

Chapter 1

Damien wipes his hands on the back of his pants and recrosses them around his chest for what must be the fourth (fifth?) time today. The watch on his wrist reads a quarter past eight. Standing in the middle of an apartment complex, in front of the last door in the hall, must make him look suspicious as fuck.

Should he get back in the car and wait another half hour? He didn’t know how this sorta weird shit worked.

Showing up early seemed like the right thing to do after all the roundabout. Every moment while getting the meeting set up left him feeling on edge. Any moment someone would catch him out, call him out on it and every fear Damien ever felt would be confirmed. ‘You’re gay, aren’t you?’

Now that he was standing here, maybe he’d taken it too far. It was 2018. Maybe people didn’t care about that sort of thing anymore, isn’t like he had any family to disappoint or anything. But heading like a town over and using a computer in that town’s library, wearing his hair in a completely different style, not bothering to speak to anyone after locking the meeting in in the same afternoon - and probably coming across like a crazy person….

The door swings open and there he is. Damien tightens the crossing of his arm, ignoring the fact he has to lean back to just see the rest of him; he’s as huge as he promised. Damien was expecting something more…leather. He’s wearing a normal plain white t-shirt, black jacket and some gray sweatpants.

The man looks down at him, his face is fucking unreadable. Should he just turn around and leave right now? After driving all this way?

“Hi.” It comes out as a bark.

“Good afternoon.”

“Are you the guy I came to meet?”

“Oh, Damien.” The unreadable expression turns into a crooked grin, sharp teeth exposed. Damien’s heart skips a beat, and he rolls his shoulders as if he can completely ignore it. “Come in.” He opens the door for him. Damien mentally reminds himself he’s crossing the Rubicon; he doesn’t know how he’ll be able to snake his way out of this if it doesn’t go well.

With an easy breath, he crosses the threshold into the apartment. The entranceway is nice; leads into a straight hallway that leads to the rest of the place. The kitchen is the first on the left, then the bathroom, then what he’s assuming is a guest room, and it all leads straight to the living room.

Didn’t think there were still apartments this nice around anymore. Damien walks into the living room. Given they met in an online chatroom for sex, he didn’t really think that this guy would come off as a neat freak, or anyone with an eye for interior design. Much the opposite; he’s got a massive black couch across from an off television, there’s a table in front of the sofa, with a vase of what looks like fake eggs,  but its been pushed back.

He steps past him, takes a seat at the corner of the couch and grabs the bag off the table, settling it down neatly by his side. Damien stands by the table, hands curling and uncurling by his side. He’d bet anything that if he had anything exciting planned, anything ‘exotic’ like he said he would, it’d be in that bag.

He gets cozy, one arm on the arm rest, the other over the back of the couch where the bag sits. “Let’s start here: It’s Reginald.”

“Damien.” Whatever burst of authority he was hoping would leave him fizzled out almost immediately. Damien loathed it. Tried something else; “I’m guessing you’ll kill me if I call you ‘Reggie’.”

“You guess correctly.” That grin again. Damien rubs his upper arm as subtly as he can get away with.

Reginald is…breath taking. Tall and broad, imposing, everything about him from his shaved hair cut and sideburns to his powerful square jaw demands immediate attention. And this is a problem, because Damien wasn’t here to fall in love. He was here to kill an urge.

Like a month ago, after a visit to his doctor, he went to see a proctologist. Not for any specific reason. Just a check up, nothing special or over the top. He thought. Then the doctor told him to pull his pants down and get up on the table. The first couple seconds, his history with his guy friends said that he was definitely joking. Had to be.

Turns out he wasn’t. The doctor shoved his fingers there and Damien saw stars, head hitting the table. Caught himself before he started grinding on his fingers, laughed it off with the doctor. Oh yeah, happens all the time. Sure.

But it was the fact that his cock got hard at the thought of it, for weeks after, that did that whole showing in. He scanned the internet, looked for porn because there wasn’t anyway the guys actually enjoyed themselves. Caught himself with another boner that he reduced to nothing in the shower.

He was in too deep, deleted all history of the site and kept it moving.

His body wouldn’t forget though.

It all culminated in a dream of being plowed by a black guy. That’s all he could think about for the last two weeks. But him? Gay? Pft, he wasn’t some skipping sissy faggot that wanted every cock it could get jammed into his hole. He was a strapping young man with a fit bod that all the women wanted.

He also had the dream again, the day before setting up the meeting. So he set the meeting up. He intentionally picked someone who’d make him dive into the deep end. Might as well.

“So, Damien. What brings you to my humble abode?”

“I heard you fuck people up. I wanna get fucked up.” Damien shrugs. That’s more or less the full truth of the matter, but Reginald’s smile says that’s not the answer he wants.

“Have you ever had anal sex with a man before?”

“No!” Damien spits out like he’s been accused of something, his fists ball at his sides.

Reginald raises his hand. “Just asking. I need to know how much preparation I need to do.”

“Preparation?” Damien chuckles, cocks his head. What a goddamn waste of a trip this was. “I’m sorry, you can’t just shove it in and fuck me up?”

“I could, but I told you over the phone I didn’t want things rushed. I wanted someone I could take my time, and teach correctly.”

They’d talked so much in that chatroom Damien can hardly remember any of it.

Damien swallows, shifts his weight. “Well, you wanted someone you could ‘mold’.”

“I don’t think you get what I’m saying.” Reginald rubs the back of one palm. “Remember what I told you?”

“’This is going to be a process.’”

“Precisely.” Reginald’s smile bares his teeth again. Damien blinks, adjusts his eyes again, this time to the place between his eyes. That should be good.

Damien rolls his shoulders. He knows he’s admitting Reginald was right. Hopes the man won’t bring it up.

“Fine. So what’s first?”

“I want you to come here.” Reginald holds out his hand, palm upward and open. Damien steps forward. “Give me your hand.” Damien puts his hand in Reginald’s - Reginald immediately pulls him forward. Damien uses his free hand to stop from falling all over himself, steadies himself on Reginald’s thigh.

He’s bent over now, Reginald’s breath ghosting against the crook of his neck.

“Good boy.” Reginald says, Damien keeps his head down. If he weren’t clinging to his self control like a life line, he’d be shaking. Reginald’s voice is hypnotic.

“You want a reward?” Reginald asks. His hands relocate to Damien’s shoulders. Damien nods his head.

“Look at me.”

Damien questions himself. Is he actually ready to start doing this? Or is he just feeling a little shaky now that things have gotten a bit serious? If he looks straight up at Reginald, this might go further than what he’s ready for right now.

Damien actively looks at the plastic house plant on the other side of the room. Reginald repeats himself. Is he really past the point or can he leave right now?

“If you’re going to misbehave, I can always just punish you.”

Damien looks up, more out of shock than anything else.

Reginald grips his chin, makes sure he keeps up that searing eye contact. Damien shudders, hands now clenching against Reginald’s thighs. “I don’t like to repeat myself, so when I speak I get your full attention, is that clear?”

“I don’t know- how to respond to that.”

“Let’s keep it basic, ‘Yes, sir’ or ‘No, sir’.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good.”

With a grin, Reginald kisses him and seals the deal; Damien is sure he isn’t snaking his way out of this one.

Chapter 2

From what Reginald can tell, Damien is going to be difficult starting out at least, but what he lacks in initial submission he makes up for in spades with his cuteness. The token resistance thus far has been nothing short of entertaining. And the somewhere between hunk and twink body is just the icing on the cake.

Not that he wasn’t expecting at least some issues, but this is probably in the top five best things to happen since he started domming random guys at his apartment. Damien popped into a chat room and asked if anyone could fuck him, Reginald took the bait and now here he is, with a blushing, just kissed Damien standing in front of him. Physically incapable of looking more nervous.

Ten minutes ago he was on the verge of talking shit, now he can’t even keep eye contact.

What a fuckin’ delight.

“Can’t you just…shove it in me?”

“No.” Reginald says, and gets up. “If it makes you feel any better, our first order of business will be stretching you out so I can.”

No, no, shoving it in now - as hot as Damien might think it is and how hot he knows it is - would hurt him. A lot. And not in the way he wants. No, he’s going to take his time, stretch out that virgin ass until he can shove his hand inside, then he’s going to fuck him proper. Reginald can see it now;  those thick thighs legs spread out, on his knees, with one hand at his throat to quiet that filthy mouth and the other pulling that short, overstyled hair.

From the image of that he decides Basset Hound is the flavor of the day. He gets up; Damien takes a couple steps back, stares at him like a frightened puppy. Shame, that’s not the effect he’s hoping to have.

Reginald makes a ‘come hither’ motion. Damien steps closer and manages to mold his face into something braver. Reginald bends down, kisses him again, this time sliding his hand against the back of Damien’s head.

Damien shivers. Reginald pulls back, rubs circles in the tiny hairs on the back of Damien’s head. The other man’s shoulders sink, eyes now half lidded. Much more relaxed.

Reginald releases him, walks from the living room to the bedroom. Damien follows, wordless.

When they get in, Reginald makes sure not to close the door behind them. It sure as hell isn’t unpleasant, but he doesn’t want to have to keep kissing Damien to calm him down. Especially since he’s already going to have to get Damien into position.

Damien sits on the edge of the bed. It’s these nice little moments where he drops all that bravado and acts as nervous as he actually is that Reginald enjoys the most. Not that the banter is boring. Far from it; he’s already planning on shoving his dick into that quip laden mouth one day.

One day.

But for right now, he’s preparing for the future.

Reginald starts on himself first. Might help Damien calm down to just see him naked first. He rolls his sweatshirt over his head, peels himself out of his baggy pants. He went commando today, against his better judgment.

Doesn’t seem like Damien minds too much.

“For today we’ll focus on stretching you out, so you can fit this one day.” Reginald motions down to his dick, he’s hard just watching Damien’s reaction to it. The noticeable and barely hidden swallow, the way he makes sure not to keep his eyes on it too long, but can’t help himself.

Damien’s eyes flash back and forth between his cock and his face and Reginald can see all of it. That look of yearning is probably his favorite part of getting a sub to rule over, the desperation is fucking hot. Makes his cock twitch - which also makes Damien noticeably blink.

He’s going to enjoy this one.

Reginald approaches the bed until he’s standing directly in front of Damien. Height difference has never been too much of a turn on; he was just always bigger than everyone else. That’s how it was. But his cock next to Damien’s face while he’s sitting down, makes him more aware of it then he likes to admit.

Gets to Damien too. His eyes flutter closed, mouth hardly open. Holy fuck, that’s something else. Reginald curls his head under Damien’s chin, toys with him. Damien’s eyes blink back open, he flashes Reginald a teasing smile before flicking his tongue out at Reginald’s hard cock.

“Gimmie.”

“We’re here for you tonight, don’t worry about me.”

Damien’s mouth form a small ‘O’ and he reaches up, grazing his open palm against Reginald’s cock.

“Then after you’ll let me?”

Damien’s voice sounds so expectant. Reginald licks his lips, nodding slow. Damien nods and an ear to ear smile spreads on his face.

A pretty mouth like that, with puppy dog eyes? How could he say no?

Getting him into position is an easy feat. For all his macho acting, where he isn’t clearly wound so tight that he’s on the verge of snapping, Damien is flexible as fuck. Reginald gets on top of him, makes sure he’s aware of the cock pressing against his ass and puts him on his elbows and knees.

Wherever he isn’t in a good or balanced position, Reginald sets him back to rights. His half hard cock is pressing against the bed, his ass is in the air, those gorgeous thighs spread and all without some half witty  retorts.

Shocking.

“Good.” Reginald says. He reaches into the side table and gets out some lube. He’d love to just tear into Damien, but there’s a process to these things. With a sub he’s broken in, he’d normally forgo the lube — or better yet, toss them onto the bed and let them prepare themselves right in front of him.

But for Damien, for his new sub? Reginald enjoys applying a more…personal touch. He pops the bottle open, spreads it onto his fingers.

Damien says he’s an anal virgin. Reginald doesn’t think he’s lying. He slips his fingers between Damien’s cheeks, pushes his pointer finger against the ring of muscle. It doesn’t give. He re-lubes up, takes his time rubbing Damien in little circles, occasionally dropping his hand down to where his cock is against the sheets and giving it a stroke.

Damien’s breath is audible. But that could be some sheer nervousness. Reginald rubs a warm hand down Damien’s inner thigh, hoping he’s easing away some tenseness. The wordless response he gets is enough to make him do it again.

Reginald pushes against Damien’s now slippery entrance. It gives way and his finger slips in, the ring of muscle tight against his fingers. Re-lube, re-enter. A hiss from Damien. Another rub down the thigh.

“So perfect.”

It’s not much, but whatever effect his voice has on Damien is enough to help him get past the worst of it. Only some light hissing as Reginald goes from one finger to two. That’s the worst of it; he finds the prostate as quick as he can, watches Damien’s mouth open wide in surprise. Then in pleasure as Reginald lavishes that spot with attention.

“Oh fuck.” Damien says. His voice is breathless. Yes, that’s the sort of thing he wants to hear.

Damien’s fearless now, and he wanted it before. Reginald crawls a little closer, not moving his hands from Damien’s ass, but making sure Damien is damn aware of his cock. The tight mouthed hiss that leaves him will be a staple in Reginald’s dreams for quite some time.

“More.” Damien says. He struggles to move himself. Reginald twists his fingers and watches Damien’s head lift from the blanket, throat working and choking back.

Reginald gives him what he asks for. Damien spills endless obscenities, pleading for the sort of wild things Reginald plans to give him later. ‘Tear me the fuck apart,’ ‘Rougher’, ‘Harder!’. Damien’s hands relocate to the headboard and those eyes flutter, roll back and screw shut.

He could do this all fucking day.

Damien can’t - Reginald can feel the first twitch, pulls his hand and body away. Not for denial’s sake, no he’ll make damn sure Damien has the orgasm of his life. Make sure he comes back so Reginald can hear more of what that smartass mouth can say.

He pulls away to see the fruit of his labor; Damien’s ass in the air, his mouth releasing mindless, formless words. A long line of pre-cum tying the tip of his erect and twitching cock to the bed. Reginald commits the sight to memory, then pushes Damien back into position.

“Please--please fuck me.”

Damien’s breath leaves him in hard heaves and there’s a light layer of sweat on his skin. His cock is oozing pre-cum. He’s so desperate and there’s just something so unbelievably hot about that.

From shit talking to begging for cock. Reginald chuckles, “No, not yet. Still some more stretching to go.”

“Please. Just a little. Please.” Damien’s voice is breaking.

The corner of Reginald’s mouth twitches. Just the tip would be fine. But only the tip, only that much. Damien is still way too tight. Reginald positions himself.

“Come on, come on, please—” Damien’s hands splay against the bedsheets. Reginald makes that initial push in - tight. But not completely stifling. There’s enough wiggle room from something light.

Reginald pauses, makes sure thats him, the rational, talking and not him, the one that wants to make Damien beg for it. After he’s sure Damien’s loose enough, he pushes in just enough to watch his tip disappear between those cheeks.

Damien’s body goes rigid. Can’t be entirely painless. Reginald smooths his hand down Damien sides.

“Please, fuck me.” Damien chokes out. Reginald’s half sad he isn’t doing it proper, like Damien probably wants. But that’s too risky right now.

Instead, he reaches around to Damien’s front, makes sure there’s enough for it and begins to stroke Damien in time with his shallow thrusts.  The noises leaving Damien’s mouth are the sort of thing Reginald would pay to hear, he keeps doing it. Makes sure he doesn’t get too excited and go further than he should, makes sure he keeps milking those noises out from him.

“More, I need it.” Damien says. His hands are dragging trails down the bedsheets. His cock is dripping pre-cum. Reginald can feel how close he is and its amazing; he needs Damien. Damn he’s glad he agreed to this. Best thing to happen so far.

Reginald pushes his head all the way in, Damien’s moan hits a crescendo and he cums in long drags, shouting wordless pleas. His entrance is tight, clenches around him like a vice. Reginald ducks his head down and kisses where his neck and shoulders meet.  So warm inside, he can’t get over it.

Reginald pulls back, breathing harder than he’d care to admit. He  strokes up and down his cock in a brutal rhythm. Damien’s cock’s spent against the sheets, white spurts staining them. Hopefully after all this, he’ll ruin more of them.

With a deep groan, Reginald releases in three long strokes against the swell of Damien’s back, to the sound of Damien’s throaty moaning. This was further than Reginald was planning on going. Not unwelcome through.

Damien purrs, stretches his body out with a sharp wiggle of his ass. Reginald brings his hand up, then lowers it. No spanking tonight, they’ve gone far enough. Reginald gets up and quickly redresses. If he sticks around too long they’ll start cuddling and he’ll lose focus.

He heads to  the kitchen and gets the stuff he prepared before hand from the fridge. A tall glass of water, a plastic snap bowl of some cut up fruit, and enters the room again.

Damien hasn’t stirred an inch.

Reginald’s glad to see it, sets the stuff down on the side table. He looks at Damien, he’s damn close to completely knocked out.

“Next time, you can fucking wreck me.” Damien hugs the pillow that much closer.

Reginald smiles, looks away. He’ll let Damien get a few hours sleep before getting him up. He gives Damien one last peck on the cheek before leaving the bedroom, closing the door behind him.
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