordon was, and handed his mug to him.
“Good boy.” He took a sip, sighing with contentment. “I missed this, baby.”
“Me, too, Sir.” He rounded the bed and climbed back in to snuggle with Gordon. Jonah had bought a single-serve coffeemaker and took it with him on the road, because it was easier to deal with than the shitty little one-cup coffeemakers the hotels usually had. That way, he could have his favorite brew whenever he wanted, as well as share it with others in the band. He and Bonnie, especially, usually needed coffee, as did Mal.
It was a small luxury that would have been unthinkable to him just a few months ago. Then, he would have settled for a cheap cup of coffee from a fast-food restaurant. If he’d had the money to buy a coffeemaker, that money would have gone to paying his cell bill, or rent, or food.
I need to get a new car.
When he caught himself thinking about what kind of used car he’d buy, he stopped himself.
“What’s so funny, baby?” Gord asked.
He looked up at him. “I just realized I’m thinking about money differently now.”
“How so?”
“If you’d told me months ago I’d be stacking paper the way I am right now, I would’ve said hell, yeah, and bought myself a brand new car.”
“Now?”
Jonah tipped his head over onto Gordon’s shoulder. “I’m thinking about buying our house, and getting a good used car that will cost a fraction of a new one. About savings. About our future.”
Gordon set his mug aside, took Jonah’s from him and set it next to his own, then leaned in and kissed him. “I meant it—trial basis. As long as it keeps going well, I won’t make you quit the band. I don’t want to make you quit. I know how much this means to you. I want to make this work, as long as we are still working, too.”
 
* * * *
 
The prickle of tears in his eyes caught Gordon off-guard. He’d thought that he’d finally hit an emotionally level place, especially after getting to vent some sadistic energy on Jonah that morning.
Nope.
His boy never ceased to amaze him despite all the years between them.
Maybe the three years they spent apart were what would make sure they made it forever together.
Gordon shoved the covers off and patted his thigh. “Come here, baby.”
Jonah knew what he meant. He sat up and turned, swinging a leg over Gordon to straddle him, facing him, his hands resting on Gordon’s shoulders.
Face-to-face like this, they’d had pretty intense conversations and even more intense sex. “Come with me to work tomorrow,” Gordon said. “Please?”
“Are you asking me or telling me, Sir?”
“Asking.” Gordon stroked Jonah’s thighs, gently raking his nails up and down his boy’s flesh in that way he knew he loved. And Jonah’s cock, which had wilted a little during his venture out to do laundry and fetch their coffee, perked right back up again.
There was the adorable head-tilt Jonah had. “Why?”
“I’d like you to see what I do for a living, and I’d love to put on a demo for the kids. This is what I teach—what you and I do. I mean, I teach some basic guitar, but mostly it’s intermediate and advanced classes I teach, fingerstyle and classical/Spanish. I’d love them to see us together, how we play.”
“You want me to play for your students?”
Gordon studied his boy’s eyes, the clouds filling that sweet green gaze of his. His ginger-haired boy, his scruffy beard and mustache—his handsome boy, his heart, his soul.
“Why wouldn’t I?” Gordon asked.
“I mean…I’m not famous.”
“They’ve seen the video. I didn’t even have to tell them about it. They came in the next day after it dropped, some of them even asking me for my autograph. They know who you are.”
A hint of fear now furrowed Jonah’s brow. “Who’d you tell them I am to you?” he quietly asked.
“The truth.”
An eyebrow arched.
“I meant,” Gordon clarified, “the age-appropriate, vanilla-friendly truth. That you’re my boyfriend.”
More doubt clouded his gaze. “You’re allowed to do that?”
Gordon held up his hands and waggled his fingers at Jonah, who laced fingers with him. “We have gay teachers at Sorrellson. It’s not a secret. There’s a very strict code of conduct for staff, students, and parents. There’s also a huge-ass waiting list to be admitted. No one dares to mouth off, because if they do, they can be fired, or the student expelled, and their place will be filled before end-of-day.”
Jonah seemed to need a moment. His gaze dropped to their hands, seeming to especially focus on the shiny gold band on his left ring finger.
“On one condition, Master,” Jonah finally said, lifting his gaze to meet Gordon’s.
Jonah rarely negotiated. Rarely. Usually, he obeyed without question when Gordon asked him to do something, unless there was a physical or practical reason why he couldn’t do it. In those cases he always explained the why to Gordon so he could rethink the order.
Negotiate?
Very rarely.
And when he did, Gordon knew it was because whatever it was he was negotiating for was very dear to him. “Let’s hear it first, boy. You know the rule.”
“I want to go out shopping this afternoon,” he softly said. “I want to buy a ring for you, too.”
Gordon’s eyes dropped closed and he breathed through the threatening tears. Dammit, he was an emotional mess this morning. He finally sniffled them back and opened his eyes to find Jonah waiting, his gaze fixed on Gordon.
“Is that all?”
Jonah shook his head.
“What’s your other condition? Or is there more than one more?”
Jonah brought their hands to his lips and kissed Gordon’s fingers. “I want you to wear it from now on, and tell them I’m your husband. Well, that we’re getting married Saturday.”
Gordon didn’t even bother trying to blink those tears away. “Deal.” He leaned forward for a kiss, slanting his lips over Jonah’s, his tongue teasing along them, awaiting his submission.
After a breath, they parted for him, Jonah’s tongue meeting his, playfully, sweetly. “My husband,” Gordon whispered against Jonah’s lips. “My sweet, handsome husband.” He gently nibbled Jonah’s lower lip, sucking on it.
A soft, needy whimper escaped Jonah when Gordon’s hands slowly squeezed tighter on Jonah’s and he drew back just a hair with his kiss, making Jonah chase him.
Between them, both their cocks were hard now, and Gord knew he couldn’t deny his boy much longer.
He had been so good for him, taking the spanking without complaint.
The fact that Jonah had wanted and enjoyed the spanking wasn’t important, and totally beside the point.
Releasing Jonah’s hands, Gordon grabbed his hips and urged him to sit up so he could shift a little down the bed, enough he could bend his knees so Jonah could lean back against him like that. Then he reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the lube, drizzling a little just over Jonah’s cock.
He put it aside and smiled up at him, lacing his hands behind his head as he settled in for the show. “Make yourself come, baby, then you can stroke one out of me. Use your left hand.”
Immediately, he spotted his boy’s tells that subspace had slammed back into him. The way his eyes softened at the outer edges, his brows lifting a little, lips parted. Jonah reached down, a smile curving those gorgeous, kiss-swollen lips of his as he obviously realized why Gordon had ordered him to do it southpaw this morning.
The wedding band.
Gordon watched, entranced as Jonah slowly slicked the lube up and down his shaft, knowing exactly how Gordon wanted this.
He wanted to watch.
He wanted to focus on every tiny detail.
He wanted to be looking into his boy’s eyes when he came.
Countless times they’d started or ended a day like this, with Gordon ordering him to masturbate for him before getting him off.
Jonah liked to put on a show for him, too. He kept his bush trimmed short, just long enough the fuzz wasn’t scratchy against Gordon’s face for when he wanted to go down on Jonah. More importantly, it gave Gordon an unimpeded view of what belonged to him—his boy’s sweet cock, those low-hanging balls that bounced with every stroke he took. Jonah’s cock thickened in his hand, now at full length. Every vein stood out as it darkened with blood flowing into it. His right hand reached down and tugged on his balls, up to his right nipple, which he pinched and rolled between his fingers, to the left, back down again. A three-point dance he repeated as he slowly stroked himself.
There was always something incredibly erotic and vulnerable about watching him do this. When they were younger, the first time Gordon had asked to watch him, they’d already been having sex for weeks.
When Jonah had at first refused, turning dark red in the face, Gordon had finally persuaded him to say yes by tying his hands behind him and teasing his cock, sucking him, stroking him, but not letting him come, and by stroking his own cock to further tease him until Jonah begged to do it for Gordon, just to be allowed to finally dome.
The adorably bashful way Jonah had done it, too, eyes closed, face turned away from him, until Gordon had kissed him and made him look him in the eyes.
He never took his boy’s vulnerabilities for granted, ever.
Which was why Gordon loved to watch him.
Because this was a show no one else had seen—or ever would see—but him.
Another rule about these shows was that Jonah was allowed to take his time, unless specifically ordered to hold it, and come whenever he wanted to. Fast or slow, frantic or languid, it was up to him.
“Love you so much, boy,” Gordon whispered, but Jonah was already down the rabbit hole, too far gone to talk. His gaze anchored to Gordon’s as his hands worked his body, delicate fingers sliding up and down his cock, pre-cum and lube mixing as he stroked his shaft.
At the top of every stroke, he played his fingers over the head, teasing his glans and frenulum, back down again. Like Gordon, Jonah was circumcised, and he knew if he had his mouth on it that the head would feel hot and smooth, pulsing under his tongue.
Jonah started rocking back and forth with his thrusts. That’s when Gordon shifted his hands to Jonah’s hips, holding on, working with him, part of this and yet apart from it, participant and watcher, witness and confessor. With his thumbs Gordon lightly stroked the hollows in front of Jonah’s hipbones, loving the way he shivered and threw his head back.
This would be a long ride today, Gordon could tell. With this there was no in between, usually. Either hard and fast and intense, or a dance, a concert, an opera of pleasure and pure, unfettered need.
Damn, I’ve missed this so much.
They’d only done this a couple of times following Jonah’s return to him, before he left on tour, not always having the time for it, because they both knew Gordon loved it long.
Jonah’s hand on his cock slowed, squeezing at the base, along the shaft, at the head, his other hand once again on his balls and slowing, driving back his release. Head tipped forward, he sucked in a long breath, held it, and slowly let it out while Gordon massaged his hips.
Once again, his gaze found Gordon’s and he started over. Stroking, playing, teasing.
Gordon’s cock leaked pre-cum over his abs, and he swiped two fingers through it, gathering it and feeding it to Jonah.
His boy’s eyes took on emerald depths as his passion built and grew, that inner furnace burning brightly between them.
All of this—at their center was the primal, raw passion. It had pulled Gordon back from the brink of self-destruction, and had allowed Jonah to bare his soul to make amends.
It glued them together at a cellular level.
It melded and mended their hearts, stitched together their tattered souls, and drove away any possible lingering doubts still trying to gain a toehold in Gordon’s mind.
His boy.
His. Always his.
Just like he’d always been Jonah’s. Neither of them knew anyone or anything else.
First…last…only.
Jonah went through two more cycles before he tipped himself too far over the edge to pull back. When he finally stroked himself to completion he circled his head with his thumb and fingers, focusing on the head with short, rapid strokes, milking ropes of cum from his cock and all over Gordon’s.
Gordon’s fingers clamped down around Jonah’s hips. It was that or he’d take over, and that’s not how this particular game was played.
He felt the heat of every splash of cum that landed on his cock, his abs. Once Jonah caught his breath, he reached down with his left hand and gathered it up, using it as lube to stroke Gordon’s cock.
“Fuuuck, yeah, boy,” Gordon whispered as Jonah’s fingers encircled him.
He started slowly, differently than he’d stroked himself. Jonah knew Gordon’s body every bit as well as Gordon knew Jonah’s.
He slid his hands around to cup Jonah’s ass and squeeze.
Leaning his head back against the headboard, Gordon watched his eyes, watched Jonah watching him, the devious little smile his boy flashed him.
In this way, too, Jonah was in control now.
He leaned in as he stroked Gordon’s cock, not quite close enough to kiss, though. “Maaaaster,” he whispered, that sexy sing-song voice he always used. “My Maaaaaaster.”
Gordon’s fingers dug into Jonah’s ass, making him bite down on his lower lip and even making his spent cock twitch where it was lying against Gordon’s flesh.
One long, rainy Monday afternoon a few months after they’d moved into the shitty apartment, they’d both had the afternoon off. They’d cracked open a window enough to smell and hear the rain, turned off the radio, and had literally spent hours like this, first Jonah stroking himself, then stroking Gordon.
Once they’d both come, they’d done it again.
And again.
Back then, they were horny all day, it felt like. They had two states—horny and exhausted.
Even exhausted, sometimes they still managed to get it up and get each other off.
No, when they were together, Gordon had no desire to make his boy go days without coming.
He loved watching him come, hearing him come.
Gordon glanced down to watch Jonah’s hand, the way his wedding band flashed in the light as he stroked him. No porn could ever compare to this.
Ever.
His willing, ready boy.
His heart and soul.
His.
Gordon tipped his head back, catching Jonah’s smile as their gazes met once more. “My boy,” Gordon whispered.
Jonah’s smile widened. “Always yours.”
Over the next timeless while, Gordon alternated between squeezing Jonah’s gorgeously fuckable ass and holding on to his hips. It was that, or not be able to help himself and take over fisting his cock, because that was the unwritten rule to this delicious game.
He was in his boy’s hands.
Because he trusted his boy the way his boy trusted him.
“Best boy ever,” Gordon said.
Jonah’s cock had finished hardening. “Your only boy.”
“Only boy I want or need, ever.”
He didn’t understand why Jonah’s eyes suddenly went bright, blinking, until Gordon realized he was crying. “Only man I ever have or ever will want, ever.” But before Gordon could stop him, question him, Jonah’s hand sped up, and before another thought could enter Gordon’s brain, he came.
He wrapped his arms around Jonah and pulled him against his chest as Jonah cried. “I missed you so fucking much, Gord,” he tearfully said.
Gord held him, gently rocking him. “I missed you, too, baby. I’m so glad you’re home.”
“I mean before. While I was a fucking dumbass. I don’t think I could have lived with myself if something had happened to you and I never had a chance to apologize, or tell you I love you, or make things right with you.”
Gordon eased them over onto their sides, blinking away his own tears now. “Me, either, baby. Me, either.”
 
Chapter Four
 
When Gordon and Jonah finally emerged from their bedroom a little after eleven, they found Mal and Doyle in the kitchen.
Like Jonah, Mal wore nothing but his leather collar and wedding ring.
Doyle was sitting at the breakfast bar and perusing something on his tablet, while Mal was working on putting together breakfast.
“Would you guys like some breakfast?” Mal asked. “Omelets and pancakes.”
Gordon looked to Doyle first, as a matter of respect, even though Doyle had, weeks earlier, assured Gordon it was okay to accept if Mal offered to make him food or get him a drink or something.
Doyle nodded, and Gordon turned to Jonah. “Yes, thanks, Mal. Boy, please help him.”
This, too, had also been settled weeks ago—that Jonah could also reciprocate like this, helping cook or clean up the kitchen, or, as they already were this morning, doing laundry.
The first thing Jonah did was refill Gordon’s coffee. As Gordon climbed onto one of the stools at the breakfast bar, Jonah set about helping make breakfast, while the two Doms talked.
“Any plans today?” Doyle smiled. “I honestly didn’t expect to see you both out and about. I figured you’d send your boy to the kitchen for food runs and both of you would stay in your room today.”
“We’re going to go run an errand. Jonah wants to buy me a ring today.”
“Congratulations again. Loren’s all set for Saturday afternoon, and we’re going to cook steaks on the grill and have a cake. No arguments, either. We want to do it for you.”
“Thanks. And we won’t argue with a thing. We greatly appreciate all you’ve done for us.”
“That’s what friends do,” Doyle said. “Especially friends in common, as they say. Doubly so where recovery is involved. Is there anyone else you wanted to invite?”
Gordon watched as Jonah glanced his way, but he shook his head.
“I think we’re good. The band won’t be upset that we didn’t ask them, will they?”
“No. Since they all know you two have a dynamic like we do, they understand that we sometimes will do things…nontraditionally.” He smiled again. “Makes life easier on us in that way, at least.”
“We have them trained,” Mal joked, making Jonah snicker.
 
* * * *
 
After lunch, and a shower, Gordon and Jonah headed out in Gordon’s SUV.
“I hate that I can’t even drive you places,” Jonah said. He wanted to be taking care of Gordon, not the other way around.
“We’ll get you added to my insurance,” Gordon told him. “I need to stop by the apartment to check my mail, too.”
Jonah reached over and rested his hand on Gordon’s thigh.
“Do you have a preference where you want to go?” Gordon asked him.
“Wherever you bought mine is fine, Sir.”
Gordon’s hand settled over Jonah’s, his fingers curling around Jonah’s. “I’ll leave it up to you if you want to change your name or not.” But the tone he said it in sounded…wrong.
Too quiet.
“Gordon, I’m taking your name. I don’t give a shit about that. I want the world to know I belong to you.”
“What about the work you’ve already done?”
“So?”
He went quiet again for a few moments. “How about hyphenating it? Jonah Yeager-Pope.”
“It’s not like I have a massive backlist, Sir. The band can change what little I have now, because it’s all digital, so far. When the album drops, I’ll have them credit me as Jonah Pope.”
“What about Luke?”
“What about him?”
“What if he tries to find you?”
“Gordon.” That was as close to a red as Jonah had ever called with him, for anything.
Jonah needed a moment to regroup, to suck in air, to…fucking think.
Now he understood why Gordon had reacted the way he had earlier, when Jonah had asked about calling his parents.
Finally, he faced Gordon. “If Luke was going to try to find me, he would have done so by now. I never blocked him or my parents on Facebook, even though they threw me out. He probably barely remembers me. He was, what, six? Seven?”
He’d only seen Luke one time after his parents threw him out, and that was that next Christmas Eve. Both his parents always had to work on that day, and he knew the next-door neighbor would be babysitting his little brother, as she always did.
Gordon’s mom, Heather, had driven them there so Jonah could take Luke the stuffed dog he knew his little brother had wanted right before Jonah had been kicked out.
No matter how much Gordon rightfully hated his own parents for his dysfunctional childhood, Jonah would never forget the kindness Gordon’s mother had done him that day. They’d gone with her to Walmart, where she’d done her shopping, and she’d caught him standing there, crying as he stared at the stupid display of stuffed animals.
When he finally admitted why, she bought it for him to give to Luke, including trying to help him figure out when would be best to go.
And she’d taken both of them, because Jonah had needed Gordon’s emotional support. Gordon had waited in the car at her command while she walked Jonah to the neighbor’s front door and knocked. The backup plan had been to give it to the neighbor to give to Luke for him.
But little Luke had run up to him and cried, wrapped his arms around Jonah and begged him not to leave again.
And yet, he had to go. Mostly because Jonah was honestly afraid his father might kill him if he stayed and caught him there. He told Luke the dog was from Gordon’s parents, afraid if his parents knew the truth that they might take it from him.
The neighbor had been sympathetic to Jonah, had even offered to let him stay there with her when the explosion had happened, but Jonah had literally been afraid for his own safety, and hers. At least over at Gordon’s he knew Gord’s dad, Craige, could protect them. Gordon’s dad was three times larger than his own father, and while he’d been a snarly asshole during his most drunken of states, he’d never gotten physically violent. If anything, Gordon’s father reacted with what passed for protective anger when he’d found out about Jonah being thrown out.
It was the only reason the two of them had lived with Gordon’s parents as long as they had, instead of running away together before they graduated from high school. They knew they’d need their high school diplomas, at the very least, to get jobs.
Luke was now going to college in Tennessee on a baseball scholarship, that much Jonah did know. He’d never reached out to him once he discovered him on Facebook two years ago for fear of rejection, or of incurring their parents’ wrath. At the time, Jonah was still struggling over having left Gordon, and being rejected by his own brother would have finished him off emotionally.
He didn’t know if Luke ever looked for him, or if his parents even told him the truth. For all he knew, Luke might think he was dead.
It didn’t matter. He’d missed his brother’s life, and he didn’t want to intrude.
“I’m sorry,” Gordon said, squeezing his hand. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”
“It’s okay. It’s just something I’ve come to accept the way it is. My parents should never have bred to start with. I’d rather remember him as the little guy who followed us around and who I read stories to when Mom and Dad had to work late, and it was my job to feed him dinner and put him to bed.”
They arrived at the jewelry store and it gave Jonah a little thrill when Gordon held out his hand to Jonah to take and walk in together. Apparently the first clerk they encountered was the same one who’d helped Gordon, because she recognized him instantly and smiled.
“Did it fit?”
Gordon grinned and held up Jonah’s left hand to show her. “Perfectly.”
She clapped her hands together. “Awesome! Congratulations!”
“Now we’re here so I can buy him one,” Jonah said, liking her already.
“Did you want a matching one?”
“Yes, please.” Later, they could buy new ones, if they wanted. For now, even though he really did want to get Gordon the fanciest, flashiest one he could find, it was more important to him to match.
It was a nearly desperate need welling inside him.
She sized Gordon’s ring finger, and when she brought the matching one out, he was both thrilled and dismayed to see how little it cost. Surely a lot to a part-time teacher, and he would have thought it was a lot just a couple of months ago, too. But he’d wanted to spend more on his Master, be able to finally give him all the things he’d never been able to before.
He slipped it on Gordon’s finger, staring into his blue eyes as he did. “Forever,” he whispered.
There wasn’t anything he wouldn’t have given or paid for the smile that lit Gordon’s eyes from within in a way Jonah had never seen before, a joy he never knew his guy could feel.
“Forever,” Gordon said.
 
* * * *
 
Once they were at Gordon’s apartment, he handed Jonah his phone. “I’ll go walk down to the mailbox to check my mail,” he quietly said.
“Why didn’t you do that when we drove in?”
Gordon arched an eyebrow at Jonah, who finally put it together. “Ah, sorry.”
“You know my lock code. Besides, she won’t recognize your number. That means she won’t answer. I’ll walk slow.” He slipped out before Jonah could stop him.
Jonah settled onto the couch—their old leather couch—and called up her number in Gordon’s contacts. One of the conditions about Jonah coming back was that Gordon had free access to his phone, his e-mail, social media—everything. Likewise, at any time, Jonah could request access to Gordon’s and he’d receive it. He had all of Gordon’s passwords, but it was a protocol for them, and one Jonah wouldn’t dare breach, because Gordon hadn’t been the one who had the problem last time. Not the problem that nuked them.
It’d been him, letting Josh talk him into thinking there were problems between him and Gordon that never were there, letting him light dark and evil fires in his brain, convincing Jonah that Gordon was just jealous and trying to hold him back.
He’d never doubt Gordon again.
Ever.
He called Heather Pope’s number and felt his stomach clench as the call connected and started to ring. He wasn’t expecting it when she answered instead of voice mail.
“Hey, Gordo.”
“Hey, Mom. It’s not Gord, it’s me.”
There was a pause, and he felt the tears already building and falling as she softly gasped. “Jonah, honey?”
Oh, shit. “Yeah, it’s me.” He sobbed. “I’m home, Mom. I’m back with Gord.”
“Oh, sweetheart! We’ve missed you so much!” Now she was crying, and part of him felt guilty that he had a better relationship with Gordon’s parents than Gordon did, but the part of his brain he currently couldn’t access, the one who’d been through recovery programs and knew that an addict and codependents had different paths to take, would process it all later.
They talked for a few minutes, and he told her the truth—that a guy had lied to him and talked him into going to LA, but when he got there, he realized it was just that, a series of lies. That coincidence had finally brought him and Gordon back together three months earlier, the tour, everything.
Well, except for the fact that they were kinky and getting married on Saturday.
In fact, that’s where he flat-out lied.
“And I asked Gordon if I could tell you this part, so please don’t be mad at him.”
“What, honey?”
“We eloped this week. We’re married.”
“Married? Really?”
“Yeah. I decided if he’s stubborn enough to take me back, I’m stubborn enough to let him.”
She started crying again. “Oh, my gosh! I can’t wait to tell Craige, he’ll be so happy for you both!”
He knew that, before he left Florida, Craige was trying to get into recovery. He’d had a scare where he’d awakened in his car, in a parking lot, and had no recollection of how he’d gotten there. Fortunately, there was no damage on his car anywhere.
But Heather had confided in him that Craige was trying AA. He only hoped the man was still trying.
“How’s Dad?”
She sighed. “He just got his six-month token. He slipped and had a beer one night, but just the one beer. He immediately started going to daily meetings again.”
“Are things better?”
“I think so. I’m seeing a counselor, too. Gordon doesn’t know any of this, though. I won’t ask you to lie to him, but…”
The silence spun out between them. He’d been honest with her about how hurt Gordon had been growing up, about his own battle with alcoholism, things Gordon had never confronted them with himself.
“You’d rather me not tell him?” Jonah asked. “Still?”
“Will it do any good? Honestly?”
“I don’t know. But we’d like to have dinner with you on Sunday. We’ll take you out, our treat. I just got back from the tour last night.”
“We’d love to! It’ll be so good to see you again.”
“You know Gordon’s teaching, right? I guess Dad was riding him pretty hard at Christmas, he told me.”
She sighed. “You know how Craige is. He’s really proud of him, though. He tells everyone about him teaching at Sorrellson. It’s very prestigious around here.” Her tone softened. “And he’s proud of you, too. Our bonus son.”
He choked back another sob. “I’m so sorry I cut you all out of my life, Mom. Then I lost my phone and didn’t have your numbers anymore. I’m sorry, Mom. I miss you guys so much.”
“It’s okay, sweetie. Make sure to give me your new number.”
“I’ll text you when I get done. It’s not a Florida zip code.”
She hesitated. “Have you been…safe?”
There were a lot of ways to interpret that comment, so he went with the obvious. “I haven’t been with anyone but Gord, and I guess he hadn’t been with anyone but me. I was a dumbass for three freaking years, but we still loved each other. Thankfully I didn’t do anything I couldn’t fix.”
“Oh, sweetie. Maybe you can help us all mend some fences around here now.”
 
* * * *
 
When Gordon finally returned to the apartment, Jonah was still talking to his mom. From the way he was sniffling, he knew both of them had been crying.
That was fair. He knew damn well his parents had missed Jonah.
He just wished they’d fussed over him as much as they did his boy.
Instead of standing there listening, he headed into the bedroom and shut the door so he could sort through his mail. Not a lot, mostly junk, but sure, he’d peruse the T-shirt catalog that was geared to old people who had a bazillionty grandkids, wanted T-shirts to declare that fact, and also possessed disposable income, and which was addressed to the previous tenant or Current Occupant.
Because why fucking not?
He flopped back on his bed, definitely not wanting to go out there and pitch a tantrum that his mother’s favorite non-son had returned to the roost. It wasn’t Jonah’s fault his parents were fucked up, and Gordon damn well knew it. Thanks to his parents, they’d been able to be together in the first place. They’d taken Jonah in when they just as easily could have referred it to social services and Jonah would have ended up in foster care.
He’d never begrudge them loving Jonah.
It just…
Stung.
No number of meetings could lessen that sting, either.
A few minutes later, he heard a knock on the door.
“Yeah.”
Jonah opened it. “She said congratulations, she loves you, and they’ll be happy to have dinner with us Sunday.”
“Yay,” he quietly said. “Whoopee.”
Jonah settled on the edge of the bed. “I apologized to her for leaving. Told her the truth, that it wasn’t your fault.”
“Thank you, because I think she thought I was lying to them about what happened.”
Jonah’s hand gently settled over Gordon’s stomach. “Thank you, Master.”
“For what?”
“For letting me call her and for agreeing to go to dinner with them.”
He finally covered Jonah’s hand with his. “You’re welcome, boy.”
“I’m sorry I wasn’t around to run interference with them for you, Master.”
Gordon sighed. “That’s not your job, Jonah.” He finally met his boy’s gaze. “I mean, I know you always did it automatically, but it’s not your job. You have nothing to feel guilty about in that respect. I should feel thankful they weren’t like your parents.”
Jonah lay down next to him and snuggled against his side, draped over him, holding his left hand up next to Gordon’s. Their rings both brightly shone in the light.
“This is a day I never thought would happen,” Jonah admitted. “It’s a dream come true.” He nipped Gordon’s earlobe. “My old man.”
That popped Gordon’s bubble of aggravation and cleared the way for sunlight to once again stream into his soul as he laughed. “Your old man, huh? Remind me, again, who’s older, Mr. Thirty-Two?”
“Hey, I’m your old man, too.” Jonah rolled on top of him, and Gordon’s hands settled on his ass, tucking into his back pockets like he always used to do. “Is this our old bed?” Jonah asked.
“Yeeessss?”
“Lot of memories embedded in this mattress.” Jonah smiled down at him.
“And in that couch out there. Thank god it can’t talk.”
Jonah snorted. “Or the coffee table.”
“So our new house needs to have at least one room we can use as a dungeon, and preferably enough room between us and neighbors that we can play without incurring 911 calls every time.”
“Let’s build a house.”
Gordon stared up at him. “You don’t want to look for one?”
“Let’s see how much those properties are going for near Doyle and Mal. That’d be perfect. We could build a house, the way we want. Our house. And then we’d be close to them for the studio.”
“Those are pricey properties,” Gordon said. “I know you’ve been gone a couple of years, but that’s prime real estate out there. Five-acre lots.”
“I know. But with what we just made, and what I’m going to be making, we can afford it. Once we build it, that’s the biggest expense.”
Gordon studied him. “Taxes, insurance, upkeep. I’m making part-time teacher pay right now, Jonah. We have to plan ahead. I won’t tap into my savings for this.”
“I can buy the property. It can’t be more than a hundred grand. I have that and more. We sit on it until we have the money for building a house.” His smile faded. “Or are you thinking you’re going to make me quit the band? Because if you are, just tell me, it’s okay.”
Gordon sighed. “No, I meant it—I’m not going to make you quit, as long as we’re okay.”
“Can we at least call the real estate agent and price it out?”
He finally nodded. “Next week. Tomorrow, you’re going to work with me, and Saturday is our wedding, and then…”
“Sunday,” Jonah said. “The ’rents.”
“Yeah,” Gordon grumbled. “The ’rents.”
 
Chapter Five
 
Friday morning, Jonah couldn’t contain the thrill of excitement that he would be spending the day at work with Gordon.
Of course he knew he had to be on his best behavior, no PDAs of any kind.
But he’d get to meet Gordon’s “kids.” Not like they’d ever have children.
That was one thing they’d agreed on a long time ago, that children were not for them. With their shared shitty parental experiences, they were content loving each other and being a family of two. Maybe, eventually, they’d get a dog or something, but even that was in the future.
Right now, they wanted to focus on them, and their careers. It wasn’t being selfish, it was being practical.
Jonah felt underdressed in his plain black T-shirt and jeans, when compared to Gordon and his button-down with the Sorrellson logo on it and his necktie.
With his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, Gordon had a hot-teacher vibe going on that Jonah knew he’d be thinking about for a looooong time to come.
Gordon had already cleared him to be a guest at the school today, and they signed him in via the office and gave him a guest pass when they arrived. The first class of the day was high-school-aged kids taking advanced classical guitar. Jonah brought his, and his mandolin, at Gordon’s request.
Once the bell rang to start class, Gordon smiled as he addressed the class. “So we have a special guest today.”
Two of the students immediately gasped when they realized who Jonah was, even before Gordon introduced him. Gordon let them ask questions, and they peppered Jonah with queries about the band, touring, and, of course, Mevi Maynard.
Once he and Jonah started playing, though, all of them looked awestruck. The two of them played “Word of Mouth” like they did in the video, Gordon on guitar and Jonah on mandolin. Then Jonah switched to his guitar for several of their old favorite duets, demonstrating how just because a song was classical, didn’t mean it had to be boring. Or how to take a modern song and play it classical style.
By the time the first class ended—far too soon for Jonah—he realized he was having a blast.
“Now I see why you love this,” he told Gordon.
“Right? And next year, I’m probably going to be full-time. My classes are full this year, and they’re talking about adding more instructors.” He arched an eyebrow at him. “You’d look hot in this.” He pointed a thumb at his own shirt, and Jonah laughed.
“You think so?”
“I know so. Just keep it in mind that you always have a safety net with me.”
Jonah knew Gordon still worried about possibly losing him to the band, but that wouldn’t happen. He’d gladly quit and apply to teach in a heartbeat if he needed to for Gordon’s peace of mind, but it’d be nice to have the money to build their dream house.
For now, he’d follow his heart personally and professionally.
But if the path diverged too far from Gordon, he’d adjust course immediately and always choose his man.
He wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.
 
* * * *
 
Saturday afternoon was rainy, but on Doyle and Mal’s lanai, the roof overhang more than comfortably kept them dry so they could hold the wedding out there and grill steaks.
And yes, Gordon had Jonah strip, except for his leather collar, and kneel for the ceremony. Not that Jonah minded.
They’d asked Loren to keep it short and include their collaring vows as part of it, too. Doyle had taken staged pictures of them all earlier—with clothes and without the collar—so they had a “vanilla-friendly” picture to show others.
“Do you, Jonah, take Gordon to be your lawfully wedded husband and Master? To have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or for worse, in sickness and in health, to love, honor, cherish, and obey for as long as you both shall live?”
Jonah looked up from where he was kneeling on Gordon’s right side. “I do.”
“Do you, Gordon, take Jonah to be your lawfully wedded husband and slave? To have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or for worse, in sickness and in health, to love, honor, cherish, and protect for as long as you both shall live?”
Gordon smiled down at him, and it looked like peace filled his Sir’s soul. “I do.”
“Exchange rings,” she said.
They did, the metal bands still warm from having been taken off only minutes before.
“Both of you, repeat after me: With this ring, I thee wed.”
They did.
“By the power vested in me by the State of Florida, I pronounce you husband and husband, and witness you as Master and slave. Kiss your boy.”
Gordon took his hands and helped him to his feet, pulling him into his arms and laying a deep, sweet kiss on him that he knew he’d remember for the rest of his life.
For the rest of the afternoon, Gordon let him wear shorts, simply because Gordon didn’t want to risk making Loren uncomfortable despite her and her husband saying they were okay with it, and despite Doyle keeping Mal naked.
At the end of the day, with the marriage license properly filled out and the leftovers put away, Gordon led Jonah to bed and made love to him.
Well, after he’d taken him into the playroom and laid some well-placed cane marks up and down his ass and the backs of his thighs, but he kept the scene short because they were both tired.
It’d been a big day, emotionally.
And Jonah couldn’t be happier how it played out.
 
* * * *
 
Gordon had originally planned to spend their wedding night caning his boy nearly bloody, except he realized that a) they still had over a week before Jonah would have to fly to LA, and b) he didn’t want to burn his boy out that quickly and not be able to do any kind of impact play with him for the rest of Jonah’s time off, and c) they’d stayed up late Friday night talking.
About Gordon’s parents, about his recovery, about their goals together as a couple.
Yes, he’d even admitted to Jonah that part of him hoped Jonah might want to teach next year, because he knew he could get him a position if he applied now.
And Gordon admitted he knew that wasn’t fair to Jonah.
He wasn’t perfect.
He readily admitted that.
And still his boy married him today.
Which was why, right now, he was happy to be curled up on his side, with Jonah in a sixty-nine with him, and taking their time pleasuring each other. There was something to be said about sweet, slow teasing when you knew someone’s body as well as they knew each other.
Finally, after they’d sucked a load of cum out of each other, Jonah turned around and they held each other, face-to-face, forehead-to-forehead, legs entwined.
“Huuuusband,” Jonah whispered in that sweet, playful, sing-song voice he had that charmed Gordon every damn time. “My huuuusbaaaaand.”
Gordon chuckled. “Myyyy huuuuuusbaaaaand.”
They laughed together, and in moments like this, Gordon swore he heard them as kids, at fourteen and eighteen and twenty-one, all the history between them, all the years of love and learning and creating their memories together.
“So which of us is the crazier one, huh?” Jonah teased. “Me for marrying you, or you for marrying me?”
“I think it’s a draw,” Gordon admitted. “Because we’re both pretty damn nuts.”
“This is true.” Jonah nuzzled Gordon’s face. “Myyy olllld maaaan.”
Gordon burst out laughing. “Myyyy old maaaannnnnn.”
Jonah caressed Gordon’s cheek. “I know you always swore back then you’d find a way to marry me, but I honestly never planned to hold you to it. I never thought we’d be able to do it, unless we went to another country or something. Then we could do it, but we didn’t, and then…”
Gordon cupped Jonah’s face in his hands. “Past is past. We’re here, now. Those three years are gone, but we have something even more precious—hindsight.”
“And your parents.” Jonah smiled.
Gordon rolled his eyes. “Don’t remind me.”
 
Chapter Six
 
Gordon wasn’t sure if he felt resentful or relieved that Sunday dinner with his parents went…not sucky.
Resentful that it felt like they were more happy to see Jonah back than they were to see him at all, and relieved for the obvious reasons.
Still, it was something he knew he’d have to digest and work on. If nothing else, Jonah was happy to spend time with them.
For that reason alone, Gordon ticked the win column. Because keeping his boy happy was his priority.
That first week when Jonah headed back to LA was the hardest on Gordon. They talked as much as they could, but by Wednesday, Gordon felt the deep, aching pangs he’d experienced during their separation during Jonah’s first tour with the band, pangs Gordon had hoped wouldn’t return, now that Jonah was legally his husband.
Alone in his apartment, Gordon sat on his sofa with his guitar in his lap and a notebook at his side. It was almost too quiet without Jonah there, but at least he felt comforted knowing he’d be reunited with his boy in two days, when he flew out to LA to be with him.
Meanwhile, he’d been playing around with some lyrics to go with music he’d been writing off and on for a while, since Jonah left on the first tour. He’d never claim to be as talented as Mal or Rich when it came to composing, but he wanted to do this for Jonah.
A gift from the heart, something he knew his boy would appreciate.
 
Summer and winter, survived it again.
Missing you madly, this wasn’t the plan.
To have and to hold, and to find you, and then
Now I know for certain, to lose you’s a sin.
 
He hadn’t settled on a title for it yet, had only two verses finished and was still waffling on the chorus and bridge. The only thing he did know was he wanted it in three-quarter time, a callback to “Word of Mouth” and playing together on that song.
It would be a belated wedding gift for his boy. Since he’d dumped most of the money he’d earned so far from working with Mal and the band into his savings account, he really didn’t have money for a nice gift for Jonah.
He wanted a house. Their own home, even if they couldn’t build their dream home. When they’d told Doyle and Mal about possibly buying one of the four properties that were still for sale, the two men, who hadn’t realized that many were available, made them an offer—they’d buy the properties and hold on to them as a real estate investment, for now. If or when Gordon and Jonah were going to buy one, they’d sell it to them for what they’d paid for it and closing costs. They’d even finance it for them, if they needed.
That meant all they had to do was earn the money to build their house. Something that, even if Jonah quit the band tomorrow, they could afford the monthly bills on just Gordon’s guaranteed salary.
Before they broke up the first time, one of Gordon’s lingering regrets had been not being able to afford to support Jonah on his own. His boy had a lot of emotional issues, mostly stemming from the way his family had disowned him when he’d come out to them. It hadn’t been easy for them as a young couple, but they’d survived.
Now they were married, and the prospect of finally owning their own home was quickly looming on the horizon.
He studied the lyrics he’d written so far and tweaked them.
All he had to do was to not fuck this up between them, and to trust his boy.
 
* * * *
 
Gordon emerged from the terminal and smiled when he spotted Jonah standing there and eagerly awaiting him. When he reached Jonah, Gordon didn’t care who was around or watching. He set his carryons down and pulled Jonah into his arms for a long, sweet kiss. Gordon smiled when he felt the press of Jonah’s cock cage between them, even as his own cock hardened, needy, wanting to be buried in his boy.
“I told you, you didn’t have to wear it if you didn’t want to,” Gordon said when he finally ended their kiss.
Jonah grinned. “But it makes you happy, doesn’t it?”
Gordon smiled. “It does.”
“Then I’m going to wear it.”
Gordon hugged him again. “Missed you, baby.”
“Missed you, too, Master.”
“Let’s go. Sooner you’re finished tonight, the sooner I can take you back to Doyle’s to play.”
And not instruments. He’d be playing with Jonah’s body.
Gordon knew he’d be laying down tracks, too, this weekend, and he would be playing whatever instruments they provided for him, instead of having to haul his own back and forth every trip. At some point, they would buy Gordon guitars to keep out here with Jonah’s so he’d have his own.
He couldn’t wait to see the studio.
Their driver swung through a Chinese restaurant for them, and they ate in the backseat while he ferried them to their destination.
“Have you been my good boy?” Gordon asked Jonah, already knowing his answer.
“Yes, Master,” he said. He wore a playful smirk. “I like this schedule a lot better than the last time we were apart.”
“I was thinking about maybe getting you pierced,” Gordon said, watching Jonah for his reaction.
He loved the way Jonah’s throat worked as he swallowed. “That’s Master’s choice,” he finally said, a nervous edge to his tone that hardened Gordon’s cock even more.
Gordon felt the evil smirk curling his lips. “Don’t even want to know where?”
“I think I know, Master.”
Gordon grinned. “Then tell me.”
Jonah swallowed again. “A PA?”
“Ah, my good boy.” He nuzzled Jonah’s ear. “Maybe a guiche, too. Then I can lock them together with a short chain. Keep you from having to wear that cage.” Jonah whined but didn’t say anything. “No safeword, boy?”
Jonah licked his lips. “Since when have I ever safeworded for anything you’ve done to me, Master?”
Never. The answer would be never, unless Gordon counted Jonah begging him that one night to get into recovery. Over eight years sober now, and some of those years had included white-knuckling his sobriety, especially after Jonah had left him.
Gordon squeezed his hand over Jonah’s caged bulge, his own cock thickening when Jonah softly whimpered. “Such a good boy. I haven’t decided yet for sure if I want you to get it or not. I might make you beg one way or the other.”
He loved the way the tip of Jonah’s tongue flicked out and ran over his lips before disappearing again. “I’ll beg however Master wants me to beg.”
Gordon leaned in for a kiss. “Then I’ll keep that in mind, baby.”
Would he force-force Jonah to get pierced if Jonah really didn’t want to? No, but Jonah tended to throw himself headlong into whatever tortures Gordon devised for him.
Sometimes, it was the act of being ordered to do something that Jonah truly got off on, being obedient to Gordon.
That was a heady power to have over someone, and no way did Gordon want to abuse it.
 
* * * *
 
While Gordon had never asked this of him specifically—although there had been a period before Jonah had left him the first time when Gordon teased that he was going to make Jonah pierce his nipples—Jonah had fantasized about a scenario like this.
Of Gordon taking him to a piercer and telling the guy what to do to him, and Jonah standing there, obediently letting it happen.
A shiver washed through Jonah. Combined with the way his cock ached inside the cage and the delightfully evil look Gordon had worn when talking about getting him pierced, Jonah knew he was leaking pre-cum all over the place inside the cage.
How could he not? His hubby was haaaaawt and sometimes seemed to know his mind even better than Jonah did.
That’s what made them so damn good together, and always had.
Even from when they were younger and first met way back in middle school, it seemed Gordon had always known Jonah better than Jonah knew himself.
Which was ironic, considering Jonah had to give Gordon the ultimatum to get sober.
Meanwhile, Jonah was eager for Gordon to see the studio and take part in what they were doing. In some ways, it didn’t feel fair to Jonah that Gordon wasn’t there with them, all the time.
Sure, he understood why Gordon didn’t want to quit his job, but being together—being a team—that had always factored into Jonah’s dreams before he’d so stupidly smashed them to pieces.
He wanted it back, all of it, even though he knew Gordon still needed time. Even with the ring on his hand, even with the piece of paper stating they were married, Gordon would need time to fully heal from what Jonah had done to him, and to them. To rebuild the trust Jonah had so carelessly shattered.
No matter how long it took, or what Gordon required of him, Jonah would do it, too. He would never lose Gordon again.
When they arrived at the studio, Jonah couldn’t wait to show Gordon around. Mal and Bonnie were there.
“Where’s the others?” Jonah asked.
“They’re out grabbing dinner,” Bonnie said. “Troy was going a little stir-crazy. His hand’s really hurting today. He’s trying to push his recovery too fast. Pasch and Garth took him out to eat.”
“Actually,” Mal said, “it’s great that you’re here, Gord. I promise we won’t work you non-stop this weekend, but would you mind laying down some tracks for us right now?”
“I don’t mind at all.”
Jonah had anticipated Gordon having to do some work while he was here this weekend, and it wasn’t exactly a hardship to play with the love of his life.
They set Gordon up in one of the booths, with a headset for playback and one of Jonah’s guitars. After he had a few minutes to warm up, he listened to the track a couple of times, playing along, until he was ready to record.
“Okay,” he said to Mal through the mic. “Go hot and start the backing track.”
Mal did, and Jonah stood there in the control booth, watching as Gordon made magic.
Jonah crossed his arms over his chest as the shiver raced through him, and it wasn’t just because of how the AC was cranked down in the studio. Mal flipped a switch to allow them to hear both the backing and Gord’s playing in the booth, and Bonnie let out a low whistle.
“I don’t care how many times I hear him play,” she said, “it gives me goosebumps.”
“Me, too,” Jonah said.
She smiled up at Jonah from where she sat in a chair next to Mal in front of the control panel. “You talk him into quitting teaching yet?”
Jonah shook his head. “I won’t do that to him. I still have a long ways to go fully re-earning his trust. I mean, I know he married me, and I know he trusts me, but I can’t stop showing him now. Part of his healing is he needs the financial security teaching gives him. I won’t pressure him. Remember, if he tells me to quit the band and stay home, I will.”
Bonnie tsked. “That would suck to lose both of you.” She focused on the booth, where Gordon’s eyes were closed as his fingers raced across the strings. “Damn, he’s good. You know, he reminds me a lot of Tommy Emmanuel’s style. We really need to get back to Florida and record more tracks. I’d love to have some of you, him, and Rich together doing an unplugged album of our greatest hits.”
“Hey,” Mal playfully joked. “What about me?”
She poked his shoulder. “Compared to those three, you, my dear, are a ham-fisted chimpanzee.”
Mal snorted. “You aren’t wrong. I wish I could fingerstyle a fraction as well as you three.” He looked up at Jonah. “Seriously, I’d love to do an acoustic album with you guys. You on mandolin, Rich on acoustic, and Gord on classical. Maybe even have Gord play banjo on a few. Guy’s fricking talented.”
Jonah felt a rush of heat in his cheeks. “That’s up to Sir,” he quietly said. “I won’t pressure him.”
“Well, I will,” Bonnie teased. “Seriously. Include classics, add ‘Word of Mouth,’ some of Rich’s songs—it’ll go platinum. And it’ll give Troy’s hand a rest. He’s pushing himself too damned hard and he’s no kid anymore. We don’t need him for guitar right now. He can do vocals.”
“Troy feels kind of useless,” Mal gently said. “Go easy on him, huh?” Through a random, stupid accident, Troy, their guitarist, had tripped going down his stairs at home and broke his wrist, which was why Jonah had been asked to play with the band in the first place.
“But he’s core band. He knows he’s always got a place with us. If it was me, and I’d hurt my hand, I wouldn’t begrudge having a keyboardist playing while I sang.”
“Yeah, but you’re the only woman in the band, hon. He’s never been through something like this before.”
She slowly shook her head as they listened to Gord play. “Damn, that man has golden fingers. I’m so glad everything worked out for you and him,” she said to Jonah, “but I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was even more glad they worked out in our favor.”
 
* * * *
 
The three-hour time difference normally wouldn’t be an issue for Gordon, except he hadn’t slept well the night before, in anticipation of today’s reunion with Jonah. And he’d been up since six a.m. Florida time.
At one point, Pasch, Bonnie, Garth, and Troy got into the booth to lay down backing tracks while Mal ran the control panel, giving Jonah and Gordon a break. So Gordon and Jonah curled up together on the comfortable sofa in the back of the darkened control booth and watched from their relatively cozy vantage while Mal ran the board.
Jonah had come up with a large fleece blanket to drape over them, too.
That’s when Gord had an evil thought he knew he couldn’t contain.
He shifted Jonah so his body was spooned against him on the sofa and dug the key to the chastity cage’s lock out of his pocket. Working by feel, he slipped both hands down the front of Jonah’s shorts and into his briefs, where he unlocked it.
“Shh,” he breathed into Jonah’s ear.
Jonah softly whimpered, but Mevi, who now wore headphones as he directed the session and talked to the other band members in the booth, had his full focus directed on what he was doing.
Although Mal was in the lifestyle and wouldn’t blink an eye at their activities, even if he did figure out what they were doing.
Now freed from the cage, Jonah’s cock immediately inflated in Gordon’s hands.
“Don’t come, boy,” he whispered, one hand cupping Jonah’s sac and the other wrapping around his cock. “Not until I tell you to.”
Gordon’s cock now ached and throbbed, but he could wait. His boy had been good all week for him and had earned this dangerously naughty reward.
Jonah’s body tensed, his hips involuntarily flexing and rocking against Gordon as he played with him almost the way he’d play with a guitar, coaxing exactly what he wanted out of his body, depending on how he placed his fingers and strummed him.
And this was why he’d ordered Jonah to wear briefs today. He’d hoped for a little playtime now, knowing Jonah would be ready for round two by the time they returned to Doyle and Mal’s place later, and this was just too good of an opportunity to pass up.
There in plain sight, and yet concealed by the control booth’s shadows and the blanket, Gordon worked Jonah’s cock and balls in his hands, pausing, tugging, stroking, squeezing. He built him up several times just to pause and allow him time to cool off, before doing it again.
Finally, he nipped the shell of Jonah’s ear. “If you can come without making any noise,” he whispered, “then do it. Otherwise, you’ll stay locked up the rest of the weekend.”
A ragged exhale softly exploded from Jonah, followed by his entire body tensing and shuddering as hot cum filled Gordon’s hand and squirted through his fingers. Jonah’s body slumped against him as he caught his breath, so sweetly sated that Gordon had to fight the urge to order him to go down on him right then.
Jonah reached up and back, feeling around behind him, on the small end table next to the sofa. His hand snagged the box of tissues there and he brought it around, under the blanket. Working quickly, he yanked several from the box and helped Gordon clean his hands off, and put himself back together.
“Cage in your pocket,” Gordon whispered. “Don’t put it back on. Stow it in my bag when it’s safe to do so.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Once they were both reasonably presentable, they climbed out from under the blanket and let themselves out of the booth to hit the bathroom. There, grinning, they both started laughing once the door swung shut behind them and Gordon washed his hands.
Jonah dumped the handful of used tissues into the garbage. “You’re mean, Master,” he said as he washed his hands.
“Moi? I’m the one without relief, boy.”
He caught sight of Jonah’s evil smile in the mirror just before his boy turned and sank to his knees. “Then let me make it up to you, Master.” Before Gord could stop him, Jonah had fished his cock out of his shorts and went down on him.
“Yes!” Gordon braced one hand on the sink and cupped the back of Jonah’s head with the other. He knew what his boy wanted. So he face-fucked him, hard, deep, fisting his hair and not holding back. Jonah liked it rough sometimes, had once admitted it turned him on knowing he could take whatever Gord dished out.
By the time Gordon spilled his own load of cum down Jonah’s throat, he knew Jonah was already hard again. He kept Jonah’s nose pressed against his abs, buried in his trimmed pubes, until he finally caught his breath and eased his grip.
“Good boy,” he hoarsely told him, now stroking Jonah’s head, then patting him. “Let’s get back in there.”
After they used the restroom they returned to the booth, and this time, Gordon actually felt himself dozing off while they waited for the session to end. They would ride back with Mal, who’d actually driven himself today.
“Master?”
Gordon startled awake to Jonah’s sweet smile hovering over him. “Huh?”
Jonah grinned. “We can pack up and head out now. It’s nearly ten.”
“Holy shit.” He sat up. “I hope we can sleep late.”
Mal laughed. “We’re not starting until noon tomorrow, so that’s a yes.”
Jonah brushed a kiss across Gordon’s lips. “And you can nap in the car,” he said. “I’m sure you’ll be ready to tackle me again at home.”
“You got that right.”
They were on the way back to Mal’s, with Jonah riding shotgun at Gordon’s order and Gordon stretched out in the backseat, when he heard Mal speak to him.
“We have a proposition for you, Gordon.”
His eyes popped open. “What kind of proposition?”
“A tour.”
Now completely confused, Gordon sat up. “Huh?”
“Long story short, our promoter got us a deal on a two-week block of dates, all US except for the last one, in the UK. Over Christmas.”
Jonah was looking back at him now. “I already checked. You’ll have the time off from Sorrellson. Please, Master?”
Gordon was still trying to process Mal’s comment. “You want me to tour with the band?”
“You still have a month before you need to give us a hard answer, but…yes. A tour. Even if you don’t want to play, you can still travel with us as a spouse.”
“But if I play, I get paid?”
“Yeah.” Mal quoted him a number Gordon needed him to repeat.
“Are you serious?” Gordon asked when he processed that.
“Dead serious. Jonah hasn’t said yes yet, though. Said something about needing someone’s permission first. Guy sounds like a real buzzkill.” But Mal’s gaze twinkled in the rearview mirror.
Gordon was still…processing. “We’d both be making that together, or was that each?”
“That was just you. He’ll actually be making a little more than you.”
Holy.
Shit.
They could buy the property, build their house…and have several years’ worth of savings.
And he would still teach.
And Jonah could still work with the band…
He focused on Jonah. He’d hoped that Christmas that the two of them could put up a tree and stay home and vegetate over the break. To be able to do the things they’d always wished they could do in the past, when they were broke and didn’t have money for luxuries like a Christmas tree.
“What do you want to do, Jonah?” Gordon finally asked.
Jonah shook his head. “No, Gord. You tell me.”
He studied his boy’s gaze, let the silence settle between them for a moment. He thought about the scribbles in his notebook, how he couldn’t compare himself to Rich or Mal or anyone else whose songs he’d covered throughout the years. Was he a decent player? Yeah, but he wasn’t a composer on their level. “I’ve never played crowds like that before.”
Jonah smiled. “I know, but you’d be great.”
“He’s right,” Mal said. “I know you would.”
“You’re biased,” Gordon said.
“Yeah, but this is kind of my job, dude,” Mal teased. “Seriously, dude to dude, your chops stand up there with the best of them.”
And still he studied Jonah’s green gaze, deep, shadowy jungle greens tonight in the dim light, nearly jet.
“I need to get my passport. I don’t have one.”
“Clark can expedite that for you,” Mal said. “So is that a yes?”
But he’d seen the way Jonah’s eyebrows had flicked up a little, hopeful.
His boy had come home to him, married him,
Was showing him his trust was not misplaced.
It had to be enough.
Gordon nodded. “Okay. I guess we’re touring with Portnoy’s Oyster for Christmas.”
Jonah grinned. “Thank you, Master. I love you!”
“Love you, too.” He settled back onto the seat and closed his eyes. Then he felt a hand and reached up to hold it, knowing without looking it was Jonah.
Because he knew his boy’s hand by feel, every bump and ridge and callus, and the smooth warmth of the wedding band he’d placed on his boy’s finger.
Please don’t let this be a mistake.
 
Chapter Seven
 
December.
 
Gordon’s stomach skittered, nerves jangling and on end as he stood backstage before the show and stared at a video monitor that showed the growing audience.
“Holy shit,” he muttered. He knew Amalie Arena’s capacity was 20,500 people, and based on what he was seeing, it looked like every seat would be filled tonight.
Seeing a SOLD OUT placard on a concert ticket website was one thing—gratifying, but deceptive.
Seeing and hearing those living, breathing people filing into seats in the building formerly known as the Ice Palace, and where the Tampa Bay Lightning played hockey for half the year, was a different matter entirely.
Humbling, to be sure.
Terrifying? Oh, fuck yeah.
Mal walked up and patted his shoulder. “I know telling you to relax will absolutely not help, so I’ll instead tell you to have fun tonight.”
“That’s a lot of freaking people. I’ve never played a venue this big before.”
“I know.” Mal grinned. “That’s why we decided to start with a smaller venue, to help warm you up.”
Gordon’s eyes widened. “Smaller? Seriously? You think this is small?”
Mal shrugged. “Madison Square Garden holds a couple hundred more. Fenway holds anywhere from thirty-seven to forty-seven thousand, depending on how they configure it. But, dude, Ray Jay holds up to seventy-five thousand. We’re not playing there this time, but we’ll play that early next year, for the Super Bowl. But our last stop of this leg? Wembley? It holds ninety thousand, and we’re sold out there. That’s half again the population of the city of Sarasota.” He grinned. “Like I said—this is a warm-up.”
Gordon slowly shook his head. “You are a sadist.”
Mal playfully held a finger to his lips. “Shh. Don’t tell Master, or he might punish me for it.” He patted Gordon on the shoulder again and headed down the hallway toward their green room area.
There was still nearly an hour before curtain for their warm-up act, and nearly two before they’d take the stage.
He was still standing there and staring at the monitor when Doyle walked over. “You all right?”
“Your boy is a sadist, you know that?”
Doyle snorted. “Let me guess, he reminded you how big Wembley is?”
Gordon shot him a glare.
“Look, Wembley is the last stop, and admittedly the biggest venue, by a lot. Most places you play this tour will be in the twenty to thirty thousand range. Keep taking deep breaths, and remember to have fun. That’s all Mal and the band do. They go out there, they play music, they have fun. That’s how they’ve kept from killing each other all these years, and how they’ve kept their concerts fun for them and the fans.”
“This isn’t just playing in the studio for the band, or playing a gig at the Ca’ d’Zan. This is…this is huge.”
“If you’re worried about fucking something up—don’t. You ever see a Jimmy Buffett concert? He screws up all the time and openly laughs about it with the crowd.”
“Dude, I’m no Jimmy Buffett.”
“And they don’t expect you to be. This morning, as of when I checked, your video with Jonah had ticked over the two million views mark on YouTube.”
Gordon thought he was going to be sick. “Holy shit.”
Down the hallway, he saw Jonah when he stepped out and looked up and down the corridor. When he spotted Gordon, he smiled and walked down to join him and Doyle.
“Jonah, see if you can calm your Sir down, huh?” Doyle teased in a low voice. “He’s about to panic.”
Jonah smiled at him, those sweet green eyes of his twinkling with amusement. “Will do.”
Doyle walked away and left the two of them standing there by the monitor. Jonah reached out a hand. “Do you trust me, Sir?”
It felt like he could barely draw in a breath, but he nodded.
“Then take my hand.”
Gordon sucked in another breath, and reached out. Jonah’s fingers closed around his and he led Gordon through the entrance to the ramp that led to the stage, and then onto the stage itself, where a couple of roadies were making final adjustments to risers and equipment for their opening act. Jonah stood behind Gordon, draping his arms tightly around Gordon as they looked out on the arena.
“Okay, Master,” Jonah whispered in his ear. “Do you feel me standing right here with you?”
“Yes.”
He squeezed him tighter. “Do you understand I’m going to be right here on stage with you? Playing with you? I want you to do nothing but look at me, listen to me. Don’t listen to the monitors, or the crowd, or the band, or anything else. Do you remember that time we played at Siesta Key and the guy bought us Subway sandwiches for dinner?”
A laugh barked free from Gordon. “Yeah. We were pretty sure he was trying to pick us up for sex, but we played dumb. We played his requests for nearly an hour, and he tipped us twenty bucks, in addition to the sandwiches.”
“Remember how we thought we were in high cotton because we didn’t have to buy dinner that evening?” Jonah asked.
“Yeah.”
“Remember how we were basically singing to each other for most of that set?”
Gordon choked back the prickle of tears wanting to flow over that memory, good tears, this time. “Yeah.”
Jonah nuzzled the side of his head, his lips pressed to his ear. “Remember how you took me home and fucked my brains out that night while singing Johnny Cash to me, because the guy had us play, what, ten of his songs?”
Gordon melted against Jonah. “Yeah. I thought you were going to kill me.”
“You fucking sadist, I loved you even through that.” He nipped Gordon’s ear. “Just play for me, Master. Play with me. If you need to, pop out your IEMs and follow me. I’ll count you in for every song. They’ll put our mics next to each other for our duet. You sit there and watch me and play with me, Master. That’s all you have to do. Play with me, and only me. Like we played on Siesta Key, or like we played on our balcony. Like we play in the studio.”
He turned in Jonah’s arms. “God, I hope I don’t fuck this up and make you look bad.”
Jonah’s sweet smile helped soothe Gordon’s nerves. “I was terrified the first time I played a live concert with the band. Big-time. Not because of the crowd, but because I was terrified to let the band down. I didn’t want to reflect badly on them. Now?” He shrugged. “Doyle’s right. Have fun.”
“How did you know he said that?”
“Because he probably gave you, verbatim, the same speech he gave me my first night on tour.”
Gordon took another deep breath. “I can’t promise you I’ll quit teaching at the end of the school year.”
Jonah nodded. “I know. And that’s okay. I meant it when I said if you ask me to walk away from the band, I will.”
“I don’t want to do that to you.”
“This is a short tour, Master. Two weeks, and home again. Just think, we’ll bank more than enough between us to build our dream house and be able to afford to live in it for years. We don’t have to make any decisions about anything else right now.”
Gordon nodded. “Right.”
 
* * * *
 
Jonah knew how terrified Gord felt. Probably close to the level of terror he’d felt during his first live appearance with Portnoy’s Oyster. But he also knew that if he could get Gord through the first song of their duet set, he’d settle down. Hell, he suspected after the first couple of group songs that Gord would be okay. Gord wasn’t used to large crowds, and the noise, and the IEMs—all of that.
But he knew his man. He knew if Gord focused only on him that he’d quickly find his confidence and forget about everyone and everything else except the music.
Because Gord was a professional.
Hell, the guy could teach kids. That was a level of patience Jonah wasn’t sure he had, although he envied his guy, watching him with them. Even the way they looked at Jonah with awe when they realized he was on the video with Gordon.
That had been a new experience for him.
One of the only things that had bothered him on the previous tour wasn’t just that Gordon hadn’t been there, but that he hadn’t been there with him, onstage playing with him, able to bask in the crowd’s attention with him.
He hoped the little surprise he’d arranged with Mal and the rest of the band would put Gordon at ease.
“Come on, Master,” he whispered to Gordon. “Let’s go warm up.”
He watched as Gordon’s gaze swept the rapidly filling arena before finally letting Jonah take his hand and lead him off the stage. They hadn’t told Gordon that tonight’s concert wasn’t just being filmed, but that footage from tonight was actually going to be used in a documentary about Portnoy’s Oyster. They knew how nervous he was already and didn’t want to add extra pressure. Jonah knew tonight would be the most difficult for Gordon, and he’d come around as they worked their way through the tour.
Back in their green room area, they worked with Troy and Garth. It was good to have Troy back in the saddle, so to speak. His left wrist was still giving him trouble sometimes, with residual pain, which was why Mal had moved to make Jonah a permanent part of their band. Jonah wouldn’t be earning as much as the other members, obviously, unless he had co-writing credits on a song, but he was happy with that. Just to be attached to such a big-name group was amazing.
The regular paycheck didn’t hurt, either.
Even if he never went on another tour with them, once this was finished, they’d have more than enough for their house.
That was his goal, to provide for Gordon, get him out of that apartment.
Their own place.
Once that happened, he could get a job doing something. Maybe even teaching music.
Who knew? Stranger things had happened.
At least Gordon would be able to relax now, not need extra jobs and scraping by. He could have a regular job that made him happy.
When it was time for them to gather in the green room after their opening act finished playing and their roadies were swapping out the stage, Jonah took Gordon’s hand.
Bonnie clapped her hands together. “Okay, guys. Let’s do this. Gather around.” They all did, standing in a circle and holding hands. Jonah had Gordon on his left and Troy on his right, the band and their core crew who helped them on stage. A camera crew silently filmed them without interrupting.
“We’ve got a newbie to touring in our midst tonight,” Bonnie said. “Welcome, Gordon. Most of you already know him. He’s joining us for this short run. This is part of our pre-show ritual, every show.” She took a deep breath. “Fun, friends, and family. Let’s have a good time and put on a good show. Smiles, boys. Smiles. We’re lucky to be alive.”
They all gave a cheer and clapped before heading out to the entry to await their cue.
Jonah tucked his IEMs in place. “Remember,” he softly said to Gordon, “just follow me. You’re playing with me—no one else.”
Gordon nodded. Then the cue was given and they all headed out. Jonah and Gordon followed Mevi, Bonnie, Pasch, Troy, and Garth. As they all took their places, Pasch climbed behind his drum set and started counting a rhythm that would take them into their first song. Mevi started on the front mic and would sing lead vocals on the first two songs of their set before he picked up a guitar to play.
The jolt Jonah received from the energy the crowd brought to the arena was better than any high he could have imagined. As he picked up his guitar and moved into position, he watched Gordon’s face, waiting until he met Jonah’s gaze and nodded.
Jonah smiled as he watched Gordon pop one of his IEMs out and watch him.
By the third song, he could tell Gordon had loosened up a lot, to the point he’d actually replaced the IEM and was interacting with Jonah now. Smiling, and with a loose and easy way about his playing. Gordon was on an acoustic fitted with a wireless pickup, and Jonah currently played an electric, but he’d be switching out later.
As they played through the first part of the set, Mevi arched an eyebrow at Jonah, who nodded, and he knew the next song would be his.
Mevi had already introduced everyone in the band after their opening number, but this time when he stepped forward, Jonah quickly swapped out for his classical guitar, which he’d had staged off to the side and out of Gordon’s immediate view.
When Gordon glanced back at him and saw it, he frowned, obviously confused by what Jonah was doing, but he swapped out for his classical guitar, too, when Jonah prompted him.
The roadies moved two stools and mics out to the front of the stage.
“Tonight, we’ve got a special treat for you, ladies and gentlemen,” Mevi said. “I know a lot of you have seen the video that Jonah and Gordon made playing ‘Word of Mouth,’ and they’re going to play that for you later tonight. First, tonight is Gord’s first tour night with us, and I want everyone to give him a big round of applause.”
Jonah knew he’d be getting a spanking when Gordon’s face turned red, but he smiled and waved to the crowd.
“What many of you don’t know,” Mevi continued, “is that Jonah and Gordon aren’t on the market. Sorry, folks. They’re happily married to each other, and Jonah asked the band if he could have a special little surprise for his hubby to mark his first night playing with us before a large audience.”
They’d almost reached the stools, and Jonah leaned in to brush a kiss against Gord’s lips, loving the smile Gordon gave him.
“So tonight they’re going to play a special number for you all, one that’s near and dear to their hearts. Take it away, Jonah.”
Jonah smiled as he surveyed the crowd before he leaned in to speak into the mic. “I sprung this on Gord tonight, but he’s too modest. We’ve known each other for the better part of twenty years, and he’s one of the best guitar players I know. You all know me, but I wanted you to get to know him.” He turned to smile at Gord. “Play with me, Sir.” Jonah knew the audience wouldn’t catch that last part, and even if they did, who cared?
Jonah pulled out his IEMs and nodded to Gord, who did the same.
When Jonah started playing “Cavatina,” Gord smiled and followed him into it without hesitation. The crowd disappeared, and it was just him and Gord playing for each other, off each other, bouncing the music back and forth like a tennis ball, their special customizations to it, the duets, the way they sped it up and rocked it before dropping back into dreamy harmonies.
Jonah remembered someone who knew the song from the movie The Deer Hunter once asking how they managed to make it sound so…different. Certainly not a standard choice for a couples’ song.
But it was their song. It’d become their song as they fought to learn it, to master it, because their first guitar teacher in middle high, Mrs. Giardina, had loved it and instilled a passion to play in both of them. And it wasn’t an easy song to play.
Once they’d mastered it, when practicing together they’d started customizing it over the years, experimenting with other techniques, slowly changing it and adapting and improvising. Most of those hours were spent on the balcony at their shitty old apartment. That’s where the piece really began to morph into its own animal, a composition that people thought they knew, but when they heard it with their changes, it was new.
Over time it became something unique, the skeleton of the original music the stable base they built their own creation over. No longer melancholy, but sounding more playful and full of hope.
Theirs.
And that was what they played tonight, the crowd going wild as Jonah looked into Gordon’s eyes and played only to him.
It was why he’d picked that particular song to coax Gordon into playing with him that first night in the studio at Mal and Doyle’s house, trying to break the ice and get him to respond.
It was theirs.
In the early days together, they’d had each other, and their love, and their music, and damn little else.
Gordon smiled as they neared the end of the song, which arrived too soon for Jonah’s liking, but Gordon surprised him. Instead of ending the song, he immediately played the intro to “Classical Gas,” and now it was Jonah following him, his Master once again in control. Their version of it for this crowd was high-octane, upbeat, even faster than the original
The crowd went crazy.
When they finished that one, Jonah leaned in and kissed Gordon, which earned them another round of screaming applause. Mal, who now wore a guitar, stepped forward with a mic in hand.
“Aren’t they fantastic? You’ll hear more from them in a little while. Let’s give it up for Gordon and Jonah!”
As they headed back to their spots and swapped out instruments, Gordon stole one more kiss from him. “Thank you, boy,” he silently mouthed to Jonah.
 
Chapter Eight
 
When it came time to play the acoustic set, Gordon played classical guitar to Jonah’s mandolin, while Jonah finally sang the song for him. Mevi sat on a stool next to them and sang backup harmony to Jonah’s lead vocals, something that blew Gordon’s mind despite knowing they’d practiced.
To hear his boy sing the words and music he’d written for him, in front of all these people—his love song to his boy—was…indescribable.
When they finished the song, Mevi spoke up, a smile on his face. “Just for the folks in the audience, to let you know, you all are hearing that song first. Gordon wrote it, music and lyrics.” He looked over at them. “Did you finally give it a title?”
Jonah grinned and leaned in close to the mic. “I did. I titled it ‘My Old Man’.”
The crowd exploded, laughing and cheering.
Then they started playing “Word of Mouth.” The crowd once again thundered as they recognized the opening riffs from the viral video, singing along with Mevi. As Mevi sang, Gordon played to Jonah, focused only on him.
Jonah had been absolutely right. When Gordon did that, every fear disappeared. He was there with his boy, playing with him, playing to him, like they’d played countless times before. The crowd just happened to be able to watch and listen this time.
But Jonah was the only one who mattered to Gordon.
Once through that, they moved into the final medley set with the whole band, and Gordon realized their time had passed far more quickly than he’d imagined it would. The adrenaline rush coursing through him, the energy filling the space—it was truly amazing.
By the time they finished their third encore, Gordon completely understood what Jonah loved so much about playing large venues. Except for the coffee shop, or when busking, most of the events Gordon played were ones he was meant to be more of a background than a feature. Weddings, cocktail parties—he was meant to be ambiance and not the focus of events.
Tonight, however, everyone was there to see them play, and receiving such immediate and overwhelming response from the crowd was a rush he’d never felt before, a heady sensation, one he knew he could quickly grow addicted to.
By the time they finished the meet-and-greet with the VIP ticket holders, and both bands were loaded in SUVs for the short drive to the hotel in downtown Tampa, Gordon wished they could spend the night celebrating.
Except they wouldn’t really have time to celebrate tonight. They had to be up and moving and downstairs by four a.m. to catch their charter flight to Dallas, their next stop. Hell, the poor roadies wouldn’t even go to sleep. They’d be breaking down the stage and equipment and getting it moved to the airport. They’d be able to nap on the plane ride, and for a couple of hours that afternoon once they were set up and had completed sound checks at their next venue. Other than Wembley, all the stops on this tour were in the US, and it’d be a grind, hardly any days off.
Gordon and Jonah were both worn out from the day, and combined with the early wake-up, there would be no fooling around tonight. They shared a long, sweet shower before climbing into bed together, Jonah nestled against Gordon’s side.
“Love you, Master,” Jonah sleepily whispered.
Gordon nuzzled his face against Jonah’s. “Love you, too, boy.”
Jonah tipped his head back to meet his gaze. “Well? What’d you think.”
“You were absolutely right.” Gordon smiled, kissing him. “When I focused on you, my nerves disappeared.”
“See? I’ll always take care of you, Master.” Jonah closed his eyes, snuggled a little tighter against Gordon, and fell asleep almost immediately.
Despite his exhaustion, Gordon lay there for another couple of minutes, trying to let his brain wind down. It finally struck him that, ever since Jonah’s return to his life, his sobriety had finally taken a back seat to his daily life. Not that he didn’t take conscious steps and make deliberate decisions to stay sober, but it felt like those sweet days before Jonah left him, before things broke down between them.
He might be Jonah’s Master, but Jonah truly was his Higher Power, the one thing he’d never give up fighting to hold on to. That meant fighting for and maintaining his sobriety.
At least they were sharing a bed every night for this tour. And, unlike the last tour, Jonah wasn’t wearing the chastity cage.
Although it was packed in Jonah’s luggage, just in case Gordon decided to be a bit of a bastard.
Gordon had no real desire to make his boy wear it, when it would only hamper his own playtime. In fact, as they snuggled into their seats on the airplane the next morning, raising the armrest between them, their seatbelts fastened, they had the row to themselves and Gordon pulled a blanket over them.
Their blanket, a king-sized, blue, thick fleece blanket with stars and polar bears on it that Gordon had found at Target. Knowing their privacy would be limited, and their downtime would be limited, he’d bought it a few weeks ago and they had been snuggling with it on the couch, in bed—it was theirs, a bit of home they could carry with them, along with their pillows.
Right now, as everyone settled and the flight crew prepared for takeoff, Gordon, who was sitting in the middle seat, reached over and stroked his fingers over Jonah’s bulge. He’d deliberately placed Jonah in the window seat, giving them a little bit of cover.
Jonah softly whimpered, making Gordon’s cock twitch with interest even despite the early hour.
Gordon snuggled closer. “Just teasing you right now, boy. I plan on fucking you before landing. Just wanted to make sure you’re paying attention. Right now, let’s take a nap.”
“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”
He chuckled. “You’re very welcome, boy.”
 
* * * *
 
Although with his cock now uncomfortably throbbing in his shorts, Jonah wasn’t sure sleep would be a viable option at this time, despite the fact that Gordon hadn’t allowed either of them coffee this morning in hopes they could nap on the flight. The flight would last around three hours once they got in the air, and then from the airport, the band would be shuttled to the hotel. There they could get more sleep before they had to be at the arena two hours before showtime.
Except for the leg over to the UK for their last stop, they’d be using the same aircraft and flight crew, a fleet of rental trucks meeting them at every stop to ferry the equipment to the venue and back. For next summer’s tour, the US portion of it would be ground travel, with three busses—two for the bands and one for the crew—and two semis to haul their gear, set, and other equipment.
They hadn’t set the final dates for that tour yet. Clark was still hammering out the final agreements with venues, but it looked like it would start literally the day after Gordon’s final day of teaching before summer break, and would likely continue into September.
Meaning Gordon wouldn’t be able to finish the summer tour with them, except maybe flying out on weekends for those dates.
But that would be hard on him, and Jonah struggled with feeling both greedy and guilty. Having Gordon back in his life was a dream come true, now that his career was back on track. But those three years he’d been gone meant Gordon had to struggle—not just financially, but emotionally and mentally, as well. Gordon had thought he was to blame for their rift, when the truth was, he’d been totally innocent.
It’d all been Jonah’s fault.
That was guilt Jonah wasn’t sure he’d ever fully live down deep inside him, despite Gordon insisting he didn’t hold it against him.
Which was why Jonah was at peace letting Gordon set the schedule of their life and having complete control. Jonah had proven to himself he wasn’t good at running his own life or making sound decisions. That only happened when with Gordon.
He knew Gord wouldn’t want to hold him back, would want him to be happy, but Jonah also knew Gord might make decisions for Jonah’s benefit regardless of how he himself felt, or what he wanted.
No more.
As he snuggled against Gordon and closed his eyes, and with the comforting—albeit teasing—feel of Gordon’s hand now slackly cupping his crotch, he knew he would spend the rest of his life with Gordon doing whatever it took to support the man in every way.
Including giving up touring, if that’s what Gordon needed from him.
Finally, once their plane had rumbled down the runway and took off, Jonah closed his eyes and managed to doze off.
He awakened some time later to the feel of Gordon’s left hand, not over his shorts, like before, but inside his briefs, the warmth of flesh against flesh, cupping what was now an aching, throbbing erection. Jonah struggled not to move, not to make a sound, but Gordon heard it when he softly whimpered.
Gordon’s breath blew against Jonah’s cheek as he chuckled. “That’s right, baby,” he whispered. “Master’s got you now, don’t I?”
“Yes, Master,” he whispered back, closing his eyes again as Gordon gave his cock a long, slow squeeze.
Daaaaamn!
“We still have over an hour before we land,” Gordon said, his thumb now caressing the head of Jonah’s cock, over the slit and smearing pre-cum around. “We’re going to be card-carrying members of the mile-high club before we land in Dallas.” His hand traveled lower, cupping Jonah’s sac, one finger sneaking even lower and rubbing his taint. “And I’m going to spend a few minutes horning you up so badly that you’re begging me to fuck you in the lavatory.”
“I’ll beg right now, Master,” he said, keeping his voice down.
“And I love hearing you beg, baby. But right now I want to play with you. Don’t you dare come all over my hand, either, or you’ll be getting your cage and locking it on for the entire tour.”
Another whimper slipped from Jonah’s lips. He knew Gord meant it, too.
Which, of course, made it that much harder to obey.
He fisted his hands, fingernails digging into his palms as he breathed through the delicious sensations of Gord’s fingers exploring, teasing, the calluses on his fingers sensuously rough against the hypersensitive flesh of his cock and balls.
Ooooh, gawd!
Jonah wasn’t sure how long Gordon teased him, but finally he gave Jonah’s cock a final squeeze before slipping his hand out. “Front lav is free. I’ll be there in a moment. I’ll knock three times. Your ass better be bare and ready for me by the time I get there. Go.”
It took Jonah a brief moment to process the order and drag his brain up from where he’d started sinking into subspace. Then he pulled the blanket off, unfastened his seat belt, and hauled himself to his feet.
It was a well-known secret that on charter flights, or on busses where there weren’t staterooms, there would be some fooling around in the bathroom. Doyle and Mal usually did it several times during a tour, as did others, if their significant other accompanied them. Groupies never traveled with them, though. Hard rule they’d always stuck to, even from the band’s early days, according to Mal. It prevented trouble on the road. What you did in the privacy of your hotel room was your business, but the busses and airplanes were a different matter.
The only rule was that if the lavatory was occupied, and someone really needed to use it, they would knock twice, wait at least a minute or two, and then knock again.
If it was an emergency, rapid knocking was employed. If there was only one lav, though, usually whoever was going first might ask, in general, if anyone needed it.
This plane had two lavs, though, sparing Jonah that task. He locked himself in and quickly dropped trou after retrieving the small tube of lube and condom he’d stashed in his pocket before they’d even taken off.
When Gordon knocked, Jonah unlocked it and had already turned to brace himself against the counter. Gordon slipped inside with him and locked the door, his appreciative noise making Jonah’s cock throb even more.
“Good boy.” He heard Gordon unzip, and Jonah held up the condom pouch, then the lube, both of which Gordon took from him.
No additional prep needed, Gordon nudged the head of his cock against Jonah’s rim. “Hard and fast, baby. You’ll get yours in a minute.” Jonah gasped at the delicious intrusion as Gordon’s hips pistoned forward and his cock filled Jonah’s ass.
“Yes!” he gasped, shoving his ass back, wanting this.
How many times had he thought about this during the last tour?
Every damn time they flew, that’s how many.
Finally, he was getting to fulfill this sinfully hot fantasy with his husband.
Jonah adjusted his grip on the counter as Gordon fucked him, hard and fast, quickly coming inside him with a groan muffled against the back of Jonah’s neck. As he stood there catching his breath, Jonah felt his chest heaving and pressed himself back against him, wanting the contact.
“Good boy,” Gordon whispered. “Stay.” He pulled out and quickly cleaned up, tucked his spent cock inside his shorts, and zipped up. Then he wrapped his arms around Jonah, one hand encircling his cock, the other cupping his sac, and he edged him up against the sink.
“Better have good aim,” Gordon warned as he started stroking Jonah’s cock. “Come before I stop, or you’re holding it.”
Jonah threw his head back against Gordon’s shoulder and opened his eyes to see Gordon’s blue gaze meeting, holding his in the mirror.
It only took a few strokes. His release started along the base of his spine, twisting and spiraling through his body, until pleasure gripped his entire body. He tried to keep his eyes open, to watch the evil smile that curved Gordon’s handsome lips as he stroked harder while ropes of cum splattered all over the sink.
“Good boy,” Gordon whispered in his ear, never breaking eye contact with him.
Gordon lifted his hand to Jonah’s lips, and Jonah opened his mouth, eagerly sucking his fingers clean.
Finally, Gordon kissed him. “Let me wash my hands and go back to my seat. Make sure you clean every bit up before you come out.” He nuzzled noses with him. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, too, Master.” All he wanted to do now was climb into his seat, curl up against Gordon, and go back to sleep.
After following orders and putting himself together again, that’s exactly what he did.
Gordon draped the fleece throw over them and rested his head on Jonah’s shoulder. “I have a feeling that’s going to become my new favorite thing, for a while,” Gordon teased.
Jonah laughed. “Mine, too, Master.”
 
THE END
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