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Similar to Rain

First a gruesome, traumatic injury ends Lee’s NFL kicking career. On the heels of that, his cheating wife files for divorce. He’s officially hit rock-bottom. Stuck in a hotel room and barely able to care for himself, he reconnects on Facebook with his best friend from high school…who’s also the guy he secretly crushed on. 

Arlin has been out of the closet for years, but only a few people know about his kinky side. When Lee contacts him, he rushes in to help his old friend. What Arlin thinks he can’t reveal to Lee is that he’s held a torch for him for years. 

Getting out of their own way is the first step. Once the men confess their feelings to each other, the best second chance of their lives is now within their grasp. But as Lee’s recovery progresses and a lucrative network TV career presents itself, will their happiness endure, or slip through their fingers like rain? 
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DEDICATION





For Hubby and Sir. 

AUTHOR’S NOTE





This  is  a  quick  side  journey  into  the  story  of  a  character  briefly introduced  in   Splendid  Isolation.  We’ll  be  seeing  more  of  Arlin  and  Lee  in later books, but Arlin demanded their intro story now so as not to bog down those  later  books  with  their  backstory.  Plus,  you’ll  see  more  of  Leanna  and Sharon shortly. 

Darn pushy Doms (and Dommes), anyway. 

While all the books in the Suncoast Society series are standalone works which  may  be  read  independently  of  each  other,  the  recommended  reading order  to  avoid  spoilers  and  to  not  miss  any  backstory  information  is  as follows:



1.  Safe Harbor

2.  Cardinal’s Rule

3.  Domme by Default

4.  The Reluctant Dom

5.  The Denim Dom

6.  Pinch Me

7.  Broken Toy

8.  A Clean Sweep

9.  A Roll of the Dice

10.  His Canvas

11.  A Lovely Shade of Ouch

12.  Crafty Bastards

13.  A Merry Little Kinkmas

14.  Sapiosexual

15.  A Very Kinky Valentine’s Day

16.  Things Made Right

17.  Click

18.  Spank or Treat

19.  A Turn of the Screwed

20.  Chains

21.  Kinko de Mayo

22.  Broken Arrow

23.  Out of the Spotlight

24.  Friends Like These

25.  Vicious Carousel

26.  Hot Sauce

27.  Open Doors

28.  One Ring

29.  Vulnerable

30.  The Strength of the Pack

31.  Initiative

32.  Impact

33.  Liability

34.  Switchy

35.  Rhymes With Orange

36.  Beware Falling Ice

37.  Beware Falling Rocks

38.  Dangerous Curves Ahead

39.  Two Against Nature

40.  Home at Last

41.  A Kinkmas Carol

42.  Ask DNA

43.  Time Out of Mind

44.  Happy Valenkink’s Day

45.  Splendid Isolation

46.  Similar to Rain
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Chapter One



Trying  to  plaster  a  smile  on  his  face  grew  more  difficult  every  day.  At least today was Friday. 

If he could only get through it. 

As his elderly client, Mrs. Beatrice Campbell, droned on from where she sat  on  the  other  side  of  his  desk,  Arlin  did  his  best  not  to  fall  asleep  or envision one of those super-villain trap doors beneath her chair. 

One  push  of  a  button  to  send  her  tumbling  into  a  pit  of  sharks  with frickin’ laser beams on their heads or…something. 

The  octogenarian  was  a  sweetheart,  but  he  was  convinced  that  Leanna, his executive assistant, was a not-so-secret sadist at heart. Instead of stacking a  few  appointments  immediately  following  Mrs.  Campbell,  as  he  always asked she do, she left him an hour of free time after her. 

The knowing smirk Leanna tossed him before siccing the old woman on him was further proof, as far as he was concerned. 

He slipped his cell phone into his lap and frantically called up his contact list, hitting the button to dial his desk extension. As it rang, he glanced at it. 

“Sorry, Mrs. Campbell, let me get that.” 

“Oh, of course, dear.” 

“Arlin Odom … Yes? … Oh, thank you for calling me back. I need to put you on hold for just a moment and we can go over that. Hold on, please.” He hit the hold button as he stood, slipping the cell phone into his pocket. “I’m really sorry, Mrs. Campbell, but I need to take this call.” 

“That’s quite all right. Seems I’ve gone on again, haven’t I?” He rounded the desk and she laughed as he held an arm out for her to grab hold of to get her standing. “I’ll make another appointment with Leanna.” 

“Thanks. You have a good day, now.” 

“You, too, Arlin.” 

As she toddled out of his office, he closed the door behind her, pulled the cell from his pocket, and ended the call with a relieved sigh. 

 Fuckballs. 

Five  minutes  later,  Leanna  tapped  on  his  office  door  and  opened  it without waiting, knowing he was alone in there. She slipped inside, a playful smirk on her face. 

“That was record time for you, sensei, calling your landline.” 

“Are you like Cato to my Clouseau or something?” 

“Who?  Moi?” 

“Yeah, you, Miss Innocent. Trying to keep me from getting bored. Which

—FYI—I don’t need help with, thank you very much.” 

She  batted  her  brown  eyes  at  him.  “I  can’t  deny  that  the  look  of  sheer terror  on  your  face  when  she  arrives  always  fills  my  heart  with  a  warm glow.” 

“That’s not a warm glow, you know. It’s the fires of evil.” 

“Potato, tomato. And I’m not evil.” She grinned. 

With ebony skin and her brown, naturally bouncy curls that bobbed when she talked, today she kept her hair pulled back from her face with a brightly colored scarf twisted and tied like a hair band. Leanna was the life and soul of their  office.  As  the  senior  executive  assistant,  she  was  basically  the  office manager,  taking  care  of  everything  other  than  managing  investment  and financial planning and retirement funds. She helped hire—and fire—the other staff, made sure the office ran like clockwork…

And  kept  Arlin  on  his  toes.  At  thirty-three,  she  was  only  five  years younger than him but wiser than her years, and brilliant. He’d tried to get her to  go  back  to  school  on  the  company  dime  to  get  her  broker’s  training,  but she’d had no interest in that part of things. 

She kept the office running smoothly, the coffee brewing, and the clients happy. 

As long as she was happy and kept the office in order, everyone else was happy to have her there. 

“Yeah, you are,” he playfully countered. “If you’re not evil, why do you torture me like that with her?” 

She  grinned.  “Because  it  amuses  the  hell  out  of  me.  I’m  a  sadist,  duh. 

Lunch? Your turn to buy.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Stop  pouting.  I  would  have  called  your  desk  phone  in  another  five minutes  anyway.  I  never  leave  you  twisting  too  terribly  long  with  her.  You know that.” She gave him another playful smirk. 

“Onward, Mistress. Lunch awaits.” 

“Oooh, you keep calling me that, I’m going to buy you a collar and leash, honey.” 

They could joke like that with each other because they’d accidentally run into  each  other  one  year  at  a  fetish  convention  in  Tampa.  Leanna  had  been there  with  her  girlfriend  Sharon—now  her  wife—and  the  three  of  them  had dinner together that night to make sure all was copacetic. 

Leanna definitely had the Top end in their dynamic at home. 

Which, in retrospect, Arlin realized was one of the things that made her so darn good at her job there in the office. 

They  headed  out,  Arlin  driving.  The  sky  was  quickly  clouding  up, meaning a typical afternoon thunderstorm on the way. 

“So, what are you up to this weekend?” she asked. 

“Oh,  super  exciting.  I’m  going  to  go  through  my  spice  rack  and  toss anything that’s expired, then I’m going to weed the front flowerbed.” 

“Sarcasm doesn’t become you, boo.” 

“I wasn’t joking.” 

She arched an eyebrow at him. “Boy, you need a significant other.” 

“Tell me about it. You happen to run across a spare, let me know.” 

“My  spares  wouldn’t  have  the  right  parts  for  you.  You  dig  outies,  not innies.  There’s  always  Venture.  I’m  telling  you,  it’s  a  good  place.  Or  go  to some of the Suncoast Society munches.” 

“I’m not much of a joiner.” 

“If you’re worried about someone seeing you, remember they’re there for the same reason you are. If anything, you might pick up some extra clients.” 

“If I’m going to pick up anything, it’s a boyfriend. I’m not mixing work and pleasure.” He pulled into the parking lot of the small family-owned pizza place they frequented. 

“Sorry, babe. I did try fixing you up that one time.” 

“I’m not into twinks, sorry.” 

“I’m only into girls and even  I thought he had a nice ass. Sharon agreed he was a hottie.” 

“It would have been nicer if he’d been a little older than eighteen.” 

“Get you laid, at least. Hell, he was legal. What more do you want?” A crack  of  thunder  close  by  made  them  both  jump,  and  a  couple  of  drops spattered against the windshield. 

“I’m not looking for an easy lay. You know me better than that.” He got out  and  she  followed,  hurrying  to  avoid  the  oncoming  deluge  as  the  bottom dropped out of the dark clouds overhead. 

“You’re looking for something impossible, some ideal perfection.” They reached the safety of the overhang by the front door and she stuck her hand out into the pouring rain. “That’s like trying to grab a handful of rain. Just as useless, too.” 

He opened the door for her. “Unless you stick a bucket out there.” 

“Take  your  idealism  and  chuck  it  in  the  fuck-it  bucket,  my  friend.  You aren’t  going  to  find  Mr.  Right  by  sitting  in  your  living  room  and  drooling over…”  She  turned  to  stare  at  him,  her  head  cocked.  “What   do  you  drool over, anyway?” 

His  mind  drifted  to  an  old,  wistful  thought  and  he  quickly  shoved  it away. “I drool over their spinach calzones, missy.” 

“I  went  from  Mistress  to  missy  in  the  space  of  a  car  ride.  I  should  be offended, except you’re paying, so I won’t be.” She stuck her tongue out at him. 




* * * *

 

After  they  received  their  order,  they  sat  in  their  usual  corner  booth  and talked.  Arlin  stared  out  the  window  at  the  pouring  rain  and  wondered  how long the deluge would last when Leanna caught his attention. 

“Hey, isn’t that the guy you said you went to school with?” 

He  glanced  up  at  the  TV,  which  was  tuned  to  ESPN.  They  showed  a picture  of  Lee  Evans,  apparently  the  now-former  kicker  for  the  Tampa football team. 

Arlin stared at the headline on the screen and tried to make sense of the closed-captioning. “Retiring?” 

The closed-captioning was infuriatingly slow compared to the announcer, and they’d already moved on to another story while the captioning was still spelling out the news that Lee Evans, after suffering a traumatic leg injury as well  as  a  shoulder  injury  during  a  game  a  couple  of  weeks  earlier,  was retiring from football. 

“Shit,” Leanna said, holding up her phone so he could see the screen. 

On  it  played  a  video  of  the  moment  the  injury  happened  three  weeks earlier,  when  two  guys  got  past  Lee’s  teammates  as  he  was  trying  to  kick  a field  goal.  It  looked  like  one  of  them  tripped  and  fell  on  him  more  than tackled  him,  given  credence  when  the  opposing  player  responsible  stayed

there  with  him  the  whole  time  they  were  loading  him  on  the  stretcher  and walked next to the cart that carried him off the field. 

“Ow!” Arlin winced. “Holy shit!” 

Leanna winced. “I don’t think a leg’s supposed to bend that way. Not in that  particular  spot.”  She  took  the  phone  back.  “Left  shoulder,  right  leg. 

Career’s over.” 

Arlin  thought  about  the  handsome,  sandy-haired,  blue-eyed  kid  he’d known  in  high  school.  A  kid  he’d  helped  throughout  the  four  years  they’d attended high school by tutoring him in math and Algebra. 

A genuine friend who, in their senior year, actually used his extra ticket to take Arlin to the banquet the football team held every year as a thank-you to him for helping Lee. 

They’d stayed in touch for a while in college, even though Lee had gone to  OSU  in  Columbus  on  a  football  scholarship.  Then  the  contact  grew  less frequent, and the next thing Arlin heard, Lee had been drafted as a rookie into the NFL. 

Arlin had been busy with work and a new wife and…

Life happened. 

Still,  in  his  mind,  Lee  would  always  be  the  guy  Arlin  had  fantasized about in the dark quiet of his room, or in the shower, having caught glimpses of Lee’s tight backside in the locker room after PE. 

His easy, friendly laugh. 

The way he’d stood up for Lee during their freshman year to other jocks, in a way that basically ensured Arlin was treated with respect for the rest of their high school days. 

He hadn’t thought about Lee in a while. 

About  the  hours  they’d  spent  together  in  high  school,  studying  or hanging out, when Lee wasn’t practicing or playing. 

The quiet, almost shy guy with the dry wit. 

Leanna was still scanning her phone. “Oh,  shit.” 

“I’m really beginning to hate the way you say that, you know.” 

“His wife filed for divorce  today.” 

“What?”  Arlin  reached  across  the  table  for  her  hand  to  yank  it  and  the phone over so he could read it. He’d never met Lee’s wife, didn’t even know he’d gotten married. 

“Only married for two years,” he noted. “Damn.” 

“What’s a fair-weather woman called?” Leanna snarked. 

“Apparently ‘ex-wife.’” 




* * * *

 

Back at the office, Arlin tried to shove himself into work mode again, but found  it  hard  to  concentrate.  Trying  to  analyze  earnings  reports  was proving…difficult. 

Leanna  appeared  in  his  doorway.  “Mr.  Tomlinson,  your  three  o’clock appointment canceled. If you want to boogie early, feel free.” 

He leaned back in his chair and stretched. “No one will dock my pay?” 

He smiled. 

Leanna  pointed  a  finger  at  him.  “How  much  you  gonna  bribe  me  to encourage you to play hooky, boss?” 

“Won’t have to bribe you today. I think I’ll take you up on it.” 

She  closed  the  door  behind  her  after  she  stepped  inside.  “You  all  right, Ar?” 

“Yeah, just…I can’t get my mind off Lee.” 

“The football player?” 

“Yeah.  That’s  awfully  shitty  luck.  Out  of  a  job  and  out  of  a  wife,  all  at the  same  time.  Wish  I  was  still  in  contact  with  him.  At  least  give  him  a friendly ear.” 

“You still have friends in common?” 

“Maybe. I don’t know. I’d feel weird contacting him out of the blue after all this time. Don’t want him to think I want something from him.” 

“If you were really good friends back then, I doubt he’d think that about you.” 

He didn’t respond. 

Crossing her arms over her chest, she gave him “the look.” “He was your secret bae boy, huh?” 

“Yeah.” He played with a pen on his desk. 

“First?” 

He nodded. 

She let out a sigh and plopped down in one of the chairs in front of his desk. 

“I  remember  mine.  Monica  Porter,  tenth  grade.  Cute  little  ginger, 

couldn’t have been any whiter if she tried. Looked like she’d explode if she spent too much time in the sun.” 

She looked lost in thought, or maybe happy memories. 

“What happened?” 

“Huh?” 

“Monica. What happened to her?” 

“We banged each other the night of senior prom after our boy dates got shit-faced  and  passed  out  in  my  date’s  car.  Took  my  date’s  car  keys  so  he wouldn’t kill someone, and then we took her date’s car and we got us some.” 

She smiled, slowly nodding. “Yeah, we did.” 

“Where is she now?” 

“Wife and two gorgeous little babies out in Seattle. Lucky bitch.” 

“Which one?” 

“Both  of  them.  Girl  done  gone  and  married  a  woman  makes  Queen  B

look like a damn hag.” She chuckled. “We went to college across the country from  each  other.  Knew  we  couldn’t  really  have  anything  serious.  But  even better, we both felt safe on that one night and it gave us enough courage to be true to ourselves from that point on.” 

“And here I went deep into the closet for a while.” 

“No  worries,  auntie.  You’ll  find  Mr.  Right  eventually.  Maybe  you’re looking too hard.” 

“I thought you said I wasn’t looking hard enough?” 

“Actually, I don’t think I said either of those two things exactly, but my inference was that you’re looking in the wrong places. Like the Toucan. You won’t find him there.” 

He glared at her. 

“Just sayin’. You know I’m right. That place might be fun, but if you’re single, it’s nothing more than a meat market for an easy lay or an ass beating. 

You’re  one  of  those…whatchamacallits.  A  sapiosexual.  You  need  to  be attracted  to  a  person’s  brain,  not  just  their  booty.  You  said  so  yourself. 

Considering you could overlook the booty on that boy I introduced you to, I guess you ain’t lyin’.” 

She had a valid point. 

“If you want to go to Venture tomorrow night, let me know. Sharon and I will meet you there.” 

“Let me think about it. I’ll text you if I decide to go.” 

“They’re nice people. We’ve been a few times. You need to get out. And you  need  to  go  on  home.  You’ve  been  working  too  hard,  anyway.  There’s twenty  people  in  this  office  who  depend  on  you,  besides  you.  Quit  being  a selfish fuck and take time off.” 

She smoothly rose from the chair and turned to head for the door. 

“How is me taking time off  not being selfish?” 

“Because  if  you  collapse  and  die  prematurely,  we’re  all  fucked.”  She smiled. “Frankly, I enjoy this job too much. You’re not an asshole, you pay me a living wage, and I love torturing you with Mrs. Campbell.” 

She stuck her tongue out at him before leaving. 

Maybe she had a point. He rarely took days off, even taking work home on the weekends. 

After packing his laptop and stuff he wanted to go through that weekend, he  locked  his  office  and  trudged  out  to  the  front.  Leanna  looked  up  with  a bright smile. 

“See you Monday, boss.” 

“See you Monday.” He leaned in and whispered, “Sadist.” 

Her grin widened and she blew him a kiss. 

As he drove home through the steamy post-rain afternoon, he gave more thought to going to Venture. 

 Maybe I should. 

At home, he stopped in the kitchen to stare out at the backyard. The bird feeder was empty—likely a squirrel rampage. Walking out to the back porch, he opened the metal trash can he kept out there to store the seed and corn. 

After filling the plastic cup with corn, and the large coffee can with seed, he walked outside. There, he dumped a scattering of the corn around on the ground farther out to try to appease the squirrels and emptied the last of the old  bird  seed  out  of  the  feeder  before  refilling  it.  Then  he  cleaned  out  the birdbath and refilled it. 

By  the  time  he  returned  to  his  kitchen,  he  had  several  cardinals  and  a large raven already feasting in his backyard. 

He didn’t have any pets, his cat having passed a couple of years earlier. 

He loved animals, but hadn’t been able to bring himself to adopt another one yet. 

Feeding  the  birds  in  his  backyard  brought  him  pleasure.  He  loved watching  them—yes,  and  the  squirrels—feeding,  squabbling,  playing.  All

that without having to get emotionally vested in them. 

For dinner, he’d eat leftover meatloaf he’d made two days earlier. 

Meanwhile, he’d dig out his personal laptop and peruse his e-mail…and the website for Venture. 

 Why not? 

His  Saturday  would  consist  of  chores,  yard  work,  and  probably  reading through  work-related  info  that  Leanna  would  yell  at  him  for  doing  on  what was supposed to be “his” time. 

He  couldn’t  help  it.  He’d  started  out  working  there  right  out  of  college, where his father had worked, and had worked his way up to head of the firm. 

Dealing with numbers and money came naturally to him for some reason. 

Always had. That’s how he’d met Lee in the first place, the two of them in the same math class. 

On that note, he was back to worrying about his old friend, unable to pull his thoughts from him. 

 I hope he’s okay.  

Chapter Two



The  hotel  room  in  an  extended  stay  suite  complex  in  Tampa  wasn’t much, but it was, for now, home. 

Unfortunately. 

Two days ago, as soon as Tila announced she was leaving him—for one of his teammates, no less—Lee had packed his shit and stormed out. 

If  you  could  call  fumbling  everything  from  his  wheelchair  “storming.” 

He  still  wasn’t  allowed  to  put  weight  on  his  right  leg,  and  he’d  ended  up calling two of the equipment managers from the team to come help him move out, paying them for their time and trouble. 

Tila at least had the decency to clear out at that point. 

In the course of packing, the guys had admitted pretty much everyone on the team, except the head and assistant coaches, had known about the affair. 

 Fuck. 

When  Lee  had  injured  his  shoulder  and  shattered  his  leg,  it’d  ended  his career, sealed the fate of his already doomed marriage, and basically left him wondering what the hell he was going to do with the rest of his life. 

Thirty-nine,  out  of  work,  and  getting  divorced  after  two  years  of marriage. 

 Yeah, the prenup was totally worth it. 

Which was why he suspected she’d cheated on him in the first place, to line up a replacement guy so the bank account wouldn’t dry up. 

Although Lee would never admit that he couldn’t blame her. She had no idea he was gay and he’d never found the nerve to up and tell her. He’d never been with a guy, and after a string of ex-girlfriends, he’d thought maybe Tila was the one who would help him settle down. 

 Nope. 

After  the  first  six  months,  his  libido  totally  tanked  and  the  only  way  he could get it up was by thinking about guys during sex with her. 

The  condo  was  considered  marital  assets  and  he’d  paid  cash  for  it.  It would be sold, unless she could buy him out—or her new fucktoy could pay for her share of it. 

Lee lay stretched out on the bed in the hotel room, his shit stacked in one corner.  They  hadn’t  had  a  lot  in  the  condo.  An  Army  brat,  he’d  grown  up

living  lean.  It  hadn’t  taken  him  long  to  gather  all  his  clothes,  his  family pictures, books, and the few things that were sentimental. He didn’t want any of the furniture, especially since she’d picked it all out. 

If Tila wouldn’t later give him what few things he might have left behind, it’d be her loss, not his, because her karma car would run over her. 

He hoped. 

Right now, he was waiting for the anti-anxiety and pain meds to kick in. 

The  surgery  on  his  shattered  right  leg  had  been  three  weeks  ago,  just  hours after  the  injury  happened  during  the  game.  Normally,  people  with  external fixators could try walking with crutches, in some cases. 

Except his left shoulder was also messed up from the hit, a torn tendon, for  which  he’d  had  surgery  to  repair  a  week  after  the  injury,  which  in  turn made him very unstable on crutches. Still two more weeks before they’d even evaluate him for PT. 

Which was moot. He’d never play football again. This was the final straw that literally broke the kicker’s leg. 

 Thank god for smart investments and insurance. 

At  least  it  was  the  end  of  the  season.  They  weren’t  even  eligible  for  a wild-card  slot  in  the  playoffs,  so  no  more  contact  with  his  backstabbing teammate. 

And  thank  god  for  his  college  degree,  although  communications  wasn’t going to do him any good if he couldn’t get an on-camera job somewhere to make up a fraction of what he’d been earning before. 

Maybe due to the anti-anxiety pill kicking in, but for the first time since he’d been discharged from the hospital, he finally felt like socializing. So he grabbed his tablet and opened the Facebook app. He had an official Facebook page, verified, of course. He ran it, preferring to connect with fans directly. 

It  was  full  of  comments  of  sympathy  and  get-well  messages  following the  surgery.  So  he  posted  a  carefully  framed  pic  of  his  leg  and  the  fixator cage  around  the  lower  part  of  it,  which  stabilized  it,  along  with  a  heartfelt note thanking everyone for their well-wishes. 

That  done,  he  was  really  more  interested  in  his  private  profile  today. 

He’d never put a picture of himself on there, and Lee Evans wasn’t exactly an uncommon name. It was easy to stay anonymous, in a way, while the page, and his Twitter account, were both public. He’d friended a few people from college  and  even  high  school,  in  addition  to  real-life  friends.  More  so  he

could keep tabs on them than anything, but usually when he was on Facebook it was to admin his page. 

Today, he went through his friends list, checking everyone’s feeds, until he  reached  a  friend  from  high  school,  a  girl  he’d  been  in  a  few  Algebra classes with and had stayed in touch with over the years because he’d lived three doors down from her family. 

His  own  parents  now  lived  in  California,  but  hers  still  lived  in  Tampa. 

They’d always been nice to him throughout the years, sending him Christmas and birthday cards, even after college. 

 Maybe I should try calling them. At least have a visit with someone who I know isn’t out to screw me over or who wants something from me. 

That’s when he noticed on his feed that she was a member of a Facebook group for alumni from their high school. Scanning the member list, he found a name from the past. 

A name that made him freeze when he saw it, and not because it was an unusual name. 

Arlin Odom. 

Flashbacks to high school, to those deliciously agonizing and tense years he never wanted to lose from his memory. The nights of fantasizing about the guy’s intense brown gaze. They’d been the stereotypical jock and nerdy guy friends, and he would have pounded anyone who dared put Arlin down. 

Not just because he was his friend. 

Because he’d had a crush on Arlin he knew he’d never be able to admit. 

 I wonder how he’s been? 

He put in a request to join the group before he clicked through to Arlin’s profile. 

That’s when his heart caught in his throat. 

The same brown eyes stared at him, creased by smile lines on the outer edges. The picture was him sitting on a low stone wall, smiling into the sun at the photographer. A little grey in his brown hair, but who didn’t have some? 

Not much info on his profile except some links to Sarasota-based events and businesses. 

 He’s local? 

Well, relatively local. 

No mention of a wife or significant other, either. 

With  his  heart  racing  in  his  chest,  Lee  clicked  to  send  him  a  friend

request and hoped the guy accepted it. 

He also felt slightly guilty that he hadn’t thought to seek him out sooner. 

He’d spent so many years denying the truth about himself, he’d tucked Arlin away in his heart the way he’d tucked so many other things away. 

Lee  tried  to  watch  TV,  tried  to  focus  on  anything  else,  but  kept  finding himself refreshing the Facebook app on his tablet every few minutes. 

That’s when another need arose. 

 Dammit. 

Nature  called.  Working  carefully,  he  sat  up  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and made sure the wheelchair’s brakes were securely locked down. Taking a deep breath  against  the  pain,  he  used  his  right  arm  to  get  himself  into  the wheelchair. 

Once  he  was  sure  he  was  secure,  and  he’d  carefully  put  his  bad  leg  in position  on  the  footrest,  he  unlocked  the  brakes  and  carefully  wheeled himself  into  the  bathroom.  Fortunately,  the  complex  had  a  handicapped accessible  unit  available.  That  meant  a  wide  bathroom  door,  plenty  of handrails in the bathroom and shower, along with a built-in shower chair in the roll-in shower. 

He still couldn’t get his leg soaked because of healing surgical scars. In another few days, he’d be able to take a full shower. For now, he could use the  handheld  showerhead  to  take  more  than  the  sponge  baths  he’d  been taking at home in the condo. 

A nice change. 

Especially  since  Tila  had  been  less  than  helpful  when  it  came  to  doing that. As if it was a fucking burden on her to do it. 

Which, of course, in retrospect, it was, because him being home all day interfered with her ability to go fuck around on him. 

After  finishing  up  in  there,  he  grabbed  his  cell  phone  and  ordered delivery  for  dinner.  That  was  one  drawback,  that  the  hotel  didn’t  have  a restaurant on-site. 

At  least  he  could  get  food.  A  deli  next  door  served  breakfast  and delivered,  as  well,  but  they  weren’t  open  for  dinner.  He  had  a  little kitchenette  in  his  room,  except  he  couldn’t  drive  the  SUV  he  had  parked outside his room to go grocery shopping. 

He couldn’t even get into the damn thing by himself. When he’d moved, one of the guys had to help him into the passenger seat and drove it for him. 

If  the  fixator  had  been  on  his  left  leg  instead  of  his  right,  and  if  his shoulder hadn’t also been screwed up, he’d probably be a lot more mobile. It was driving him crazy having to depend on other people. 

He  still  wasn’t  sure  how  he  was  going  to  manage  his  doctor’s appointment next week. Would probably have to call an Uber or something if he couldn’t get someone to pick him up and take him. 

He wheeled himself over to the bed but stayed in the chair, because he’d have to get up again anyway when his food arrived. Checking his tablet, he still didn’t have a response from Arlin to his friend request. 

Unfortunately,  it  seemed  with  Arlin  on  his  mind,  now  Lee  couldn’t  get him out of his head. It was too damn easy to think back to those days, his best friend, studying together. 

Having  Arlin  all  to  himself  for  a  while  and  not  having  to  share  him. 

Being able to engage in secret fantasies about him. 

Not having to pretend who he was—except being straight—around Arlin, because  his  friend  hadn’t  cared  if  he  was  goofy  or  nerdy  when  not  around other jocks. And yes, Lee absolutely had stood up for Arlin to them. It was the least he could do. 

It wasn’t an exaggeration that he wouldn’t have passed any math classes in high school without Arlin’s patient tutoring. Arlin never did the work for him, either, knowing his friend would still have to pass tests, wanting him to actually learn the material and be able to do it. 

How  many  times  had  they  bypassed  going  out  with  friends  and  having fun  while  sitting  there  on  his  bed  or  Arlin’s  and  working  through  stuff  that was second-nature to Arlin? 

That level of kindness was something Lee had not experienced since. 

He missed his old friend. 

 Why did I let myself fall out of touch with him? 

 Oh, yeah. Because I was hiding my secret crush from him. 

And  Lee  had  never  been  with  a  guy,  either,  despite  his  fantasies.  When the latest woman he dated failed to get him up anymore, he moved on along to the next one before his secret could be discovered. 

He never cheated on them, though. He was never an asshole. That wasn’t fair to them. He would always cite his schedule, or that it was him, not them, any excuse to let them down easy. Or if he saw them falling too hard for him, he backed off so they cooled off, too, then broke up with them. 

Tila  had  seemed  fiery  and  spirited  and  able  to  keep  his  libido  going longer  than  others  had.  He’d  hoped  maybe  she  was  the  one,  that  he  could finally have a chance at keeping his carefully constructed walls intact. 

False hope, indeed. 

And it had bit him in the ass big time. 

After  his  food  arrived  and  he’d  eaten  at  the  table  and  put  the  leftovers away  in  the  fridge,  he  brushed  his  teeth,  used  the  bathroom  again,  took another pain pill, and got himself settled into bed once more. 

Still no reply to his friend request, although he had been approved to join the alumni group. 

After  finding  a   Star  Wars  movie  marathon  on  TV,  he  settled  in  and waited for sleep. It was about all he could do right now. Being this inactive bugged the shit out of him, but being alone meant he had to take things easy to  let  his  shoulder  heal  properly  so  he  didn’t  completely  lose  what  little independence he had. 

 Maybe  this  is my rock bottom. 

Maybe  it  was  exactly  what  he’d  needed  to  shake  up  his  life  and  force himself to take a good, hard, honest look at what he’d been doing. 

Or, rather, what he  hadn’t been doing—admitting the truth to himself. 

Chapter Three



All day Saturday, Arlin waffled about going to Venture that night. He’d known about the BDSM club there in Sarasota for a while, but…

Well,  he’d  honestly  thought  maybe  he’d  meet  someone  for  a  long-term relationship before now. While it was easy enough to spend a weekend up in St. Pete at the Toucan Resort and meet a bottom who wanted to tear up the sheets  or  spanking  bench,  many  of  them  weren’t  looking  for  more  than  a weekend of fun. 

Or they were looking for a sugar daddy, and Arlin had no interest in that kind of a relationship. 

 How  hard  could  it  possibly  be  to  find  a  nice  gay  bottom  or  submissive who wanted a life partner? 

Apparently, a lot harder than he thought. 

In  fact,  he  hadn’t  been  up  to  the  Toucan  in  a  few  months,  tired  of  that scene.  He  also  wasn’t  into  the  leather  lifestyle,  even  though  he  had  friends who  were.  Nothing  against  it,  but  he  wanted  a  more  laid-back  kind  of dynamic. He didn’t have the time or energy for super-formal protocols all the time. 

A little sadism, a lot of submission, and underpinning all of that, love and interests in common to sustain their relationship outside the bedroom as well as in it. 

 Maybe Leanna’s right. 

She wouldn’t lie to him about something like that. If she thought the club was good, then certainly he could trust going there. 

If  nothing  else,  maybe  a  way  to  break  up  the  monotony  of  yet  another weekend spent alone? 

It  used  to  be  he  enjoyed  going  out  and  doing  things,  even  if  just  to  the movies or the beach, or hiking in any number of local parks. 

Somehow,  over  the  last  couple  of  years,  he’d  lost  that  energy.  Not physically,  but  emotionally.  Without  someone  to  share  it  with,  it  lost  its flavor. 

Nothing wrong with being alone, of course. It was far better to be alone than in the wrong relationship. His own marriage and divorce had taught him that. 

And quick sexual trysts weren’t emotionally fulfilling for him. He could only lean on his friends so often before they’d grow tired of him. 

Before he could lose his nerve he texted Leanna.  I’ll go to Venture. What time tonight? 

She texted him back a few minutes later.  We’ll be there by 9. 

 See you there. 

That settled, he logged onto the club’s website and looked to make sure there  wasn’t  some  sort  of  dress  code.  All  they  specified  was  that  everyone had  to  be  “street-legal”  through  the  door,  and  that  they  allowed  up  to  full nudity inside, depending on what was going on, whether it was a play night or simply a casual munch or a class. 

Jeans it was. He had a black pullover shirt he could wear, and his black leather boots. It would look “Domly” enough, hopefully, without being hotter than shit or making him seem pretentious. His first time there, he’d actually prefer to be low-key. 

The  afternoon  from  that  point  on  seemed  to  slow  to  a  mind-numbing crawl. The club opened at eight, so Arlin planned to arrive there soon after so he  could  get  his  paperwork  filled  out  and  join  before  Leanna  and  Sharon arrived. 

He  ate  dinner  before  leaving  for  the  club,  arriving  a  little  after  eight thirty.  When  he  pulled  into  the  industrial  complex  where  Venture  was housed,  at  first  he  wasn’t  sure  if  he  was  in  the  right  place,  until  he  saw  the sign over the door and all the cars parked out front. 

It wasn’t that he was “scared” to go in, either. More a hesitancy. 

The realization that if he couldn’t eventually meet someone here that he got along with and could make a long-term relationship with, he might never find someone. 

That sucked. 

He  was  not  an  online  dating  kind  of  person.  That  held  no  attraction  for him. He wanted to meet someone in real life, get to know them, date them as a person, not just as a fellow kinkster or as a quick lay. 

At thirty-eight, he was ready to find a life partner. 

The  club’s  office  was  small  and  tidy,  with  implements  for  sale  hanging on the walls, books, collars—accouterments that any kinkster might want to add to their collection. He took his place in the short line and awaited his turn at the counter. 

When  he  stepped  up,  a  smiling  woman  greeted  him.  “Hi!  How  are  you doing tonight?” 

“I’m good, thanks. This is my first time, and I’d like to join. I’m meeting friends here tonight who are already members.” 

“Excellent!”  She  took  his  driver’s  license  and  traded  him  that  for  a clipboard with a waiver form on it. He stepped to the side to fill it out so she could  take  care  of  the  people  behind  him,  who  were  apparently  regular members. 

The  form  looked  fairly  standard,  and  he  signed  and  dated  it  where indicated before returning to the counter. 

She  returned  his  license.  “We  check  people  against  the  registered  sex offender  database,”  she  explained.  “You’re  all  set.  Just  need  to  collect  your fee,  and  you  can  wait  a  couple  of  minutes  and  go  through  the  orientation that’s about to start.” 

“Thanks.” 

Once he’d paid, had a wristband, and stood waiting with a few other new members, he took a deep breath to calm his nerves. Two of the guys waiting, a  young  twink  named  Luke  and  a  guy  about  his  own  age  named  Everett, seemed  nice  but  neither  caught  his  interest.  Two  het  couples  also  joined them. Then a volunteer who introduced himself as Tony led them inside and started showing them around and acquainting them with the rules. 

As Arlin watched the others’ reactions, it was obvious to him that he was the only truly experienced kinkster in the group. The two women’s eyes were as large as saucers, and even the one guy, Everett, seemed intently curious in a way that spoke newbie. 

After some of the things Lee had seen in the dungeon tent at the Toucan during special BDSM events they held there, this place was relatively tame. 

 God, I sound like a douche. 

Sure,  he  had  rope  and  some  implements,  even  some  toys.  But  as  Tony walked them around and narrated a few scenes that were already in progress, Lee realized some of these people had a lot more experience in this lifestyle than he did. 

And  after  the  third  person  approached  Everett  to  ask  him  about  knives, Arlin had to ask. “Knives?” 

The guy was adorable, and actually blushed. “Yeah, I’m a blacksmith. I sold a knife and a custom piece to some people who are members here, and

when  I  arrived  here  I  sort  of  got  mobbed.”  He  smiled.  “I  didn’t  come  here tonight expecting to do business.” 

“Don’t  apologize,”  Tony  said.  “We  like  to  support  people  in  the community when we can. Your stuff’s great.” 

“Sorry I didn’t get here sooner then,” Arlin said. 

Everett  handed  him  a  card.  “I  have  a  feeling  I’m  going  to  be  a  regular around here now. And I’m local. Plus I work the ren fair circuit.” 

“Excellent.” Arlin slid it into his wallet. “Thanks.” 

By  the  time  their  tour  and  orientation  ended,  Leanna  and  Sharon  had arrived  and  walked  over  to  greet  him  with  hugs.  Sharon  was  thirty-one,  a natural  blonde  clipped  in  a  bob,  and  was  two  inches  shorter  than  Leanna’s five-five.  Leanna  stood  with  her  arm  draped  around  Sharon’s  shoulders. 

Tonight  Leanna  had  Sharon  dressed  in  a  leather  vest  buttoned  up  the  front and  barely  leaving  anything  to  the  imagination,  and  a  pair  of  jeans  that looked painted on. 

“Tony give you the tour?” Leanna asked. 

“Yeah, guess I’m good to go.” 

Leanna  had  noticed  the  twink,  whose  name  was  Luke,  and  Everett.  She dropped her voice. “What about those guys? Viking dude looks kind of hot. 

The twink’s not bad, either.” 

“Nineteen’s too young for me, and the other guy’s a Top. I’m not looking to butt heads with someone. Besides, I realize they’re not bad-looking, but no sparks or anything for me.” 

Leanna reached over and poked him in the chest. “There you go being all picky, buster.” 

“Hey, don’t I get credit for being here?” 

“Yeah,  you  do.”  Leanna  removed  her  arm  from  around  Sharon’s shoulders  and  instead  hooked  arms  with  her  and  with  Arlin.  Leading  them across  to  the  social  area,  she  approached  a  woman  who  was  talking  to  a couple of people sitting at a table there. 

With  long,  reddish  hair,  the  woman  wore  jeans  and  a  blouse  and  heels that added several inches to her height. 

“Hey, Tilly, can I interrupt you for a moment?” 

The  woman  turned,  and  Arlin  knew  from  the  sweep  of  her  glance  that he’d already been scanned and catalogued by her. “Sure. What’s up?” 

“Tilly, this is my…friend, Arlin.” 

“Friend?” 

Leanna  leaned  in  and  whispered  something  to  the  woman,  whose expression changed almost immediately into one of warmth. 

“Ah,  gotcha!”  Tilly  smiled  at  him,  extending  her  hand.  “Nice  to  meet you, Arlin. Welcome to Venture.” 

He shook with her. “Thanks.” 

Tilly’s focus returned to Leanna. “So what can I do you for?” 

“Matchmaking  services.  He’s  a  single,  gay  Dominant  Top.  Yes,  he already  met  the  two  newbies  Tony  just  showed  around  and  no  bells  rung. 

Any leads?” 

Arlin  vaguely  felt  like  a  piece  of  meat,  but  not  in  a  bad  way,  as  Tilly crossed her arms and chewed on her thumbnail while she stared at him. 

“Shoot. Right now, I’m a little short in the gay male sub lead department. 

I’ll put out the word, though. Are you on FetLife?” 

He’d heard about it. “No, sorry.” 

She glanced at Leanna. “You vouch for him?” 

“Totally. Stand-up guy.” 

“Then  give  him  the  deets  about  the  dinner  party  at  our  place  next Saturday night and feel free to bring him. We’ll have a few people there who might be able to either interest him, or provide possible leads.” 

“Dinner party?” Arlin asked. 

Tilly  smiled  and  held  a  finger  to  her  lips  before  heading  off  when someone called for her. 

He turned to Leanna. “Dinner party?” 

“Kind of a hush-hush thing. Formal. Suit and tie, not tuxedo. I’ll tell you more. Let’s go sit and talk.” 




* * * *

 

Apparently, Tilly had a well-deserved rep as a matchmaker in the group. 

One  of  the  Suncoast  Society  munch  founding  members,  her  reputation preceded her. 

“You want to come?” Leanna asked Arlin after giving him more details. 

“Sure, why not? Might be fun. A chance to meet more people.” 

“Everyone’s  really  nice.  We’ve  been  to  their  house  before.”  She  leaned in  again,  dropping  her  voice.  “Don’t  be  shocked  if  you  meet  some…

celebrities there.” 

He frowned, glancing to Sharon, who also nodded. 

Leanna dropped her voice even lower. “I’m talking  serious A-list people even a hermit like you would recognize.” 

“Really?” 

“Really. That’s all I’m gonna say for now, and only because I know you and I know you can keep a secret.” 

“Wow.” 

“Tilly works for a movie production company. That part’s not secret. She started  out  a  nurse,  spent  a  few  years  working  as  a  pro-Domme,  met  and married  her  husband,  Landry”—she  pointed  him  out,  a  good-looking  older man  currently  topping  another  man—“and  then  ended  up  going  to  work  for friends she met through here as their production assistant. Now she’s a sadist on a Hollywood level and a full partner with them as a producer.” 

“Holy cow,” he muttered. 

“You have  no idea,” Sharon said with a playful smile. 

Well,  if  he’d  had  worries  about  his  privacy  before,  now  he  didn’t.  A retirement account manager was small fish compared to a Hollywood movie exec. 

And the fact that he’d had no clue about any of this was further proof he probably didn’t have to worry about his own reputation. 

By  the  time  Arlin  headed  home  a  little  after  midnight,  he’d  met  quite  a few very nice people, had seen scenes that broadened his mind even more, as well as gave him more kinky ideas. 

Unfortunately, he was still partnerless. Which he’d expected, but it drove home the point even harder and deeper. 

Yet Leanna was right. He needed to get out more, needed to make kinky friends  in  the  community.  This  wasn’t  an  end,  merely  a  starting  point.  He needed to network and attend events and munches and maybe even take a few classes. 

The only way to meet someone who shared the same interests as him was to get out and meet people. 

He couldn’t very well do that sitting on his back porch and staring at his bird feeder. 

Chapter Four



Sunday morning, Arlin decided to treat himself to breakfast. It was only nine o’clock and still early enough to beat the worst of the post-church rush hour. He headed out, didn’t have to wait to get a table at his favorite family-owned bistro not far from his house, and settled in to wait for his order. 

For  the  first  time  in  several  days,  he  opened  the  Facebook  app  on  his phone and looked at his alerts. 

He had a friend request. 

Tapping on it, his finger froze as he studied the name. 

Lee Evans. 

A flood of memories washed over him. Stronger, even, than had hit him on Friday while watching the video. 

How much of a coincidence was  that? 

And how did he even know if it was really him? 

Looking  at  the  guy’s  profile,  they  had  a  couple  of  friends  in  common from  high  school.  He  couldn’t  see  anything  on  the  guy’s  profile,  since  they weren’t friends yet, but…

 Could it really be him? 

He  clicked  the  button  to  accept  the  request.  Upon  refreshing  the  man’s profile,  he  could  see  a  few  items  that  had  been  posted,  but  Lee  apparently kept a literal low profile, if that was really him. 

It also looked like he’d joined the high school alumni group Arlin was a member of. 

Before  Arlin  could  even  send  the  guy  a  message,  he  had  an  alert  from Messenger of a new message. 

From Lee Evans. 

Arlin tapped on it to read it. 

 Ar? It’s really me. I don’t do much on this profile. I saw you were in that group and wanted to get back in touch with you. I’m sorry it’s been so long. 

Conflicted,  Arlin  stared  at  the  message.  Lee  had  always  called  him  Ar, but that wasn’t much of a stretch. A lot of people who knew him well called him that. 

Still hesitant, he decided to make sure. 

 If this is Lee, explain tubamoose. 

A  crying  with  laughter  emoticon  appeared.  That’s  what  we  called Tublamewski, our PE coach sophomore year. 

Before  Arlin  could  chicken  out,  he  sent  his  cell  number,  followed  by CALL ME. 

With  trembling  fingers,  he  closed  the  Facebook  app  just  in  time  for  his cell to ring. “Hello?” 

“Hey, Ar. Long time, no talk.” 

Arlin slumped back in the booth, eyes falling closed. It didn’t matter the years that had passed, Lee sounded like his friend, that same soft tone, same inflection. He could even picture his blue eyes and blond hair. 

His old secret crush. “Dammit, Lee, are you okay? I just saw that video on Friday. Where are you?” 

“Yeah, it wasn’t the best game I’ve ever had. I’m…well, I’m in Tampa.” 

“I’m only down in Sarasota. Can I come up and see you?” 

There was a hesitation, and for a moment it sounded like Lee choked up. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, really. I’ve missed you, man. I’m sorry we fell out of touch.” 

“I’m…hell. I’m at a hotel right now.” 

Arlin’s heart fell. “Are you just visiting?” 

“No. It’s sort of home until I figure out what I’m going to do next.” 

“What?” 

“Did you hear the other part of the shit sandwich my life’s become?” 

“I saw that your wife filed for divorce.” 

“Yeah.”  Lee  let  out  a  haggard  laugh.  “There’s  another  long  story.  But how about you? How are you doing?” 

“I’m…divorced.  Nearly  ten  years  now.  Live  and  work  in  Sarasota.”  He caught him up. “But back to you. You don’t have anyone to stay with?” 

“Eventually I’ll need to find a new place to live. I don’t want the condo. 

But I can’t even drive right now, so that’ll have to wait until I can do that.” 

The  words  spilled  from  Arlin’s  mouth  before  he  realized  what  he  was saying. “You’ll come stay with me.” 

It wasn’t a request. 




* * * *

 

Lee didn’t want to believe he’d heard him right. “What?” 

“I  have  a  spare  bedroom.  I  don’t  have  any  stairs,  and  you  can  get  a wheelchair around in my house. You’ll come stay with me. At least until you can drive again, huh?” 

Part of him thought he should refuse. 

But this was Arlin. At one time, the man he called his best friend. 

A man he wished could have been a lot more. “Are you sure?” 

“Yeah. What about your car?” 

“It’ll have to stay here, I guess.” 

“Listen, I’ll make a couple of calls and find someone to come with me. 

Get  ready.  Text  me  where  you  are,  the  address,  as  soon  as  we  get  off  here, okay? I’m eating breakfast right now. I’ll let you know once I’m on the way up there.” 

“You-you’re sure?” 

“Have I ever lied to you?” 

Lee was glad they were on the phone and not in person, because then he wouldn’t  have  a  way  to  hide  his  tears.  “No,  man,”  Lee  finally  said.  “Other than my parents, you’re the one person I know I can trust.” 

“Where are they? How are they?” 

“California.  But  Dad’s  retiring  and  I’m  not  asking  them  to  fly  out  here for  me.  They  have  their  own  stuff  to  deal  with.  Mom’s  got  arthritis,  so  she can’t help me out even though she’d kill herself trying to.” 

“All  right.  Then  get  your  stuff  ready,  as  much  as  you  can.  Don’t  hurt yourself. We’ll take care of whatever we can when we get there. Text me the info.” 

“Thanks, man.” 

“Hey, I might not have been able to be there for you lately, but I’m here for you now. I swear.” 

Once they ended the call, Lee found the hotel’s address and texted Arlin the name, the address, and his room number. 

Arlin immediately responded with a smiley face emoticon. 

Lee then realized he hadn’t left the room in several days, ever since his arrival. 

During his years in the NFL, he’d had plenty of people who’d wanted to be  hangers-on,  a  kind  of  person  he’d  quickly  learned  to  suss  out  and  avoid. 

People who were fair-weather friends and only interested in what he could do for them, or what their close proximity to him could get for them. 

Now  a  friend  from  the  past  wanted  to  do  something  for  Lee.  A  friend who’d never asked for anything other than his friendship. 

Arlin never had to help him back in school. Had never asked for money to tutor him. 

He’d done it because they were friends. 

Blinking away tears, Lee set his phone aside and checked the brakes on his  wheelchair  before  dragging  himself  into  it.  He’d  need  to  be  ready  to  go when Arlin arrived. 




* * * *

 

Leanna  drove  them  to  Tampa  in  her  SUV.  Arlin  had  a  car  and  wasn’t sure how much stuff Lee had with him in the hotel room. 

“You sooo owe me, boss,” she teased. “This is  not what I meant when I told you to get out more.” 

“I really appreciate this.” 

“Well, not every day a girl gets to meet a football player, I suppose. And he’s moving in with you.” She smiled. “Lucky guy. Bae’s back.” 

“Just  staying  with  me  while  he  gets  back  on  his  feet.  No  pun  intended. 

We were best friends.” 

“And he contacted you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“And you’re sure it’s him?” 

“If I wasn’t from the text message, I was when I talked to him. That was his voice.” 

Arlin  wanted  to  be  in  Tampa  right  that  moment,  helping  his  friend. 

Protective anger warred with trying to stay calm. How could someone be so cold  as  to  file  for  divorce  from  their  husband  when  he  was  injured  and  just had to give up his career? 

 And to do it after cheating on him with his teammate? 

“Too bad he’s not gay, huh?” 

“I’m not even going to go there.” 

She smiled. “I’m just sayin’.” 

“Not going to go there.” 

“Uh-huh.  Keep  talkin’.  You  might  even  convince  yourself  of  that. 

Eventually.” 

He hated it when she was right. 

And she was usually right. 

When they pulled into the parking lot and drove around to find the room, Leanna  backed  into  the  parking  space  right  there  and  Arlin  was  already  out and moving toward the room door before she even shut the engine off. 

Nerves went to war inside him as he knocked. 

“Hold on.” 

When the door opened, those familiar blue eyes gut-punched him in the feelz. 

This was his friend. 

And he looked like shit. 

“Hey, Ar. Thank you for this.” 

Arlin swooped in to hug him. “God, I wish I’d known about this sooner. I wish you could have called me when it happened.” 

Lee’s  grip  tightened  and  he  heard  the  man  choke  back  a  sob.  “I’m  so sorry I lost contact with you. Life got so fucking busy and—” 

“Shh. It’s okay. I’m here now. That’s what’s important. We’re going to get you out of here.” 

“I’ll even pay you and—” 

“Uh,  no,  you  won’t.  I  don’t  need  your  money  and  wouldn’t  take  it  if  I did. I’m doing this because we’re friends.” Arlin stepped back and yes, Lee was wiping at his eyes. 

“You gonna introduce me, skippy?” Leanna teased from the doorway. 




* * * *

 

Lee  saw  the  woman  standing  behind  Arlin  and  wondered  if  maybe  he wasn’t  as  single  as  Lee  had  assumed  he  was.  She  was  pretty,  black,  with  a head full of bouncy curls and a playful, knowing smirk. 

“Sorry. Lee, this is Leanna. My right hand and wrangler on most days.” 

She leaned in for a hug, totally bypassing the handshake. “Nice to meet you. My wife loves you. If she didn’t have to work this afternoon, she’d be here, too.” 

It took a moment for him to process that…and relief filled him when he did. 

“I hope I get to meet her,” Lee said. 

“Oh,  you  will.”  She  elbowed  Arlin.  “I’ll  be  scheduling  a  dinner  at  the boss man’s house this week.” 

“Leanna’s  not  only  my  friend.  She’s  also  my  executive  assistant.  She runs our office. I’d be totally lost without her.” 

 Aaaand there’s my context. 

“So, what’s going?” Leanna asked. “How we doing this?” 

Lee  held  up  keys.  “That’s  my  SUV  you’re  parked  next  to.  I  think everything will fit in there. I really appreciate this. You have no idea.” 

“Is there anything else we need to get for you from your condo?” Arlin asked. 

“I don’t know. I think I got everything, but if I find something missing, I’ll have to figure it out later.” 

They quickly packed and moved everything, Lee trying to stay out of the way  and  feeling  guilty  that  he  couldn’t  help.  Once  they’d  checked  through the entire room one last time, Arlin pushed him down to the front office so he could settle his bill and check out. 

Then,  Arlin  and  Leanna  helped  steady  him  and  his  bad  leg  so  he  could get into the passenger side of his SUV without painfully whacking the fixator around his leg. 

That left him shaky and weak from pain and exertion. 

“Are you all right?” Arlin asked him. 

“I think I need to take a pain pill. I’m sorry.” 

“Why are you apologizing?” 

“Because this is disrupting your life and—” 

“Stop,”  Arlin  gently  said,  staring  into  his  eyes.  “Don’t  apologize.  I’m doing this because I want to.” 

Those brown eyes Lee had fantasized about so many years ago. 

That’s  when  something  hit  him—he’d  always  gone  for  women  with brown eyes. 

Always trying to find…him. 

“Thanks.” 

Arlin  had  always  taken  care  of  him,  from  helping  him  with  math  to helping  him  memorize  the  playbook.  Making  sure  he  drank  enough  water during practice, when he’d sit there and watch and study. 

Lee had even talked their coach into letting Arlin ride on the team bus to away games for more study time so he could keep his grades up. 

Arlin stopped at a drive-thru for Lee so he could get something to eat and drink  to  take  his  pill  with.  He  felt  the  effects  hitting  him  by  the  time  they reached the Skyway. 

“Been a long time since I saw that,” Lee said, resting his head against the window.  “Remember  that  weekend  we  camped  out  at  Ft.  Desoto  Park  with the guys?” 

“Yeah. That was a fun weekend.” 

“I missed you.” 

Lee hadn’t meant to say it like that, but maybe the pill was making him even loopier than he thought. 

Still, it was out. 




* * * *

 

Part of Arlin wanted to attribute it to the meds Lee had taken. 

Part  of  Arlin—the  part  who  was  still  a  teenager  crushing  on  his  best friend—wanted to listen to his tone and interpret it to mean more. 

“I  missed  you,  too,  buddy.  Do  you  have  a  divorce  attorney?  I  know  a good one.” 

“Not yet. Before I moved back to Tampa, I had a guy who repped one of my teammates do my prenup when I married her. But he was up in Atlanta.” 

“We’ll get you an appointment with Ed. He’s good.” 

“Fortunately,  she  can’t  get  much  from  me.  We’ll  split  the  money  from the condo if we sell it, or she’s got to buy me out. She gets to keep her car and  any  jewelry  I  bought  her.  She  can  have  the  shit  in  the  condo.  It’s  just stuff.” 

By the time they were pulling into Arlin’s driveway, Lee had gone quiet. 

“Do you want to settle on the couch for a while, or in bed?” 

Arlin fought the urge to want to put him in  his bed. 

Except  that’s  exactly  where  he  wanted  him,  even  if  only  so  they  could talk, and he could easily take care of him. Get him anything he needed. Wake up if Lee needed him in the middle of the night. 

“Couch is okay, thanks.” 

Leanna helped Arlin get Lee unloaded and gently bumped him over the slight rise onto the porch, and again over the front doorjamb. 

“Home sweet home,” Arlin said, hoping Lee liked it. 

Wishing  there  were  a  way  he  could  admit  to  Lee  how  much  he  wished Lee would move in with him permanently. 

Wishing he didn’t still feel the same way about Lee that he’d felt when they were in high school. 

Wishing he wasn’t still in love with this man. 

Chapter Five



“This is nice,” Lee said. And he meant it. 

Was it opulent or fancy? No. It was perfectly Arlin—clean, comfortable, middle-class, and welcoming. 

It was everything Lee loved. 

Tila had wanted to buy a big house and Lee had nixed that idea right off the bat, knowing he could be traded at any time and not having time, energy, or desire to do yard work and maintenance. His compromise had been letting her pick the furnishings, horribly overpriced stuff he’d hated, but it had made her happy. 

And wasn’t that supposed to be what marriage was about? 

Another reason he was fine with giving it all to her. The electronics—TV

and stuff—he could easily replace with newer models anyway. 

Let her have it all. 

They got him settled on the couch and Arlin gave him the remote control after turning the TV on and showing him how the cable box worked. 

Then they started unloading everything. 

Now zoning more than a little because of the pain meds, Lee didn’t even pay attention to the TV after putting it on  gO!   Network. He loved their ghost hunting show,  Otherworlds, and usually watched it when he could. Not just because it was based out of Tampa, but because he enjoyed watching the two stars, Will Hellenboek and Aidan Faust. 

At  some  point,  Leanna  said  good-bye  to  him  and  he  realized  he’d  been dozing  off.  “Sorry.  Thank  you.”  He  leaned  in  for  another  hug,  amazed  that now  he  felt  like  he  had  another  friend.  “Have  Arlin  give  you  my  Facebook profile, please, and friend me?” 

She looked…concerned. “Are you all right, sweetie?” 

He didn’t even bother blinking away the tears. “No, I’m not. I think it’s finally all hitting me at once.” 

She crouched next to where he lay on the couch. 

“Listen. Sometimes, we all get to a point in our lives where we have to admit  we’re  not  in  control  and  just  go  with  it.  Arlin  and  I  went  to  lunch Friday and that’s literally where we saw the video of your injury. I could tell from  the  way  he  talked  about  you  that  he  really  cared  about  you.  And  any

friend of his has got to be a good man. That makes you my friend by default. 

So  let  him  take  care  of  you,  huh?  Spend  some  time  chilling  out,  relax,  and take time to figure out your next move without worrying.” 

“Thanks.” 




* * * *

 

Arlin  walked  Leanna  to  the  door.  “Thank  you  so  much,”  he  whispered. 

“Please tell Sharon I’m sorry I absconded with you today.” 

“Nah,  no  worries.”  She  grinned.  “Tomorrow  night.  Dinner.  Here.  We’ll bring a side dish. Make him your chicken piccata, chief. Totally slays.” She kissed  his  cheek.  “And  don’t  you   dare  come  in  tomorrow.  I’ll  shuffle  your schedule for you.” She nodded toward the living room. “That’s a broken man, right there. And I don’t mean his leg. He needs you.” 

“Thanks.” He winced. “Tilly’s party Saturday.” 

“I’ll take care of that, too. I’ll contact her. She’ll understand, no worries.” 

Arlin closed the door after her and returned to the living room. 

Broken. 

That  seemed  to  accurately  describe  his  friend.  The  blue  eyes  he’d fantasized about also held an ocean of pain and grief no pill could touch. 

He settled in the chair next to the sofa. “Can I get you anything, buddy?” 

“You’ve done so much for me already.” 

Now Lee sounded out of it. 

“If  you  need  to  take  a  nap,  go  ahead,”  Arlin  assured  him.  “You  won’t hurt my feelings.” 

“I…I wanted to catch up…” 

“We can do that later. How about you take a nap, and when you wake up, then we’ll talk.” 

“Okay,  Ar.”  He  slowly  turned  his  head  to  stare  at  him.  “Thank  you.” 

Then his eyes fluttered closed and a moment later, he was softly snoring. 

Arlin’s  heart  broke  for  the  guy.  This  was  his  friend,  the  boy  he remembered. How long had the man tried to stay tough, closed off over the years? And then with the divorce now looming, completely cut off? 

He’d be tempted to give that woman a piece of his mind, if he ever met her. 

Now with Lee asleep, Arlin had a chance to actually look at his leg. He

wore  shorts,  because  no  way  in  hell  could  you  get  a  pair  of  pants  over  the cage around his lower leg. Pins actually punched through the skin, apparently stabilizing  everything,  and  a  nasty  looking  incision  about  four  inches  long along his shin looked like it’d once had surgical staples in it. 

There’d been two cloth grocery bags full of medical supplies he’d stuck in  the  guest  bathroom—gauze,  hydrogen  peroxide,  and  other  items—in addition  to  a  shower  chair  Lee  hadn’t  needed  at  the  hotel  because  of  their bathroom. 

He’d need it there at Arlin’s house. 

In fact, he’d probably help the guy bathe in the master bathroom, because he had a large shower in there, versus the tub in the other bath. Although the toilet in the smaller bath would likely be easier for him to use because of the counter being next to it, giving him a better bracing position. 

Lee  also  had  a  couple  of  rubber  shower  mats.  Wise,  to  keep  him  from sliding and hurting himself even worse. 

Wanting  a  few  minutes  to  pull  himself  together,  Arlin  walked  out  the sliders  in  the  living  room  to  the  back  porch,  filled  the  bird  seed  and  corn containers,  and  put  out  the  afternoon’s  feast.  Although  with  it  looking  like rain  soon,  dark,  heavy  clouds  already  moving  in,  he  might  not  get  many visitors  until  later.  It  was  nearly  three  o’clock,  and  the  storm  clouds  were building as if on a schedule. 

Which, being Florida, it kinda was. 

Looking back at the man sleeping on his sofa, he tried not to engage in wishful thinking. 

 I should be happy simply to have him back in my life. 

Fantasizing about more, especially when the guy was in such bad shape, was not only in poor taste, it was dangerous. 

Why  lose  his  heart  to  someone  who  wouldn’t  reciprocate  in  that  way? 

Much less risking their renewed friendship? 

As he stood on the back porch, he heard the tell-tale sound of rain softly pattering through the leaves of the trees in and near his yard. 

 Right on time. 

As it strengthened to a full-on downpour, he deeply inhaled the metallic tang,  absorbed  the  lulling  sound,  watched  the  world  soften  and  turn  grey around him. 

He’d need to be careful, to watch his emotions. 

Never would he turn his back on his friend. Ever. 

But  he  also  needed  to  be  careful  not  to  turn  his  back  on  his  own  best interests. Getting his heart hurt wouldn’t do him any good, and alienating his friend  damn  sure  wasn’t  good  for  Lee.  Focusing  only  on  Lee  right  now instead  of  on  himself  was  just  delaying  the  inevitable  and  avoiding  his  own issues. 

Something he was apparently pretty dang good at. 

Turning, he walked back into the living room and tried to decide what to make them for dinner. 




* * * *

 

After dreaming of a picture-perfect home life, Lee awoke to the smell of something delicious cooking. 

 That’s  damn  sure not Tila. 

She  couldn’t  cook  worth  a  shit  to  save  her  life.  She  used  the  smoke detector as a cooking timer. 

He wished he was kidding. 

As  his  world  slowly  drifted  into  focus,  and  pain  started  making  itself known once again, he realized he was on a couch and it took him a moment to remember and orient himself. 

 Ar. 

He heard someone moving around in an unseen kitchen behind the couch, but right now, he didn’t have the strength to fight the pain to sit all the way up and look. 

The dream he’d had slammed into him. It’d been him and Arlin, not him and a woman. 

Him cooking dinner for Arlin, greeting him as he arrived home, making a happy, quiet life with him. 

Pain coiled through his gut, and not the physical kind. 

All he wanted to do was sink back into that sweet dream. 

His entire adult life had been spent avoiding the truth, avoiding  his truth. 

Chasing a fantasy. 

 I’m gay. 

Wasn’t  exactly  something  you  bragged  about  in  the  NFL.  Sure,  there were  some  openly  gay  players,  and  even  more  so  deep  in  the  iron  closet

they’d need a SEAL team to go in and retrieve them. 

 Guess it doesn’t matter now. 

But how did he admit it to Arlin? 

Would his friend turn his back on him if he did that? 

 Wait…Leanna. 

Arlin’s friend and employee, and she was married to a woman. 

 Okay, logic. Ar can’t be a raging homophobe. No way. 

Lee  heard  footsteps  rounding  the  end  of  the  couch  by  his  head  before Arlin stepped into view with a friendly smile that would have hardened Lee’s cock if he wasn’t feeling so fucking miserable. 

“Hey,  you’re  awake.  Can  I  get  you  anything?  Something  to  drink?  Do you need to move around?” 

As Lee’s brain tried to fight through the last grips of sleep and the pain pill that had worn off, he realized it was raining outside. 

“I’m okay, thanks. Something smells delicious.” 

“Baked ziti.” 

Lee’s eyes widened. “Your mom’s recipe?” 

Arlin grinned. “Yep.” 

Now he fought the urge to cry again. “I haven’t had that since we were kids.” 

“I remembered how much you loved it. I was going to make it anyway. A lot  of  times  I’ll  cook  myself  a  big  dinner  on  Sundays  and  then  freeze  the leftovers to nuke for dinner or lunch later. I thought why not?” 

“Thanks, man.” 

Arlin  stepped  closer,  concern  furrowing  his  brow.  “Are  you  all  right? 

Honestly.” 

Lee  had  to  think  about  his  answer  before  he  spoke  it.  “You  want  it  in order of physical pain, emotional pain, or alphabetically?” 

Arlin moved to the chair he’d occupied earlier and leaned in. “Dude, you can always be honest with me. Don’t ever pretend or put on a fake front. This is  me. I know we’ve spent a lot of years apart, but I have your back. Just like you always had mine.” 

“So  what’s  your  girlfriend  going  to  say  about  having  me  as  a houseguest?” 

A look he couldn’t interpret flitted across Arlin’s face. 

Or was it simply his imagination? 

“I’m  single.  Been  single  for  a  while.  Don’t  worry  about  that.  Even  if  I wasn’t, this is  my house. You’re my friend, not just my guest. If I was dating someone  so  cold  they  couldn’t  understand  why  you’re  here,  I  wouldn’t  be dating them for very long after that.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Dinner will be ready soon. Did you want to eat out here, or did you need help getting into your chair and want to eat at the table? Your choice. I eat in front of the TV a lot.” 

“Out  here,  please,  but  actually,  I  do  need  to  get  into  my  chair.  And pointed in the right direction to the bathroom.” 

“Sure.”  He  stepped  in,  helping  Lee  transfer  to  the  wheelchair  and  then pushing him down the hall to the bathroom. “Looks like the door won’t close with  your  chair  in  there,  but  I’ll  stay  out  here  until  you  call  the  all  clear  to give you privacy. Unless you need help moving around in there?” 

Lee  was  no  hero.  “Stay  within  listening  distance,  please?  I’ll  holler  if  I need help.” 

“Sure, buddy.” 

When  Lee  was  alone,  he  gritted  his  teeth  and  put  his  weight  on  his  left leg, pushing up on the counter with his right arm and leaning against it to get upright and make it to the toilet. 

He  was  able  to  get  his  shorts  and  briefs  pulled  down  and  let  gravity  do the work to land on the toilet. 

 I can’t even pee standing up right now. 

He finished what he needed to do, got himself back into his chair with his pants pulled up, and washed his hands before easing himself backward out of the doorway. 

Arlin swooped in. “Hey, I said call me.” 

“I don’t want to be a pain.” 

“It’s okay. Take it easy, huh? You fall and hurt yourself, it’ll lay you up even longer.” Arlin backed the chair out of the hallway and returned him to the couch, helping him transfer. 

Damn,  it  was  nice  after  three  weeks  of  this  misery  to  have  someone actually wanting to take care of him. 

Unlike Tila’s resentful grousing about it. 

 Fuck. 

Arlin  started  to  step  away,  but  Lee  grabbed  his  hand.  “Thank  you,”  he

said. “For this. For  everything. I mean it. This is… thank you.” 

Arlin gently squeezed his hand. “You always have a place with me. Any time,  day  or  night.  And  let  me  know  what  your  doctor  schedule  is  so  I  can clear my schedule those days and take you.” 

“What?” 

“Buddy,  what  don’t  you  understand?”  Arlin  lifted  an  eyebrow  at  Lee. 

“Don’t argue with me.” 

The quiet way Arlin said that last part, despite the pain Lee was in, made his cock want to twitch. How often had he fantasized about someone taking charge of  him? 

His own white knight. 

He’d finally found him, and he was his best damn friend. 

“Okay.” 

Arlin broadly smiled. “Good. That’s settled. I’ll get your dinner.” 

He returned to the kitchen and that’s when Lee realized Arlin had left his medicine bottles on the coffee table, along with a glass of water. They hadn’t been there when he’d headed for the bathroom. 

 He thinks of everything. 

He  took  one  of  the  anti-anxiety  pills,  along  with  a  pain  pill  and  the antibiotic. He only had two more of those last ones to go. 




* * * *

 

It’d taken every ounce of will Arlin had not to tell Lee “good boy” when he’d finally given in. 

It’d feel so right, so natural to step into that kind of a dynamic with him. 

Like when they were kids. Yes, Lee had watched his back, but hadn’t he been their  leader,  so  to  speak?  He’d  been  the  one  Lee  always  deferred  to  about plans, when to study, that they needed him to study over going to the movies or something. 

Lee had never once argued with him, always going along with him. 

Even  the  times  Arlin  had  asked  Lee  what  he  wanted  to  do,  Lee  had always turned it around and said whatever Arlin wanted to do was fine with him. 

 I can dream. 

He knew he could dream, but he couldn’t act on it. 

Outside, the rain was finally starting to peter off as Arlin prepared Lee’s plate, and a glass of sweet iced tea, and carried them out to him. 

He wouldn’t deny feeling more than a measure of satisfaction when Lee raved  about  dinner  as  they  ate  in  front  of  the  TV,  watching  the  network national news. 

Lee  seemed  to  relax  somewhat  as  his  meds  kicked  in,  smiling,  even laughing a little. 

Painful hints of the boy Arlin had loved once again in his expression. 

When they’d finished, Lee stared at the fixator around his leg. “I guess I need to do that.” 

“Do what?” 

“Wash up. I hate this damn thing, but I guess I’m lucky they were able to fix the bones.” 

“Do you need help?” 

“I take a sponge bath and clean around the pins with gauze and peroxide. 

I  can   finally  take  an  actual  shower  tomorrow.  Because  of  the  surgical  scar, they wanted me to wait for that.” 

“I’ll  set  you  up  in  my  shower  for  that  part,”  Arlin  told  him.  “It’ll  be easier for you to move around. And I have a handheld showerhead in there.” 

“Oh. Cool. Thank you.” 

Once Arlin had the kitchen cleaned up from dinner, he wheeled Lee into his bathroom and then, directed by Lee, brought what he’d need for it. After laying the two non-slip shower mats down—one inside and one out—he set the shower chair inside the shower and got everything ready for Lee. 

“What else can I do? Do you need help?” 




* * * *

 

Sure,  Lee  could  use  the  help,  but  he  knew  if  he  did  he’d  be  popping wood, even with his pain, over having Arlin right  there. 

“I’ll  be  okay.  Just  keep  the  door  open,  please,  and  if  I  holler,  come running.” 

“Don’t hurt yourself. Don’t be a hero—call me if you need me.” 

“I will.” 

“Okay.” 

Once Arlin left, Lee got himself transferred from the wheelchair onto the

shower chair. Then he needed a moment to breathe through fresh pain from his left shoulder. 

 Dammit. 

He knew he had to be careful, but there wasn’t another way. 

Finally,  he  got  his  shorts  and  briefs  off  and  started  the  painstaking process  of  cleaning  around  all  the  pins.  Arlin  had  even  thoughtfully  moved the small wastebasket next to the shower for him to toss the used gauze into. 

At  least  he  didn’t  get  nauseous  the  way  he  had  the  first  week  when cleaning  the  pins.  Not  only  from  pain,  but  because  seeing  those  metal  rods disappearing into his flesh made him want to hurl. 

It took him nearly an hour to finish and by the time he dragged himself into his wheelchair, he realized he was nearing collapse. 

Hating his weakness, he called out. “Hey, Ar?” 

“Yeah, buddy.” 

It startled him, Arlin’s reply from right outside the bathroom. 

“I need you.” 

And there Arlin was, before the sound of his request even faded in Lee’s ears. 

“I was sitting on the bed and going through my e-mail. I didn’t want to leave you alone in case you needed me.” 

This time, the tears flowed and Lee didn’t try to stop them. “Thank you.” 

Arlin  leaned  in  to  hug  him.  “You  need  to  let  it  out.  Stop  trying  to  be brave for me. Later on, you want to say you toughed it out, sure, I’ll totally back you up. But don’t ever pretend. Not in front of me. There’s no shame in feeling emotional.” 

Lee held on tightly, not wanting to let go. “I missed you so much. I’m so sorry.” 

“Shh. I’m here now. I’m not going anywhere, I swear. I meant it that you are welcomed to stay here as long as you need.” 

“I’ll pay you.” 

“No. Stop it.” 

“Will you at least let me pay for groceries and gas?” 

Arlin let out  that sigh, one Lee remembered so damn well. “Okay. If it’ll make you feel better.” 

“Yeah.”  Lee  finally  let  go  of  him  and  sat  back,  reaching  for  a  box  of tissues on the counter. “Imagine what a mess I’d be without the anti-anxiety

meds,” he tried to joke. 

“How long have you been taking those?” 

“Only  since  this  happened.  My  blood  pressure  was  really  high  and  it’d never been before, so they decided to try me on them. In a couple of months I can stop taking them, see how I do. It’s the stress.” 

“No  shit.  I’d  be  stressed,  too.”  Arlin  patted  him  on  his  right  shoulder. 

“Living room, or bed?” 

He wanted to sit up and talk to Arlin all night but knew he was physically and emotionally drained. “Bed, please,” he softly said. “I think I’m done in.” 

“I suspected.” Arlin carefully wheeled him out of the bathroom, through his bedroom and back down the hall, into a guest room. The queen-size bed was comfortable, and Arlin even brought in extra pillows. 

“I wasn’t sure what you’d need to be comfortable bracing your leg.” 

“Thanks.” 

Arlin  got  him  set  up  in  bed,  even  bringing  in  his  chargers  for  his  tablet and  phone  and  setting  them  up  on  the  bedside  table  next  to  him.  After handing him the TV remote, Arlin looked around. “Anything else?” 

 I love you. 

Lee desperately wanted to say it to him and couldn’t. 

“Thank you.” 

He felt like he couldn’t say it enough. 

Like it would never be enough. 

“You’re welcome, buddy. I’ll leave your door open, and mine. Seriously, yell for me if you need me. I’d rather get up and help you than feel like shit because  you  tried  to  do  something  on  your  own  and  hurt  yourself  worse, okay?” He pointed a finger at him. “That’s an order.” 

Finally, Lee felt like smiling. “You going to spank me if I misbehave?” 

Lee  didn’t  understand  the  strange  smirk  Arlin  gave  him.  “Maybe.  If you’re a good boy.” 

That left Lee laughing as Arlin disappeared down the hallway. 

Settling in, Lee grabbed his tablet and logged onto Facebook, to his page. 

He framed a good picture of his bad leg, with the dresser at the end of the bed just barely visible, and posted it with a one-word caption. 

 #bestfriendever

It didn’t matter that no one else would understand what the hell he meant. 

 He knew. 

Setting the TV timer, he turned off the lamp and closed his eyes, for the first time in three weeks dropping off to sleep immediately. 

Chapter Six



Lee awakened Monday morning to the smell of bacon and eggs cooking. 

It was after nine o’clock, and he’d slept solidly all night, no nightmares, no tossing and turning, no fitful waking for his brain to torture him. 

And it was a damn good bed. 

He managed to sit up and wasn’t sure if feeling a little less in pain that morning was due to the comfortable bed or the good night’s sleep he’d had. 

He  pulled  the  wheelchair  in  close,  checked  the  brakes,  and  dragged  himself into it. 

That’s when his left shoulder decided to sing again. 

 Shit. 

If he put too much weight on it, it hurt like a motherfucker. Which was exactly why he couldn’t use crutches yet. 

Still, he gritted his teeth and made it into the bathroom by himself, then out into the kitchen. 

“Hey,” Arlin said as he saw him. “How’d you sleep?” 

“Great, thanks.” 

“Can I get you anything?” 

“Actually, my meds are on the coffee table.” 

He  barely  finished  saying  it  before  Arlin  was  off,  returning  with  the bottles seconds later. And he drew him a fresh glass of water, setting it on the counter next to him before starting to pour him a mug of coffee. 

“Thanks.” 

“Leanna  and  Sharon  are  coming  over  for  dinner  tonight,”  Arlin  said.  “I hope you don’t mind. Sharon’s looking forward to meeting you.” 

“Don’t  you  have  to  work  today?”  He  took  his  pills,  holding  off  on  the anti-anxiety  meds.  He  actually  felt  pretty  steady  that  morning.  If  he  didn’t need it, he didn’t take it. 

“Leanna gave me orders to take the day off. And before you feel guilty, don’t  worry,  she’s  been  riding  me  to  take  a  day  off  for  a  long  time.  She’s right. This is the perfect reason.” 

“Thanks.” Arlin had left sugar and creamer out for him, too, so he fixed his  mug  of  coffee.  He  couldn’t  help  thinking  about  the  dream  he’d  had  the night before, a continuation of the one from his nap on the couch. 

Of him being the one in here, cooking for Arlin. 

Naked. 

Serving him. 

Giving himself totally to him. 

His cock stirred at the thought. 

 Okay, well,  there’s  my libido. 

Thank  goodness  his  shorts  and  being  seated  in  the  wheelchair  hid  the growing evidence of his libido returning. 

“Toast or English muffin?” Arlin asked. 

“Toast is fine, thanks.” 

“You want to eat at the table, or on the couch?” 

“I’m already up, so in here’s fine.” 




* * * *

 

Arlin  would  never  admit  to  his  friend  how  he’d  gotten  up  that  morning and stood in Lee’s bedroom doorway, watching him sleep. 

Seeing  him  like  that…it  reminded  him  of  that  camping  trip  when  they were in high school, the two of them sharing a tent. 

How  in  the  early  light  just  after  dawn,  before  anyone  else  was  up,  how he’d lain there on the other side of the tent and watched Lee sleep. 

Knowing  it  was  likely  the  only  time  in  his  life  he’d  ever  get  to  see  the man like that. 

And now? 

He was still as deeply in love with him as he’d been back then. 

After breakfast, Arlin helped Lee get settled on the couch again before he went out to refill the bird feeder. When he returned, he noticed Lee watching through the sliders. 

“That’s really neat,” Lee said. “Been years since I’ve been able to hang out like this.” 

“I have fun feeding them. Kind of relaxes me watching them.” 

They spent the morning and afternoon talking, catching up. 

Reconnecting. 

It  was  both  the  best  day  Arlin  could  remember  in  a  long  while  and  the most  bittersweet.  All  those  old  feelings  had  returned  with  a  vengeance,  the longing, the desire. 

And here he was, an adult with a responsible life, finally able to pursue his heart’s desire…

Who was sitting  right here on his  fucking couch…

And he felt paralyzed. 

Lee ended up taking a nap. While he did that, Arlin took the opportunity to go grab a shower and get some chores done. He also sorted through Lee’s laundry  and  grabbed  the  dirties,  since  he  needed  to  wash  clothes  anyway. 

Then  he  put  all  of  Lee’s  clothes  away  in  the  dresser  and  closet  in  the  guest room, emptying the three suitcases and several garbage bags. 

It  hadn’t  shocked  him  to  see  Lee  didn’t  have  much  stuff,  to  be  honest. 

His  friend  had  always  lived  leanly,  even  when  a  kid.  He’d  envied  how  Lee could easily pare his possessions down the way he did. 

There was another point that drove reality home. He might be doing the chores now, but long-term, Arlin knew he needed a submissive partner. Even on  the  lightning-strike  chance  that  Lee  might  be  interested  in  him,  trying  to have a relationship with another Dominant would be like mixing gasoline and a road flare. No telling what would happen, but it would burn hot and take the whole motherfucking house down with it. 

He’d been through one divorce. 

He didn’t want to go through another one. 




* * * *

 

Lee spent most of the afternoon napping. His pain levels felt better today, but the exhaustion finally hit him in a way it hadn’t up to this point. 

Relief? 

Perhaps. 

He didn’t have to worry about anything right that moment except healing, body and soul. 

Lee decided to wait until after dinner to get his shower. He didn’t want to wear  himself  out  with  guests  coming  over,  and  he  wanted  to  be  conscious, and not totally zoned out from a pain pill, to meet Sharon. It was the least he could  do  to  repay  Leanna’s  kindness  for  helping  move  him  into  Arlin’s house. 

He did manage to sit in his wheelchair for a while in the kitchen and talk with Arlin while he cooked. Another image flashed through his brain, of the

two of them standing there, in the kitchen, cooking together. 

A tender kiss exchanged between them. 

“Okay?” Arlin asked. 

Lee realized his friend had been speaking. “What? Sorry.” 

“I’ll call Ed for you tomorrow and arrange an appointment. The lawyer. 

Okay?” 

“Okay. Thanks. I appreciate it.” 

Arlin smiled. “And that is one thing I will let you pay for. I did that once. 

I won’t do it again.” 

Lee managed a laugh. “Yeah, I totally own that one.” 

Sharon and Leanna arrived a little later. Leanna’s wife was a sweetheart, her  blonde  bob  looking  right  at  home  on  her  slim,  short  frame.  As  they gathered at the table to eat and talk, Lee made sure to pay a lot of attention to her, answer all her questions, tried to engage her as best he could despite his growing pain. 

He really liked both women. They were witty and friendly and after a few minutes, Sharon was treating him like a normal person, and not like he was a celebrity. 

Despite  wanting  the  salary  being  a  football  player  paid,  Lee  had  never truly  felt  comfortable  with  the  fame  part  of  it.  The  only  time  he’d  had  fun with that was when doing things like working with children’s charities. 

Those kinds of activities he could do all day long. He loved making the kids  smile,  joking  around  with  them,  enjoyed  giving  them  a  few  minutes  of normalcy and helping them forget about whatever it was that took up the bulk of their world. 

Even when he’d been in the hospital, Lee had asked them to wheel him down to the children’s ward so he could sign autographs and meet them after one mom had heard he was there and asked if he’d be willing to talk to her son.  He’d  even  called  in  several  teammates,  who’d  managed  to  wrangle  a couple  of  their  team’s  cheerleaders,  too,  and  they  brought  some  swag  with them to give away. 

Stuff like that, he could never put a dollar value on it. He worked with a local Ronald McDonald House, too, his chosen charity. He’d started working with  them  back  in  college  and  had  always  picked  them  because  he  could usually help support them in any city he was traded to in his career. 

After the women left, Lee had totally planned to take a long, hot shower, 

but  realized  he  was  tired  and  needed  a  pain  pill.  It  didn’t  help  that  he’d slipped  while  in  the  bathroom  and  caught  himself  with  his  left  arm, aggravating his bad shoulder. Instead, he opted to go one more day with the sponge bath technique. An hour later, he was finally in bed and nearly asleep before his head hit the pillow. 

And he realized, before he fell asleep, that Arlin had made no mention of any kind of a timeframe for him to leave. 




* * * *

 

Arlin  hated  leaving  Lee  alone  tomorrow,  but  he  had  been  in  the  hotel room by himself for several days. At least here in the house he had plenty of food  and  could  get  around  okay.  And  he’d  only  be  fifteen  minutes  away,  if Lee needed him. 

As Arlin settled in to sleep, he tried not to fantasize about his friend, but it was really difficult. 

Tonight had felt too easy, too perfect, to want to let it go. 

Like maybe a preview of how things could possibly be one day. 

Although he knew it was stupid to think that way. When Lee healed up, he’d be looking for a new place to live, a new job. 

Moving out. 

Moving on. 

That thought nearly broke Arlin’s heart. 

 Maybe I can convince him to live with me as a roommate. 

It  would  also  likely  mean  he’d  never  go  searching  for  someone  again, because he wouldn’t be able to. Not because of Lee living there…but because of his love for Lee. 

 It’d be masochistic torture of the worst kind. 

Shoving  those  thoughts  away,  he  rolled  over  and  tried  to  go  to  sleep.  It was stupid to let his mind run down rabbit trails anyway. 

Especially ones that could rip his heart out at the root. 

Chapter Seven



Once Lee had the house to himself the next morning after Arlin left for work, he tried to relax and couldn’t. 

After two days of human companionship, he felt almost…needy. 

He  finally  broke  down  and  took  an  anti-anxiety  pill,  his  first  in  over twenty-four  hours.  Within  thirty  minutes,  he  felt  it  kicking  in  and  calming him. 

 Maybe I should try tackling that shower now. 

Except when he tried to transfer himself to the shower chair, he didn’t get his  wheelchair  brakes  locked  all  the  way  and  spent  a  terrifying  couple  of seconds  in  limbo  where  he  thought  his  ass  would  hit  the  floor  until  he wrenched the wheelchair back under him. 

Aaaand now his shoulder hurt like fuck. 

“Dammit!” 

Giving up, he took a pain pill and returned to the living room—verifying the brakes were securely locked on the wheelchair before getting out of it—

and stretched out on the couch. 

That’s where Arlin found him at lunch time when he came home to check on him and bring him a cheeseburger and fries. 

“Are you all right?” 

Lee sat up and started to say sure, he was fine…

And burst into tears. 

Arlin  sat  next  to  him  and  draped  his  arm  around  his  shoulders  as  he listened to Lee tell him about the aborted bath attempt. 

“Okay,  look.  You  hurting  yourself  isn’t  going  to  help.  Wait  until  I  get home tonight. I’ll help you. At least help you transfer. Okay?” 

Lee nodded. “Okay. Thank you. I’m sorry.” 

“And stop apologizing. Oh, Ed’s going to see you at four tomorrow. I’ll leave work early and come get you. So we need to make sure we get all your paperwork together. He wants to see the prenup.” 

Lee nodded again. 

Arlin stood and left the room, returning with a glass of water and Lee’s medicine bottles. 

“Take what you need, and please spend the rest of the day on the couch. 

Okay?” 

“Okay.” 

And that’s exactly what he did. 

It was only as he was drifting to sleep again that he realized he couldn’t have Arlin help him bathe. 

His secret would be exposed. 

 Shit. 




* * * *

 

After Arlin had cleaned up from dinner—leftovers—he knew it was time to  force  the  issue.  Lee  needed  to  try  to  reclaim  his  life,  and  taking  a  damn shower  might  seem  like  a  small  step,  but  Arlin  knew  it  would  help  Lee physically feel better. 

 Maybe I am a masochist after all. 

It would be sheer torture helping his old friend—the guy he’d crushed on hard and heavy in high school—take a shower. 

Lee’s  face  looked  flushed  after  Arlin  got  the  bathroom  set  up  and returned to his bedroom, where Lee sat waiting. 

“Are you all right?” Arlin asked. 

“Yeah,” Lee muttered. 

Arlin wasn’t an idiot. He hesitated. “Okay, let’s talk.” He sat on the edge of the bed. “What’s going on?” 

“Sorry I’m such a pain in the ass right now.” 

“This is more than that.  Talk to me.” 

Lee wouldn’t meet his gaze. “You want to know why I’m not angrier at Tila?” 

This was an odd segue, but whatever. “Sure.” 

“Because we hadn’t been sleeping together before this. Not for months.” 

Arlin’s gaze narrowed. “Oookaaay? So it’s been a while for you.” 

“Yeah,” Lee quietly said, sounding nothing like himself. “A long while.” 

Arlin still wasn’t sure exactly what his point was. “Hey, we’re guys, and we’re friends. I—” 

“I had a crush on you in high school, okay?” 

Arlin’s mouth snapped shut. He’d expected a lot of possible things. 

Not that. 

“Say whut?” 

Lee’s face had now turned the deepest shade of pink Arlin had ever seen another human being wear. 

“I’m  gay,”  Lee  whispered.  “So…I’m  sorry  in  advance  if  parts  of  my body don’t…cooperate while you’re helping me. I hope it doesn’t freak you out.  And  if  you  change  your  mind  about  wanting  to  help  me,  believe  me,  I understand.” 

Arlin knew it’d be totally inappropriate to hop up off that bed and do his own touchdown victory dance. The guy was obviously upset and worried and emotionally  charred  right  now.  Losing  his  career,  his  marriage,  his independence—treading carefully was not only wise, it was mandatory. 

There wasn’t going to be any kiddie-pool-intro to this topic, though. It’d be stupid to waste more time at this point in their lives. 

“Well, if we’re confessing things, I have a couple to confess myself.” 

Lee  didn’t  raise  his  head,  but  as  Arlin  watched  Lee,  he  noticed  Lee’s gaze had drifted toward him. 

“Yeah?” 

“I’m  gay,  too,  and  you  have   no  idea  how  many  times  I  jerked  off  to fantasies of you back in high school.” 

Lee’s head popped up. “You’re…gay?” 

Arlin nodded. “Yep. That’s why I got divorced, although I didn’t tell her that.” 

Arlin  reached  over,  gently  caught  Lee’s  chin  between  his  thumb  and forefinger,  and  tipped  his  head  up  enough  he  could  look  Lee  in  those gorgeous blue eyes of his. 

“And the second confession I have is I’m kinky. I’m a Dominant.” 

Lee’s eyes widened. “You…are?” 

“Mmm-hmm.  An  ass-spanking,  paddle-wielding  Dom.  I’m  even  a member of the BDSM club here in Sarasota. So the question I now lay before you  is  this—you  still  want  me  to  help  bathe  you?  And  I  don’t  just  mean  a bath.” 

“Yes. Please.” 

“You sure?” 

The other man swallowed hard, the sight of his throat nervously working like that hardening Arlin’s cock and making him want to own the guy right there. 

Lee nodded. 

 Time to kick it up a notch. 

Arlin  leaned  in,  still  holding  Lee’s  chin.  Keeping  his  voice  low  and steady, he said, “Then the proper response to that would be, ‘Yes, Sir.’” 

Lee’s lips parted, kissable. 

Fuckable. 

The tip of his tongue darted out, licking them, before he softly said, “Yes, Sir.” 




* * * *

 

 Holy…shitballs! 

Lee had been prepared for a bunch of reactions from his old friend over his confession. 

This had  not been one of them. 

Not even close. 

No way in fucking  hell was he going to turn Arlin down, either. A chance to make some fantasies come true? 

 Yes, please! 

“I’m not going to be a very good slave or whatever right now,” Lee said. 

The feel of Arlin’s fingers holding his chin felt better than good—it felt  right. 

“I can barely get around by myself.” 

Arlin leaned in close, the corners of his lips quirking in a handsome smile that had Lee’s cock hard and throbbing. 

“It’s okay, buddy. Dom doesn’t mean asshole. Dom means I’m in charge, though.  You  do  what  I  tell  you  to  do.  And  you’re  not  my  slave  yet.  We’ll start with submissive and go from there. Long story, mostly semantics, and a discussion for another time. I only have three rules right now that you must agree to follow.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Even saying that felt perfect. 

Arlin looked like he was trying not to laugh. “You need to hear the rules first.” 

“Sorry.” 

Arlin’s thumb stroked Lee’s lips, resting there. “Shh. Listen. Rule one—

complete  honesty.  Even  if  you  think  it’s  painful.  Do  not  lie  to  me.  I’m  not

talking about white lies in the name of keeping a good kind of surprise secret, either. Use logic. If I ask you a question about something we’re doing, or our relationship, you answer me honestly. Understand?” 

He lifted his thumb from Lee’s lips but didn’t move his hand. 

“Yes, Sir.” 

The thumb returned. “Good boy. Rule two, which dovetails with rule one

—you don’t cheat on me, and I won’t cheat on you. We are exclusive to each other. Period. Doesn’t mean you can’t see friends, or have a social life. But you don’t kiss or fuck or have any kind of sex or play with anyone but me, and vice versa.” 

His thumb lifted again. 

Lee’s  cock  ached  so  painfully  he  thought  it  might  explode  right  there. 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Arlin’s smile widened even as his thumb returned once more. “Good boy. 

Rule three is I am in charge. For now, you can safeword for anything. Even if we’re talking like this. But if you don’t safeword, and I tell you something, I expect whatever it is to be done or followed or what have you. Do not make me repeat myself, unless you literally couldn’t hear me the first time. Even if I  say  something  casually  in  conversation,  take  that  as  a  command  unless  I specify otherwise. 

“Eventually,  once  you’re  back  up  to  one-hundred-percent,  there  will  be punishments for failing to follow my orders. Not right now. Between your leg and everything else, I’d rather let you get used to this. Deal?” 

His thumb moved to stroke Lee’s chin. 

“Yes, Sir. What do I use for a safeword?” 

“Easy.  Colors.  Green  means  we’re  good.  Yellow  means  slow  down  or hold up or check in.  Red means stop.” 

“Okay. Yes, Sir.” 

“You’ve never been with a guy?” 

Lee  shook  his  head.  The  furnace  he’d  felt  burning  in  his  cheeks,  which had abated a little, returned with a vengeance. 

Now Arlin wore a sexy, sultry smile, heavy lidded eyes studying his face. 

“Oooh, buddy. Are you in for a treat, then. Obviously, I can’t do what I wish I could do, which is hogtie you on your back and fuck your sweet ass until you pop. But I’m creative. I’ll think of something.” 

Lee heard the whimper escape him—and so did Arlin. 

Arlin leaned in, his lips hovering over Lee’s. “How long’s it been since you last came?” 

Lee struggled to think with his cock now hogging the blood supply that normally flowed through his brain. “At least a month, Sir.” 

Arlin’s eyebrows shot up. “Really? Not even masturbating?” 

Lee  struggled  to  maintain  eye  contact  with  Arlin.  “No,  Sir.  I  was  busy before the game with practices, and then…” He shrugged. “Haven’t felt like it  since  then.  First  the  pain  meds  and  stuff,  then  now  with  all  the  shit  with Tila…I haven’t.” 

“How about now? Right this minute. How do you feel?” 

Arlin had demanded honesty. 

“I’m so horny I feel like I’m going to explode.” 


Arlin  closed  the  gap  between  them  and  kissed  him,  gently,  exploring, while another low, needy moan escaped Lee. 

He’d  totally  lost  control  now,  wanted  this  man,  wanted  everything  he promised and not just sex. 

A relationship, a guy who understood him, who  knew him. Who wouldn’t belittle him for his fantasies. 

Who he didn’t have to worry about going to the tabloids later. 

When  Arlin  sat  back,  Lee  leaned  forward,  trying  to  follow  him  and  not lose contact with him. 

Arlin laid a finger over Lee’s lips, gently pressing to make him sit back in  the  wheelchair.  Then  he  stood  and  stripped  his  shirt  off,  his  gaze  never breaking from Lee’s. 

“Just wait until your leg’s better,” Arlin teased. “Prepare to be fucked in nearly every position I can contort you into, and on every remotely horizontal surface in this house.” 

Lee’s cock twitched. “Yes, Sir,” he whispered, barely able to speak now. 

He’d  never  felt  such  heat,  such  intense  sexual  tension  and  physical attraction, as he was at that moment. 

 I love him. 

This wasn’t merely a teenage crush anymore. This was lust and need and desire and the knowledge that this man had voluntarily stepped in and stood beside him when no one else could even be bothered to step up. 

Arlin reached in and pulled Lee’s T-shirt up and off of him, dropping it onto the floor to join his. When Lee tried to reach for Arlin, he stopped him. 

“No. Be my good boy.” Arlin put Lee’s hands on the wheelchair armrests and smiled. “Stay.” 

He ran his hands over Lee’s abs, his chest, circling his nipples and gently tweaking them. All the while, Lee held on to the armrests, his fingers tightly curled around them, willingly immobile while Arlin watched his reaction. 

The  feel  of  another  pair  of  hands  on  his  body…it  was  amazing.  He’d never realized how sensitive his nipples were before, like they were a hotline straight to his cock and balls. 

Arlin  slipped  a  hand  behind  Lee’s  head,  grabbing  a  handful  of  his  now shaggy  hair  and  holding  on  tightly  as  he  leaned  in  to  kiss  him  again.  This time he slanted his lips over Lee’s mouth, crushing him, tongue pressing for and being granted eager entrance into Lee’s mouth. 

Arlin’s  other  hand  worked  back  and  forth  between  Lee’s  nipples, tweaking  them,  harder  each  time,  until  the  moans  he  let  out  apparently  met with Arlin’s approval and he maintained that level. 

With  his  cock  rigid,  throbbing,  Lee  held  on  to  the  armrests,  wishing  he could  wrap  his  arms  around  Arlin  right  now  and  hold  him.  The  stupid wheelchair  and  his  damn  leg  made  everything  harder  to  manage,  got  in  the way. He hated it. 

When  Arlin  released  his  head  and  sat  up,  he  wore  a  pleased  smile.  “I think someone’s ready for a bath, hmm?” 

He nodded, eagerly. When Arlin arched an eyebrow at him, Lee realized his mistake. 

“Yes, Sir!” 

The smile was worth it. “Such a good boy for me.” 

Chapter Eight



Arlin  got  the  shower  chair  ready  in  the  bathroom,  as  well  as  the  rubber non-slip  bath  mats  inside  and  out  of  the  shower.  After  pushing  Lee’s  chair into the bathroom, Arlin braced himself and with Lee pushing up with his left leg, Arlin got him standing. Arlin helped him pull his shorts down, and with Arlin’s arms around him to steady him, they got Lee onto the shower chair. 

Arlin pulled Lee’s shorts the rest of the way off him and then lifted Lee’s leg  into  the  shower,  gently  setting  it  down  while  the  man  turned  on  the shower chair and brought his other leg into the shower. 

Stepping out, Arlin shoved his own shorts and briefs off, stepped out of them, and rejoined Lee in the shower. 

Now he could focus on Lee’s cock, which had wilted a little with the pain from the transfer, but he knew he could get him up rather quickly. 

Leaning  in,  Arlin  kissed  him  again.  “Who’s  going  to  be  a  good  boy  for me?” 

“Me, Sir.” Lee’s breathy reply made Arlin’s cock twitch with desire. 

He reached down and gave Lee’s cock a gentle squeeze, careful not to let him explode just yet. 

The  moan  Lee  let  out  fired  Arlin’s  need  even  more.  “Good  boy,”  Arlin said.  “Before  you  get  your  reward,  you  need  to  earn  it.”  He  started  by washing Lee’s hair for him, taking his time and savoring this. 

Getting Lee used to his touch. 

Standing  behind  him,  Arlin  pulled  Lee’s  head  back  so  it  rested  against Arlin’s abs. “Maybe this is the inspiration you needed to get better faster,” he said with a smile before he leaned in and kissed him. 

When he straightened, Lee tried to follow him with his lips, making Arlin smile. “Don’t worry. There’s going to be plenty of that later.” 

He  took  a  washcloth  and  scrubbed  the  man’s  back  and  chest  for  him, being careful of his bad shoulder and making sure to tease him by going over his nipples. 

After  Arlin  took  his  own  shower,  he  knew  they  had  to  do  the  last  part. 

“Show me how to take care of your leg.” 

He could tell the man was slightly embarrassed, but Arlin kept a hand on his good shoulder and listened, watched, learned. 

Then he took the supplies and sat on the shower floor, carefully doing it for him. 

“C-can I ask a stupid question?” Lee finally said. 

“Sure.” 

“If  you’re  the  Dom,  shouldn’t  I  be  taking  care  of  you  and  not  the  other way around?” 

He  looked  up  into  those  blue  eyes.  “My  most  important  job  is  to  make sure you’re taken care of. Once you’re all healed up, sure, you’ll be able to do things for me. But even then, I still consider it my responsibility to make sure you’re taken care of.” 




* * * *

 

If Lee hadn’t been in love with Arlin before now, this would have sealed his fate. Despite the sexual teasing that had his cock screaming for action in a way it hadn’t in years, it was more the tender care Arlin took with him that had twisted his heart and soul in good ways. 

Once  Arlin  finished  taking  care  of  his  leg  and  helped  him  dry  off,  he dried off and got Lee back into his wheelchair, where he leaned in and kissed him. 

“No clothes needed for this next part.” 

He noticed Arlin’s cock was cut, fully eight inches at least, as hard as he was.  He  helped  Lee  into  his  bed,  making  sure  he  was  comfortable  before climbing in next to him. 

“Another  talk  we  need  to  have.  If  she  was  cheating  on  you,  we  need  to get  you  tested.  Until  then,  no  bareback  for  you.  The  other  thing  is  that  I haven’t been with anyone in over six months, and have recent test results. But if you want me to get fresh ones, I will. Your choice.” 

Lee stared up at him, into his steady brown gaze. “I trust you.” 

“Trust, but verify. You won’t hurt my feelings.” 

“I trust you.” 

“Of course, with your leg, intercourse really isn’t much of a worry right now.”  Arlin  leaned  in  and  kissed  him  again,  long  and  sweetly,  taking  his time. “But, meanwhile, there are sooo many other things we can do.” 

Arlin  reached  down  and  took  Lee’s  hand,  placing  it  on  his  cock  before grasping Lee’s cock in his. “Tonight, let’s take it easy and relaxed, okay?” 

Nestling  Lee’s  head  in  the  crook  of  his  other  arm,  Arlin  leaned  in  and kissed  him  again,  gently  squeezing  Lee’s  cock  before  he  started  slowly stroking him. Every drop of pre-cum that leaked from the head, Arlin worked it down his shaft and Lee tentatively did the same thing. 

“That’s it, buddy,” Arlin whispered before kissing him again. 

Yeah, this was…amazing. He felt connected to Arlin in a way he’d never felt connected to Tila, despite her excellent skills. 

This was better. 

Way better. 

They  finally  found  a  comfortable  rhythm  and  position  for  both  of  them and  Lee  closed  his  eyes,  letting  go  and  enjoying  the  feel  of  someone  else’s hand on his cock for the first time in too damn long. 

Guilt-free, not having to pretend his partner was someone they weren’t. 

He  was  finally  with  the  partner  he’d  longed  to  have.  Even  though  from the way their bodies fit together it felt like he had a couple of inches of height on  Arlin,  as  he  had  when  they  were  kids,  it  still  felt  perfect  being  held  by him. 

“Don’t come before I tell you to,” Arlin softly warned. “Now get me off, baby.” His mouth closed over Lee’s again. 

Lee focused on Arlin, on the hot, silken meat sliding through his hands, memorizing  it,  learning  what  he  liked,  the  sexy  noises  erupting  from  him with every stroke. 

“Yes!”  Arlin  gasped.  Lee’s  hand  suddenly  became  slick  with  hot  cum, and he faced a torn decision to immediately start sucking on his own fingers or keep riding out Arlin’s orgasm with him. 

He opted for safety, to not stop stroking until Arlin nipped his bottom lip. 

“Your  turn,”  Arlin  hoarsely  said.  Arlin’s  hand  firmly  stroked  Lee, speeding  up  and  quickly  bringing  him  over,  Lee  groaning  with  relief  as  his balls tightened and emptied. 

Maybe  not  the  best  orgasm  he’d  ever  had,  but  the  best  one  he  could remember having in a long damn time. 

He  finally  brought  his  hand  up  to  his  mouth  and  licked,  sucked  Arlin’s cum off his fingers. When he looked up, he found Arlin smiling down at him. 

“What?” 

“That’s so fucking sexy, baby. I don’t even have to train you.” He leaned in and kissed him again, a damn good kisser. 

 


* * * *

 

Arlin  brought  him  a  warm,  damp  washcloth  to  clean  up,  then  they snuggled together in his bed, TV on low, and talking. 

Really catching up, honestly, this time. 

Exposed and emotionally bared to each other. 

“I  never  told  my  ex  I  was  gay,”  Arlin  said.  “She  grew  increasingly unhappy  with  how  much  I  was  working,  which  was  my  attempt  to  hide  the fact that I couldn’t really have sex with her anymore. Finally, we split up.” 

“That’s  sort  of  what  I  did,”  Lee  admitted.  “Avoided  her,  claimed  I  was too tired, or whatever. I wish she hadn’t snuck around behind my back, but I can’t blame her for leaving.” 

“Is that why you had a prenup? You were worried about a divorce?” 

“Yeah, I think in the back of my mind I always kind of knew that’s how it was going to play out. I hoped I was wrong. I wanted to be wrong, because deep in my heart I knew if I was going to be with a guy it would be you.” 

He tipped his head to meet Arlin’s gaze. “And I didn’t even know where you were, much less if you were gay.” 

“God, we’re a pair, aren’t we?” Arlin smiled down at him. Even like this, even having to be careful not to jostle Lee’s leg, this felt perfect, holding him. 

“Maybe this is better, though. We’re grown up and past playing games.” 

“True.”  Arlin  couldn’t  stop  touching  him—stroking  Lee’s  arm,  playing with his hair, trying to convince himself this wasn’t a dream. “What do you do after your leg heals?” 

“I’m  going  to  try  for  an  on-camera  job.  My  manager  has  contacts  with some of the sports networks. I can’t do anything with this damn thing around my leg right now, though. Once my shoulder heals enough I can use crutches I’ll be able to get around better.” 

Arlin refused to let fear roll through him. “Then what?” 

Lee  shrugged.  “I  don’t  know.”  He  snuggled  against  him  even  harder, pressing his head into the crook of Arlin’s shoulder. “All I know is now that I have  you  back—and  have  you  in  ways  I  never  dreamed  possible—I’m  not giving this up. I won’t.” 

“What are your finances like?” 

“I’ll be okay. But I’m not a mooch, and I need to work. I’m going to start

writing more features for my blog and for a couple of online publications. I can pick up traffic and some extra money that way. Do video reports.” 

“Do I need to add a sports package to my cable?” 

“That’d be awesome. I’ll pay for the difference. If not, I can watch a lot of the games online.” 

“Whatever you need to help you out.” 

Arlin  had  started  to  drift  to  sleep  when  Lee  spoke  again.  “You  said there’s a BDSM club here in Sarasota?” 

“Yeah.” 

“How does that work?” 

“I’m a relatively new member, even though I’ve been kinky for a while. 

They don’t allow sex. There’s a pretty active kinky community in this area.” 

“Oh.” Another long pause. “Can we go? When my leg’s better?” 

“Are you sure you want to go? Aren’t you worried about gossip?” 

“Like I give a fuck. The news is going nuts reporting my wife cheated on me and left me. I need to live my life for  me now. I’m not hiding who I am.” 

“Well,  I   do  need  to  be  careful.  Not  many  people  want  their  retirement fund  manager  to  be  hitting  the  tabloids  every  time  he  turns  around  because his famous boyfriend turns out to be gay and kinky.” 

“Oh.” Long pauses seemed to be Lee’s specialty tonight. “I didn’t think about that.” 

“We’ll  start  talking  to  some  of  the  others.  I  know  Leanna  and  Sharon won’t mind me telling you they’re kinky. That’s how I decided to start going to  the  club.  They’ve  been  members  for  a  while  and  know  more  of  the people.” 

“They do?” 

“Yeah.”  He  closed  his  eyes  again.  “For  tonight,  let’s  get  some  sleep.  I think we’ve both earned it.” 

It felt damn good having a warm body in his arms again. 

Especially Lee’s. 

Chapter Nine



When  Lee  awoke  the  next  morning,  he  felt  disoriented  until  he  realized he was pressed tightly against Arlin’s back and ass. 

“Good morning,” Arlin said, his voice thick with sleep. 

Lee’s  cock  hardened  like  iron,  and  Arlin  noticed.  “Well,  someone’s frisky.” 

Despite the pain, Lee rolled onto his back and reached for Arlin, kissing him. “Please, Sir,” he begged, not even caring if he appeared desperate. 

He  was desperate. 

Arlin arched an eyebrow at him. “Is my boy horny?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Even calling him that felt…natural. 

Right. 

Arlin rolled onto his side, facing Lee. “Another rule is that I control your orgasms. If you want to come, you need my permission. No beating off when I’m not around. If you want to masturbate, you’d better call or text me.” 

“Yes, Sir.” There was something terrifyingly freeing in that. 

Arlin  smiled  and  wrapped  his  fingers  around  Lee’s  cock.  “Such  a  good boy. You wait until that leg is healed and I’ll be doing some serious training with you.” Arlin slowly stroked Lee’s cock. “Good boys always get rewards. 

You may come.” 

He did almost immediately, fisting the sheets, his eyes falling closed as it felt like every nerve ending fired at the same time. 

“Wow. That was either very lucky timing, or a compliment on my hand job skills.” 

Lee  laughed,  finally  opening  his  eyes  again  to  see  Arlin  smiling.  “Now me.”  Arlin  kissed  him  as  Lee  quickly  worked  him  up  and  got  him  over, knowing he’d quickly grow addicted to the sound of the man as he came. 

The deep, visceral moans Arlin made. 

As Arlin recovered, he pressed his forehead against Lee’s. “I’ll be home by three. Try to be as ready as you can. I’d like to leave by three thirty.” 

“I don’t have much to wear besides shorts.” 

“That’s  fine.  Ed  won’t  care.  And  FYI,  he’s  also  kinky.  So  nothing  will shock him.” 

“Okay.” 

He  helped  Lee  transfer  into  the  wheelchair  and  make  it  into  the bathroom.  Once  Lee  had  finished  that,  Arlin  got  the  coffee  going  and  then went  to  grab  a  shower  while  Lee  took  his  meds  and  settled  in  on  the  couch with coffee. 

When Arlin emerged from the bedroom less than thirty minutes later, and dressed in a suit and tie…Lee felt his cock harden again. 

He hadn’t really paid attention to how Arlin had been dressed yesterday. 

“Wow.” 

He didn’t realize he’d said it aloud until Arlin smiled. 

“I clean up good, huh?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Arlin  walked  over  and  sat  next  to  him.  “Can  I  fix  you  something  for breakfast before I go?” 

“I’m okay. Thanks.” 

Arlin  stared  into  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  “It’s  a  good  thing  I  can’t  bend you over a bench and paddle that fine ass of yours right now. This forces us to go slow, in some ways. Get to know each other again.” 

Lee leaned in and kissed him. “I’m sick of going slow. My life has felt like it’s been on hold.” 

“I’m not going anywhere, don’t worry. But we will take this slow. And you’ll be my good boy, won’t you?” 

Something  about  the  magic  in  those  two  words  pulled  at  him  in  a  good way. “Yes, Sir.” 

“Okay. Call me if you need me. Don’t be a hero and hurt yourself again like you did yesterday. The longer it takes you to heal up, the longer it’ll be before  I  can  break  you  in.”  Arlin  smiled,  playfully,  with  a  hint  of  the  good kind of evil. 

Once  he  was  alone  in  the  house,  Lee  realized  how  good  it  felt  to  know Arlin would be coming home to him later that day. 

Anticipation. 

Something  he  hadn’t  even  felt  in  a  long  time.  Not  the  good  kind  of anticipation, at least. 

He’d had football, and he’d had…

Not even Tila. Not really. She’d been an attempt on his part to try to fit in when the truth had been staring him in the face for years. 

 This was who he was. 

Now all he had to do was figure out how to make the best of the rest of his life and not waste any more of it. 

Movement outside caught his eye and he watched a large raven descend upon  the  bird  feeder.  It  jousted  ineffectively  for  a  moment  with  a  couple  of doves,  then  finally  jumped  down  to  the  ground,  where  it  started  pecking  at corn. 

Then a squirrel arrived to challenge the bird for scavenging rights. 

An hour later, Lee realized he was still watching them, the TV ignored. 

When was the last time he’d felt this peaceful and relaxed? 

 That would be never. 




* * * *

 

“I love the bird feeder,” Lee told him. “I sat there and watched them most of the day. It was really Zen.” 

Arlin was driving them to Ed’s in his car, because it was easier for Lee to get into and out of. Fortunately, the wheelchair folded up to fit in the trunk. 

“Remind  me  when  we  get  home  to  refill  them.  And  the  bird  bath.  It’s really funny sometimes when they get in there and start splashing around.” 

At  a  red  light  he  looked  over  at  Lee  and  caught  him  staring  at  him, smiling. 

“What?” 

Lee’s smile widened. “Nothing. Thank you.” 

“You don’t have to keep thanking me.” 

Lee  reached  over  and  caught  his  hand.  “Yeah,  I  do.  I  have  a  new  life now. I really feel like that. I can’t explain it.” 

He  didn’t  have  to,  because  Arlin  felt  like  that,  too,  even  though  he  was afraid to say as much out loud. 

He didn’t want to jinx whatever this was. 

He also didn’t let go of Lee’s hand during the rest of the drive to Ed’s. 

When  they  got  there,  he  helped  wheel  Lee  into  Ed’s  office  and  get  him situated. 

Once  they  were  behind  Ed’s  closed  office  door,  Arlin  started.  “We’ve had some…developments.” 

“Like what?” Ed asked. 

Arlin reached over  and took Lee’s  hand. “Still in  progress.” He quickly filled him in. 

“Ah. Congrats. Let’s see what your prenup says.” 

Lee handed over the paperwork and Ed scanned through it, as well as the divorce filings Tila sent. 

“This  looks  pretty  standard.  Smart  thinking  to  separate  your  earnings from the household account. Limited what she could take.” 

“Yeah,  my  manager  gets  the  credit  for  that  idea.  He’d  seen  too  many people fucked over.” 

Ed  passed  over  some  paperwork  for  Lee  to  sign  and  processed  the retainer fee on Lee’s credit card. “As long as she didn’t hire a total dumbfuck for  an  attorney,  this  should  go  fairly  easily.  I  don’t  expect  there  to  be  any problems, based on this prenup.” 

“She’s too busy schmoozing her new guy,” Lee said. 

“Sorry about that. But, on the other hand, hey, look what happened.” 

“That’s why I’m not really angry. Embarrassed more than anything.” 

“Silver linings, and all that bullshit.” Ed smiled. “And with your bum leg, your new sadist can’t beat your ass yet.” 

Arlin grinned. “Yet.” 

On the way home, Arlin pulled into an adult store, parking away from the entrance so Lee wouldn’t be as easy to spot. “Wait here.” 

“What are we doing here?” 

“You want to get a blow job before your test results?” 

Lee’s face turned an adorable shade of pink, but he nodded. “Yes, Sir.” 

“Then  I  need  to  go  in  there  and  hope  they  have  flavored  condoms, because I hate the taste of regular ones. They usually don’t sell flavored ones at the drug store.” 

“Oh.” 

Arlin returned to the car a few minutes later with a shopping bag. “That was fun.” 

“What?” 

He indicated the laden bag. “I bought enough for a frat party. I could tell the clerk was curious, but didn’t say anything.” He reached over and palmed the front of Lee’s shorts, loving how they tented immediately. “Hope you’re feeling frisky.” 



* * * *



That  was  one  word  for  it.  Figures  that  he’d  reunite  with  the  love  of  his life right after breaking his damn leg. 

They returned home, where Arlin helped him into the chair and got him inside. Then Arlin refilled the bird feeders, and reheated leftovers for dinner. 

Eating while sitting on the couch next to Arlin was a test of self-control for Lee. He wanted to touch Arlin, seduce him. 

Craved his touch. 

After  so  many  months  of  isolation—and  years  before  that—where  he resisted contact with Tila to avoid awkward dismissals of her advances, it felt good to be able to…cuddle. 

With dinner cleaned up, they headed to the bathroom to shower. Lee was glad to see his cock wasn’t the only one excited by the thought of getting into the  shower  together  again.  In  fact,  when  Arlin  stepped  in,  Lee  grabbed  his hips and pulled him close, swallowing him before the man could resist. 

Arlin’s  sharp  hiss  of  pleasure  made  Lee’s  cock  throb  even  harder.  His hands settled on Lee’s head. 

“All right, boy. If that’s how you want to play this. I was going to wait until later. That means you’ll have to work harder to get me off a second time before you can come.” 

He  slowly  started  fucking  Lee’s  mouth,  taking  control,  Lee’s  soul melting. 

 This. 

He’d  always  hated  having  to  be  the  one  in  charge  all  the  time  in  bed, much less in everyday life. Another reason he’d loved playing football. Yes, he had to think and reason and read the field conditions and wind and all of that. 

But  he  wasn’t  in  charge.  There  were  assistant  coaches,  special  teams coaches, the head coach. 

Every  out-of-place  peg  shifted  slightly  and  slid  into  their  correct positions. 

 Finally. 

He  let  out  a  soft,  needy  moan  and  held  on  tightly,  his  fingers  splayed along Arlin’s ass. 

“Yes, my boy likes sucking my cock, doesn’t he?” 

Even  the  way  Arlin’s  voice  deepened,  sexy,  throaty  with  desire,  drilled deep inside his brain. 

All Lee wanted to do was make him happy, if Arlin would just promise to keep him feeling like  this all the time. 

Needed. 

Wanted. 

Owned. 

“You’re  going  to  be  my  good  boy  and  swallow  every  drop  I  give  you, aren’t you?” 

Lee hoped the moan was correctly interpreted as a yes, because it was. 

An  emphatic yes. 

He  wasn’t  sure  his  technique  was  the  best  but  hoped  Arlin  would  help him improve there, too. Lee would dang sure practice as much as Arlin would let him. 

Arlin’s  cock  tasted  like  heaven  and  answered  prayers.  And  when  he pushed in deep, falling still as  that sound escaped him again—Lee barely had time to taste him before swallowing it all. 

Arlin’s grip changed, stroking his hair. 

Loving. 

Tender. 

“Such a good boy,” Arlin whispered, encircling him with his arms as well as he could in their positions. “Good boy.” 

Arlin  leaned  in  for  a  long,  slow  kiss,  his  gaze  burning  a  hole  straight through the past and into the present in Lee’s heart. 

“My good boy.” 




* * * *

 

It wasn’t the best blowjob Arlin had ever received in terms of technique. 

It  was,  however,  the  best  he’d  ever  had,  because  he  knew  the  love  and eagerness in the man’s heart. The willing submission that had been given. 

No matter how he swore he’d go slow, take his time, it still felt like they were falling deep and hard. 

During their shower he took great sadistic pleasure introducing Lee to the joys of edging, having him beg through most of the shower as Arlin kept him right on the edge, his cock leaking pre-cum. 

He actually had to let Lee cool off a little once he got him into bed, afraid he’d blow immediately just from rolling the condom on him. Fortunately, he was  able  to  angle  Lee  on  the  bed,  giving  them  plenty  of  room  to  sixty-nine with Arlin on top. 

“You  can  come  after  you  make  me  come,”  he  warned  Lee.  “You  come first, that’s the first ten cane strokes you’ll have banked for when I can finally punish you.” 

Lee’s needy moan almost made Arlin come on the guy’s face. “Yes, Sir.” 

Then the feel of eager lips and a tongue lapping at the head of his cock. When he looked, he found Lee with his head raised, trying to reach him. 

Arlin encircled the base of Lee’s cock with his fingers, pressing against the  underside,  trying  to  help  him  hold  back.  Then  he  lowered  his  cock  into Lee’s  mouth,  slowly  fucking  it  between  Lee’s  lips  and  already  knowing  it wouldn’t take him long to get off a second time. 

Who  was  he  kidding?  It  was  fucking  sexy  as  hell  that  the  guy  was  so eager. 

Even better? He loved the hell out of the guy. 

The cherry flavored condom wasn’t the best brand he’d ever used, but it wasn’t  the  worst,  either.  He  was  careful  not  to  go  too  fast  with  him,  loving the moans Lee made feeling his mouth on him. 

When Arlin felt his own release closing in, he gave up holding back and started  fucking  Lee’s  mouth,  Lee’s  moan  to  taste  his  cum  a  second  time  in less than an hour sounded sexy as hell and almost louder than the noises he was making. 

He  loosened  his  fingers  around  the  base  of  Lee’s  cock  and  went  deep, sucking  hard,  swirling  his  tongue  around  the  condom  and  wishing  he  could taste him. 

 Soon. 

Because  once  that  happened,  not  only  would  he  taste  his  boy,  he’d  be putting a load in his ass bareback, marking what was his and had been since they were teenagers. 

He sensed Lee close to coming, the way his cock hardened and his moans grew  louder.  When  Lee  came,  Arlin  used  his  fingers  to  keep  stroking  his cock,  prolonging  it  for  him,  until  he  finally  eased  up  and  sat  back,  smiling down at him. 

Lee stared up at him, his expression sated and glazed and happy. 

A one-eighty from how he’d looked a few days ago in the hotel room. 

He’d  take  care  of  the  condom  in  a  minute.  Right  now,  he  wanted  to cuddle. 

Arlin stretched out next to him. “How was that?” 

“Perfect.” He even sounded sated. 

“And tomorrow night you start anal training.” 

“Sir?” 

He lifted his head and smiled at him. “Butt plugs. I also picked up extra lube  and  regular  condoms.  I  might  not  be  able  to  fuck  you  yet,  but  you’re going to get that gorgeous ass stuffed one way or another, so that when I can fuck it, you’ll be ready to take me.” 

He noticed Lee’s cock twitched a little. 

“Ever have anything in your ass before?” 

“Just…my fingers. Years ago.” 

Arlin  grinned,  leaning  in  to  rub  noses  with  him.  “Then  you  are  in  for  a fun ride, baby.” 

Chapter Ten



Over  the  next  two  weeks,  Lee’s  leg  continued  to  heal  on  schedule,  he received a round of testing—all clear—and he’d advanced from the smallest butt plug Arlin owned to the largest. 

And  was  like  a  horny  puppy,  almost  always  trying  to  hump  Arlin  if  he stood still long enough. 

Three weeks later, Lee’s shoulder had finally healed to the point he could try  crutches  and  get  around  more  easily,  which  helped  improve  his  mood even more. He started doing more around the house, including going outside to feed the birds, and then sitting in a chair on the back porch to watch them. 

He started writing on his blog and posting reports, doing interviews with other players and coaches, and while he still didn’t feel comfortable trying to drive yet, he was happy to be relatively mobile. 

And he found Arlin’s toybag. 

It was a Thursday night. And when Arlin arrived home from work, Lee met him at the door, on crutches, with a kiss. 

Naked. 

Horny. 

Eager to show Arlin his stuffed ass. 

“Can we try some of your toys on me tonight,  please, Sir?” 

A  few  times,  Arlin  had  given  him  light  bare-handed  swats  on  the  ass while he was balanced on one foot against the counter and doing something like brushing his teeth, but they hadn’t “played.” Their D/s dynamic had all been in the relationship arena. 

“Like what?” 

“I laid them on the bed, Sir.” 

They’d been talking, too. A  lot  of talking. 

One of the things they’d talked about was in preparation for the day when they started physically playing. Wasn’t like Lee couldn’t take a lot of pain. 

In fact, Lee wasn’t even taking his pain pills anymore, and hadn’t needed the anti-anxiety pills at all over the past several days. 

Arlin walked into the bedroom and found a riding crop, a slapper, and a small, light wooden paddle neatly lined up on the covers. 

And the leather collar that had been in the toybag. 

He turned as Lee made his way to the door. “Please, Sir?” 

Arlin slowly slipped off his jacket to hang it up. He’d discovered it made Lee hornier than hell watching him slowly strip like that. “Right now? Before dinner?” 

“Please, Sir?” 

The begging had Arlin’s cock hard already. 

He slowly loosened his tie, his gaze focused on Lee’s. “What’s my boy want to trade in return?” 

“Please fuck me, Sir.” 

Arlin froze. 

Apparently,  Lee  correctly  interpreted  his  hesitation.  “I  figured  it  out. 

Look.”  He  limped  over  to  the  side  of  the  bed  and  set  his  crutches  aside. 

Grabbing  a  couple  of  pillows  to  put  under  his  stomach,  he  leaned  over  the edge of the bed. “See?” 

Arlin reached out and caressed his back, his ass. “Don’t fucking move,” 

he hoarsely said. 

Working fast, he quickly stripped, buckled the collar around Lee’s neck, then picked up the slapper. 

“You don’t hesitate to safeword if you feel the bad pain, okay?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Lee  was  already  in  subspace.  They’d  discovered  Arlin  could  drop  him into  it  just  from  talking  to  him,  holding  him  by  the  hair,  a  hand  cupped around his throat. 

With his left hand on Lee’s lower back to steady the man, Arlin started carefully working up and down his ass and left thigh with the slapper, staying far away from his right leg and the fixator. 

Lee moaned and arched his back, sticking his ass out for a better target. 

“Good boy,” Arlin hoarsely praised. 

He went easy on him, more eager to finally bury his cock inside the man. 

After  turning  his  ass  a  sweet,  uniform  shade  of  pink  with  the  slapper,  he moved  to  the  paddle.  He  found  the  sweet  spot,  just  hard  enough  for  him  to feel  it  and  squirm  but  not  hard  enough  to  safeword,  before  switching  to  the crop. 

“Five hard ones from this,” he said. “They’re going to sting. I want you to really feel them when I fuck you.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

He spaced them out, his cock twitching with every sound his boy made, loving how he fisted the covers and gritted it out through them all. 

Grabbing the base of the butt plug, he slowly pulled it out of Lee, took it into the bathroom, tossed it into the shower to deal with later, and washed his hands. Then he retrieved the bottle of lube from the nightstand and slathered his cock with it. 

“Okay,  boy.  This  one’s  bare,  because  I’ll  be  damned  if  I  won’t  mark what’s mine inside and out.” 

He pressed the head of his cock against Lee’s rim. 




* * * *

 

The  pain  was  already  fading  into  a  sweet  background  sensation  as  Lee felt  Arlin’s  cock  against  his  rim.  Eager  to  be  taken,  he  thrust  his  hips  back, gasping  to  finally  be  impaled  by  that  cock  he’d  spent  so  many  hours worshipping with his mouth. 

“Damn, boy,” Arlin said. “I guess someone wants to be fucked.” 

“Yes, Sir, I do. I’ve been dreaming of it.” 

He held on to Lee’s hips and slowly fucked him, working his cock all the way into him until Lee felt Arlin’s balls brushing against his warm ass. 

He folded his body over Lee’s, pressing him into the mattress, his hands finding Lee’s, fingers lacing together. 

“My good boy,” he whispered against Lee’s neck. “I wish this first time could  be  face-to-face  so  I  can  watch  your  expression  when  you  take  my load.” 

“Please, fuck me, Sir!” 

Part of the accidental conditioning that Arlin had deliberately focused on once they realized it was any time Lee had something in his ass, it made him hornier than hell. Arlin had combined the early anal training with going down on him and edging him. 

So now Lee’s cock hardened if Arlin so much as looked at his ass. 

He wasn’t complaining about that, he just wanted his itch scratched in the best way possible. 

“This’ll be fast, boy.” He started fucking him, Lee’s mind spiraling down the rabbit hole. He tried to rock, to move with him, but Arlin’s weight pinned him to the bed, and it wasn’t long before he thrust one last time, deep, hard. 

“Mine,” he whispered. “Officially mine.” Arlin bit the back of his neck, hard, making Lee moan with need. 

Arlin kissed the spot. “Okay, boy. Into the shower. I’ll take care of you there.” 

Even  though  he  could  stand  up,  Arlin  made  him  use  the  shower  chair, and then the reason was clear. 

Arlin  went  down  on  him  there,  quickly  bringing  him  over  and  leaving him weak and shaky. 

As he recovered, Arlin held Lee’s body against him. “How was that?” 

“I hope you aren’t expecting to get rid of me any time soon.” 

Arlin rubbed his chin over the top of Lee’s head. “Hell, no.” 




* * * *

 

Lee staying naked wasn’t only a D/s thing. It was a logistics issue at that point,  because  it  meant  he  didn’t  have  to  fight  with  pulling  clothes  over  his fixator frame. 

Arlin damn sure wasn’t complaining about the view. 

As  they  worked  together  to  make  dinner,  Lee’s  phone  went  off  with  a text message. 

Arlin wasn’t sure about Lee’s expression. “Who is it?” 

“Stan. My agent. Wants me to call him.” 

“Go ahead. That’s work.” 

Lee leaned in to kiss him. “Thank you, Sir.” 

He headed over to the table to sit at his chair—the one with the towel on the seat—to make the call. 

Even that seemed natural now, Lee calling him Sir. 

Arlin didn’t know why a tendril of dread started filling him as he listened to Lee’s side of the conversation. 

“…Another six to eight weeks, probably. It’s healing, though. Why? …

Really?  When?  …Yeah,  I  could  do  that.  It  should  be  off  by  then.  I  might have a cane for a while, maybe a walking boot. … Can you send me the info? 

… Okay, go ahead and confirm that. Thanks.” 

When Lee ended the call, he sat staring at his phone. 

“Well?” 

“He lined me up a video conference with a couple of producers from the

Deuce. They want to talk to me about doing a college football show.” 

“The Deuce?” 

“ESPN2.” 

The  tendril  became  a  tentacle  squeezing  his  heart.  “Oh.  That’s  good, right?” 

“I  wouldn’t  have  to  start  for  a  couple  of  months  yet,  closer  to  the beginning  of  the  college  season.  And  I’d  be  one  of  the  reporters  at  their combine coverage in February. At the desk.” 

“That’s…good?” 

“Yeah. It’s a good start to a new career.” He stared at Arlin. “Should I do it?” 

Arlin  washed  his  hands  and  walked  over.  “Of  course  you  should  do  it. 

I’m not going to stop you from working.” 

That wasn’t what he wanted to say though. 

What he wanted to say was  hell no, you’re not leaving me. 

Lee’s  gaze  returned  to  the  phone.  “They  want  me  to  video  conference with  them  tomorrow.  That  we  can  talk  money  then.  Won’t  be  what  I  made playing football, but it’d be darn good.” 

He rested his hands on Lee’s shoulders. “Do you want to do it?” 

When Lee looked up, Arlin wasn’t prepared for the tears in Lee’s eyes. “I do, but I don’t want to leave you.” 

Arlin held him. “You have to work. You said so yourself. We’ll be fine. 

If we could find each other after almost twenty years apart and not knowing how  the  other  felt,  you  think  you’re  going  to  get  rid  of  me  this  easily? 

Besides, if you take the job, you said it’s a few months until you start, right? 

We’ll figure something out. You’ll be able to fly home for a couple of days, or I can fly wherever to meet you. We’ll make this work.” 

“If I get the job.” 

“You’ll slay them. Of course you’ll get it.” 

Lee  pressed  his  face  against  Arlin’s  stomach.  “Promise  me,  Sir,”  he whispered. “Promise me it’ll work. I can’t lose you. Not again.” 

“I promise you, boy. I’m not going anywhere.” 




* * * *

 

Lee  wasn’t  sure  why  he  felt  so  sick  to  his  stomach  lying  there  on  the

table, tightly squeezing Arlin’s hand. 

Eyes closed. 

He’d  brought  a  pair  of  sweatpants  to  put  on,  just  because  he  wanted  to finally be able to wear pants again instead of shorts, and he was damn sure no tailor. 

“It’s okay,” Arlin whispered in his ear. “It’s almost over.” 

It was uncomfortable, to be certain, but didn’t hurt a fraction as much as in the early days after breaking his leg. 

“Okay,”  the  doctor  said.  “That’s  it.  You’re  free.  Remember,  go  easy. 

Your  muscles  are  used  to  lifting  something  heavier.  It’ll  take  a  couple  of weeks or less to even out your muscle tone.” 

From  the  X-rays,  Lee  wouldn’t  need  a  walking  boot,  and  they recommended a cane if he had pain at first. But he was free to go. 

Lee  gingerly  drew  his  right  knee  up,  relief  to  have  only  his  leg  there. 

Finally opening his eyes, he stared at that thing that had been a mix of metal and flesh for several months finally returned to his sole custody. 

Well,  Arlin’s  custody,  but  no  one  knew  that  except  them  and  a  few friends. They’d been to a couple of private play parties at Tilly’s house and a couple  of  other  people’s  houses,  and  frequently  had  people  over  for  dinner, especially Leanna and Sharon. 

Tomorrow night, they were supposed to go to Sigalo’s for the first time to eat dinner with everyone. Lee had felt self-conscious enough as it was with the damn thing on his leg. 

Now he wouldn’t be as noticeable. 

He looked into Arlin’s face and smiled. “No more metal me.” 

Arlin’s  smile  looked  a  little  melancholy.  “That’ll  make  your  flight  in three weeks a hell of a lot easier.” 

“Yeah.” 

He had a provisional contract with the network, a trial basis, more or less. 

He’d be flying out to Bristol, to the network headquarters there, to do some pre-production  work  and  promo  spots.  A  week  there,  a  week  back,  then another week up there. 

Two days home…

And then up there for however long his workload kept him there. At least four weeks, probably longer, based on the production and travel schedule and his ratings. 

A  contract  negotiation  would  be  sandwiched  in  there  somewhere  when they  had  a  chance  to  look  at  his  numbers  and  ratings  and  see  what  they wanted to do with him. 

The doctor and his PA left them alone to let Lee get dressed. Arlin helped him sit up on the table. 

“No running wind sprints yet, huh?” Arlin teased. 

Lee carefully stood, testing it, almost afraid to hear that sickening crack again that he’d heard when it’d shattered before. 

He was able to stand fully face to face with Arlin now, two inches taller than him, thigh-to-thigh. 

Resting his head against Arlin’s shoulder, he closed his eyes. “Why do I think that taking the job was a mistake?” 

Arlin stroked his back. “You need to work, buddy. That’s what you said. 

I won’t be an asshole. We’ll make this work. You have a key to the house. I want  you  to  keep  that  key.  My  door  is   always  open  to  you,  day  or  night, without question or hesitation. All you have to do is walk through it.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

“And tomorrow night,  you get to drive us to dinner.” 

He chuckled. “With pleasure, Sir.” 




* * * *

 

As Arlin helped Lee get dressed, he tried to hold back his growing dread. 

The  closer  the  date  approached  to  Lee’s  leaving  being   real,  the  more  he struggled. 

He knew Lee loved him. 

But it wasn’t like he could transfer jobs himself. Yes, he could and would take time off to fly up and see Lee whenever their schedules allowed. 

And he knew Lee fully intended on returning. 

Lee  was  keeping  all  his  stuff,  except  clothes  and  things  like  that,  at Arlin’s.  He’d  rent  a  furnished  efficiency  apartment  up  there.  He  also wouldn’t take his car, because he wouldn’t need it up there. 

In theory, Lee would still be living with him. 

Arlin  hoped  he  wasn’t  accidentally  lying  to  his  boy  about  their  future success. It was his intention to hold  this—hold  them together. 

Doing  it  was  another  thing  entirely.  And  as  he  offered  Lee  a  steadying

arm  out  in  the  parking  lot,  afraid  he  might  slip  in  the  rain  that  had  started while they were inside, Arlin hoped this wasn’t the beginning of the end. 

Chapter Eleven



 What the hell am I doing? 

Two days home had gone by in a flash. 

Lee  hated  Bristol,  hated  flying  with  a  passion  he’d  never  felt  before, despised traveling—

Missed being in the same bed every night with Arlin. 

The first week away had been hell, but after his first day back home with his Sir, he thought it’d be okay, that he could manage. 

That he’d survive it. They’d be okay. 

Then  he’d  spent  another  week  up  there,  where  he’d  rented  the  monthly efficiency apartment at the executive complex not far from work. 

It wasn’t home. It’d never be  home. 

Home was  here, in Sarasota, with Arlin. 

It always would be. 

And now…

Due  to  game  schedules  and  a  grueling  travel  schedule,  it  looked  like  it could be as long as eight weeks before he’d have time to get back to Florida for longer than twenty-four hours. 

He was beginning to wish he’d never taken this job. 

Every time he was on a plane or in an Uber or a cab, he looked at the four keys on his keyring—one for Arlin’s house, one for his apartment, one for a storage unit for his apartment that he didn’t use, and one for work. 

They  didn’t  even  go  out  to  eat  with  their  friends  tonight.  Arlin  had  let him decide, but all he’d wanted to do was den up in Arlin’s bed and pretend the  world  didn’t  exist.  Yesterday  had  been  spent  covering  Lee’s  ass  with bruises and cane marks that he’d be feeling for days, mixed in with fucking each other’s brains out. 

And tonight, their last night together before Lee had to leave again, there was a frantic energy to their lovemaking. Less D/s and more  don’t leave me. 

 Don’t  let  me leave. 

He  silently  begged  Arlin  to  order  him  to  stay  even  as  the  man’s  mouth licked and sucked on Lee’s nipples, grinding his body against Lee’s, face to face, the way they almost always made love now that he was able to hook his legs  around  Arlin’s  body  and  hold  on  tightly  while  impaled  on  the  man’s

cock. 

And that night, as Lee begged for it, Arlin slammed home and rode him, every thrust driving him hard up the bed. Every stroke punctuated by Arlin’s lips slanted over his, tongue thrusting in time with his cock. 

Owning him, every bit of him. 

Arlin lifted his lips from Lee’s and stared down at him. “Give it to me, boy. You know what I want.” He adjusted the angle of his hips slightly and then the head of his cock was gliding perfectly along Lee’s gland with every stroke. 

Between the friction of their bodies, and Arlin’s cock working its magic, Lee felt his climb start. This was all them, uncensored and raw and rough and real. 

“Fuck me, Sir!” 

Arlin’s  hips  pistoned  against  him,  flesh  slapping  against  flesh  and  then that  sweet  falling  started.  Ropes  of  cum  shot  out  of  his  cock,  sudden lubrication between them and Arlin leaned in to suck on his bottom lip. 

“That’s my good boy. You only give that to your Sir, don’t you?” 

Then another crushing kiss as Arlin caught up, his cock spasming inside Lee’s ass, filling him. 

They  fell  still,  Arlin’s  weight  on  top  of  him  a  comfort,  Lee’s  arms wrapped tightly around him as he mentally willed Arlin not to move. 

He didn’t want to ever move. 

Finally,  Arlin  pressed  his  lips  against  Lee’s  chin.  “Shower,  boy.”  He sounded tired. 

Sad. 

“I don’t want to go, Sir.” 

Arlin sighed, palming his face. “You do what you need to do. This is one time where I can’t and won’t tell you what to do.” 




* * * *

 

No, what Arlin  really wanted to do was slap a collar around Lee’s neck, lock it on, and lose the key, then chain him to his bed so they could spend the rest of their lives together fucking each other’s brains out. 

Not a practical plan, but who said love was practical? 

“You  let  me  know  when  I  can  fly  up  once  you  know  your  schedule. 

We’ll make this work.” 

He  knew  Lee  had  his  agent  constantly  checking  for  Florida-based  jobs, and  Lee  had  even  mentioned  to  his  producers  that  he’d  like  to  be  based  in Florida, if any positions opened there. 

For now, Lee was low man on the ladder, and if he wanted to work his way up, he needed to do what they told him and smile on command. 

His boy looked good on camera, too. They’d gone shopping for a couple of new suits for him on the network’s dime during his first week back. 

Now he got why Lee loved watching him strip when he got home from work. It was sexy as fuck. 

Arlin had fucked him in every last one of those suits, too, using the ties to bind  him  to  their  bed  so  that  every  time  he  wore  them  he’d  have  those memories to tide him over. 

To keep himself fixed firmly in Lee’s mind. 

This…well,  this  next  separation  would  suck,  there  were  no  two  ways about it. Now with Lee in his life, even though he’d spent years living alone, those  brief  absences  were  even  sharper,  more  piercing,  even  though  he’d never let his boy see that. 

He couldn’t. 

Lee  was  already  having  a  difficult  enough  time.  He  needed  to  ride  this out  and  see  if  he  could  handle  it,  or  if  he  really  did  need  to  quit  and  come home. 

And if he did, Arlin was all ready to collar him and marry him and turn him into his happy little house slave, if that’s what Lee wanted. Monetarily, they’d be fine. 

It was Lee’s spirit he worried about. 

Except  this was crushing his boy. 

Wasn’t doing much good for him, either. 

He pushed himself up. “Shower, baby. Come on.” He untangled himself from Lee and they cleaned up, crawling back into bed after Arlin lobbed the towel they’d been lying on to keep from having to change the sheets into the bathroom. 

And  as  he  listened  to  Lee  breathing  in  his  arms,  felt  the  rise  and  fall  of his  chest  as  he  finally  fell  asleep,  Arlin  wondered  how  long  it’d  be  until  he got to hold him like this again. 

Or if he ever would? 

 


* * * *

 

Lee  startled  awake  from  a  nightmare  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  feeling around  until  he  found  Arlin  still  peacefully  sleeping  behind  him.  Lee snuggled against him as his pulse struggled to slow and return to normal. 

He’d  been  back  on  the  field  that  day,  the  players,  coaches,  and  trainers standing around him. Instead of Darren Marquon apologizing for the bad hit

—which had been an accident combined with stupid-bad luck—everyone had been laughing at him as Tila gave her new guy a blow job. 

All while cannons fired off in the end zone at the same time Tila’s guy did. And Lee had been lying on the field, naked. 

Which was, strangely enough, not even the weird part of the dream. 

He’d started screaming for Arlin, wanting him there, knowing he  should be there, somewhere. The cameras had focused on him, a close-up broadcast not  just  on  the  giant  screens  at  either  end  of  the  field,  but  also  to  home audiences  everywhere,  his  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks  as  he  couldn’t  find his Sir. 

It wasn’t the first time he’d had a dream like this, or a similar one. This one  felt the most real for some reason. 

Like a bad omen on the eve of his departure. 

Last  week,  Tila  had  shipped  him  a  box  of  his  things  she’d  found  when cleaning out the condo in preparation for the sale. He hadn’t laid eyes on her since  the  day  he’d  left,  and  apparently  she’d  had  a  fit  of  conscience  hit  her about the shitty way she’d handled things. 

She wasn’t fighting him or the prenup, and had agreed to the sale of the condo.  The  box  had  been  waiting  for  him  when  he’d  returned  to  Arlin’s, mostly football stuff from some of his early teams that he’d missed because it had been in a closet. 

Just like he’d been in a closet, and still was. 

He didn’t want to do anything to rock the boat right now, or draw undue attention  to  Arlin.  Arlin  hadn’t  asked  for  his  life  to  be  upended,  and  he  did have to work. 

Once  the  divorce  was  final,  then  Lee  wouldn’t  care  so  much,  but  he wouldn’t try to one-up Tila in the shitty behavior department. 

Closing  his  eyes,  he  drew  Arlin’s  arm  around  his  waist.  In  sleep,  Arlin

snuggled his body along Lee’s while Lee tried to not start crying. 

 I don’t want to leave him.  

Chapter Twelve



The  next  morning  they  didn’t  speak  much  as  they  showered,  standing under the spray together, holding each other. 

Lee  felt  his  heart  breaking.  This  wasn’t  permanent.  He  tried  to  tell himself  that,  but  suspected  with  distance  and  time  it  ran  a  strong  risk  of becoming permanent. 

“I’ll  be  back  in  eight  weeks,  Sir,”  he  said,  pressing  his  lips  against  the side of Arlin’s neck. “I’m supposed to cover an event in Orlando. I’ll be here for four days. You can come over and spend it with me.” 

“You have a job to do,” Arlin quietly said. “And it’s a job I’m very proud of you for getting. We’ll play it by ear.” 

Lee closed his eyes. “I don’t want to go, Sir. I don’t want to leave you.” 

This seemed like a great idea at the time, until the reality was finally here and their long separation was imminent. 

Arlin’s arms tightened around him. “I love you. You’re my good boy. Go make  me  proud.  This  is  what  you  want  to  be  doing,  and  I  understand.  If  I could go with you, I would. You know that. I refuse to hold you back.” 

“Maybe I want you to order me to stay.” 

Arlin made him look him in the eyes. “I won’t fuck with your job. Could I order you to stay? Sure. Could I support us on my salary? Yeah. But what happens  in  six  months  or  a  year  when  you’re  resenting  the  hell  out  of  me because I blew this chance for you? I won’t do that. That’s  my  hard  limit.  I refuse to force someone to stay with me. If you stay with me, it’s because you honestly  want to be with me. Now, I’ll still be here for you. We’ll work it out somehow.” 




* * * *

 

Arlin  hoped  Lee  never  knew  how  close  he’d  come  to  ordering  him  to stay. To begging him not to leave. 

To  how  he’d  looked  up  what  it  would  take  for  him  to  get  certified  and licensed in Connecticut and move there. 

He  didn’t  consider  himself  a  particularly  brave  man,  all  things considered, but in this one thing, terror had nearly paralyzed him. 

The  fear  he  might  never  see  Lee  again  on  anything  other  than  a  TV  or computer screen. 

Even  with  Lee’s  car  there,  and  the  remainder  of  his  possessions,  with Arlin’s logical brain trying to tell him it’d work out…fear remained. 

He once again felt love slipping through his hands, unable to catch it. 

Unable to hold on to it. 

Like rain from an afternoon Florida thunderstorm, fierce and fleeting. 

They  finished  their  shower  and  dried  each  other  off,  Arlin  once  more pulling Lee to him for a kiss. 

“Be my good boy,” he softly said. “Make me proud.” 

Once  they  were  in  the  car  and  heading  north  toward  Tampa,  neither spoke.  As  Arlin  drove  he  held  hands  with  Lee,  his  thumb  idly  stroking  the back  of  the  other  man’s  hand.  He  stayed  with  him  through  departures,  and went  upstairs  with  him  to  the  main  terminal,  where  the  airside  terminal monorails carried people to the gates. 

There, they hugged one last time, Arlin stroking Lee’s hair and not caring who saw them. 

“Love you, boy,” he whispered to him. “Love you so much. You’ll slay them. I know you will.” 

Lee tightly pressed his face against the side of Arlin’s neck. “I love you, too, Sir. I miss you already.” 

“Like you said, eight weeks.” 

“I’ll still text you.” 

“I know. But your job needs to come first.” He’d given him permission not to text him every morning and every night if his work interfered with it. 

And Arlin had lifted the masturbation ban. 

It wasn’t fair to ask that of Lee when they couldn’t be together. 

Arlin  ended  the  embrace  first,  reluctantly.  Forcing  himself  not  to  cry despite  the  prickle  of  tears  struggling  to  break  through,  he  made  himself smile, hoping Lee didn’t see how he rubbed at the corner of his eye. 

Lee  brushed  at  his  eyes  with  his  hand  as  he  leaned  over  to  grab  his carryon. Torturing himself, Arlin stood there and watched as Lee turned and walked  through  the  security  checkpoint  to  board  the  monorail  to  his  gate. 

Once  the  monorail  left  and  was  on  its  way,  Arlin  slowly  turned  and  headed back to the parking garage. 

Alone. 

The rain started over the damn Skyway, cutting visibility down to a few hundred  feet  and  slowing  traffic  to  a  crawl.  It  let  up  in  Palmetto,  the  storm apparently heading in that direction and not quite there yet. 

When he pulled into his driveway, parking next to Lee’s SUV, raindrops once again spattered against the windshield. 

He knew Lee meant every word. Wanted to come back. 

Wanted  him. 

But when Lee’s job meant traveling all over the country and living in a different city, it meant sacrifices would have to be made. 

Even if his boy didn’t realize it now. 

Arlin  wouldn’t  hate  him—could  never  hate  him.  Eventually,  he suspected,  Lee  would  understand  what  was  going  on  and  make  the  call himself to end things. Until then…

Until then, Arlin would wait for the miracle he expected to fail him. 

He  didn’t  go  inside  the  house.  After  getting  out  of  the  car,  he  walked around  back  to  the  garden,  to  the  birdbath  and  bird  feeder,  and  sat  on  the grass as the rain moved in and poured down on him, mixing with his tears. 




* * * *

 

The small apartment was furnished and the bed didn’t suck. 

That  was  about  all  Lee  could  say  about  it.  He  dodged  coworkers’  well-meaning  comments  and  suggestions  about  looking  for  a  better  place,  a permanent home, because he knew it wasn’t going to be home. 

It never could be. 

Home was Sarasota. 

Home was Arlin. 

Two weeks into that stint away from Arlin, and Lee was convinced he’d made  the  biggest  mistake  of  his  life.  His  coworkers  were  great,  it  was admittedly nice having people recognize him when he went somewhere…

But it was lonely. 

 So damned lonely. 

Even  worse  than  when  he’d  been  married  to  Tila  and  realized  what  a mistake he’d made. 

Now he had a guy who loved him, who wanted him, who accepted him for who and what he was, the way he was, and he couldn’t be with him. 

 What the  hell  am I doing? 

Being  a  network  on-air  talent  was  pretty  worthless  when  it  was  only  a job, merely a way to earn money. 

Technically, if he was careful, he’d be okay for years if he never worked again. 

Why was he working at a high-paying job, when he could get another job closer to Arlin that would help him pay his bills? 

What did he really  want out of life? 

 Who did he really want in life? 

At  one  point,  he’d  thought  he  wanted  to  be  famous.  In  reality,  being famous had been nothing but a prison, keeping him hostage to his image. It’d been the main reason he’d settled for a “good enough” marriage, which ended in  a  humiliating  divorce.  The  entire  world  now  knew  she’d  cheated  on  him with a teammate. 

Some reputation. 

Then he had the perfect relationship, a man who loved him—everything he’d  ever  secretly  longed  for—and…what?  He’d  sort  of  walked  away  from it? 

And how did that leave Arlin feeling? 

He knew his Sir. The man wasn’t an asshole and would never come out and tell him to stay. 

That was a decision he’d have to make on his own. 

 Maybe this will get easier to deal with. Maybe I’ll figure out how to see him every couple of weeks. 

But  every  phone  call,  every  FaceTime  session,  every  text  pulled  harder and more painfully at his heart. 

He wanted to be  there, with him. 

Where he really belonged. 

The only place he’d ever felt like he really, truly belonged. 

Stan traveled in from New York to have lunch with him one day. 

“Why don’t you look happy?” he asked after the waitress had taken their order. 

“I’m thrilled.” Lee played with the paper from his straw. 

“Yeah.  That’s  not  a  thrilled  look.  That’s  a  guy  just  got  a  diagnosis  he’s got ball cancer look. What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Is  it  the  contract  talk?  Because  I’m  hearing  good  things  from  the network.  Your  numbers  are  great.  You’re  an  inspiration  story.  Gruesome injury, new life. It’s golden.” 

Lee held an index finger in the air and circled it around. 

Once. 

“Okay, just fucking tell me.” 

“Any Florida jobs open up?” 

“What  the  fuck  is  so  great  about  that  stupid  state?  They  fuck  up  our elections, have mosquitoes the size of goddamned geese, and get hurricanes.” 

“It’s where I want to be.” 

“You’ve  lived  all  over  the  damn  country.  Why  you  whining  about  this now?” 

He liked Stan. Trusted him with finances. 

Didn’t necessarily trust his mouth. 

“Personal reasons.” 

“You won’t make shit for pay in Florida.” 

“You find something, let me know, okay?” 

“Look. You make a boneheaded move like that, I’ll have to drop you as a client. I can’t afford to waste my time on guys who don’t want to work.” 

“I know.” 

Stan sat back, now apparently really studying him. “Want to clue me in? 

Why you seem eager to throw a career away?” 

“It’s personal.” Lee glanced at his phone to see if he had any new texts from Arlin. 

“They bumped up the contract meeting,” Stan finally said. “Four weeks instead  of  six.  Down  in  Austin,  though.  Guy’s  wife  booked  a  vacation  or something and they had to move the date. They’ll buy your ticket.” 

That gave Lee four weeks to try to find another job before he got himself locked into more misery. Trading a bad marriage for a bad job wasn’t going to help anyone, least of all not him. 

“Why are you not happy about this? Did I have a stroke and you’re not understanding  me?  Most  guys,  I  give  them  news  like  this,  they  gonna  go crazy happy.” 

Lee leaned back in his chair, slumped down. “Whoopee. They can’t get me Miami, huh?” 

“You start speaking Spanish as a second language all of a sudden? They

give preference to bilingual talent, you know that. They package and ship all over the place from there and anchors and correspondents have to be able to speak Spanish. Unless you want an off-camera job.” 

“What about Orlando?” 

“They have nothing in Orlando unless you’re in an office. I keep telling you that. Seriously, am I  not making myself clear?” 

“There’s got to be something in the state.” 

Stan leaned in, elbows resting on the table. “Don’t you flake out on me. I had to pull a lot of fucking strings to get you this gig. Communications major or not, it was your blue eyes and blond hair got you this job, buster. They like you. Don’t fuck it up.” 

“Four weeks, huh?” 

Stan  nodded.  “Four  weeks,  and  you’ll  be  seeing  dollar  signs  make  you forget all about that goddamned state.” 

 Not very likely.  

Chapter Thirteen



 I’m an idiot. 

Falling for Lee had been one of the best—and one of the most painful—

events in his life. Here he was, nearly thirty-nine years old, and he was still panting  over  the  hot  football  player  he  couldn’t  have  as  if  he  were  still  that geeky, awkward high school kid. 

 Dammit. 

Asking Lee to give up his new career wasn’t love. 

Keeping  the  guy  emotionally  chained  to  him  by  manipulation  wasn’t healthy. 

Letting  him  go  was  the  kindest  thing  Arlin  could  possibly  do.  And  Lee had  never  had  a  relationship  with  a  guy  besides  him.  Maybe,  one  day,  the man would return to him. 

Meanwhile,  six  weeks  since  Lee’s  departure,  it  left  Arlin  staring  at  the shattered  remains  of  his  heart  and  figuring  out  where  to  even  try  to  start picking up the pieces. He usually DVR’d Lee’s shows, unable to watch them at  the  time  because  he  always  started  crying  when  he  did,  yet  unable  to   not have them there, in case one day he could watch them. 

No, they hadn’t broken up. No, Lee had made no mention of that option. 

But…

Arlin was a realist used to looking at signs of the future in the course of his  job.  What  he  did  could  positively  or  negatively  impact  a  client’s retirement portfolio. 

He couldn’t sugar-coat things, not even to himself. 

And,  logically,  he  understood  what  would  eventually  happen  in  their current scenario. 

Even though he couldn’t sugar-coat the truth, he damn sure would lie to himself for a while longer. He wasn’t ready to let go of Lee yet. Especially when Lee had made no mention of that option. 

 Maybe I am a masochist after all. An emotional masochist. 

Finally, Arlin decided to go to Venture Saturday night, skipping Sigalo’s ahead of time. He didn’t want to deal with a lot of questions in that setting, since it’d been over two months since his last dinner with the group. At least at  the  club,  if  he  broke  down,  he  could  more  easily  disengage  from  the

conversation, or avoid people in a way he couldn’t at the restaurant. 

In a non-public kind of way. 

He  missed  his  friends,  even  if  his  shattered  heart  had  no  intention  of looking for someone else to play with. 

That was out of the question. 

Lee owned his heart still, and would for a very long time. 

Leo and Jesse arrived at Venture not long after Arlin had. Upon spotting him sitting alone in the social area, they headed over. 

“Hey,  man,”  Leo  greeted  as  Arlin  stood  for  hugs  from  them.  “Where’s Lee?” 

“Honestly? Right now, I’m not sure. Probably Indianapolis. That’s what he said yesterday.” 

“Huh?” 

“Covering  a  game.”  They  sat  and  Arlin  gave  them  the  quick  version  of the story. 

The sadness on Jesse’s face nearly broke Arlin’s heart all over again. 

“I’m really sorry,” Jesse said. “That’s tough.” 

“Sounds  like  you  made  the  best  call  you  could,”  Leo  added.  “You’re right. You can’t control him like that. That wasn’t part of the deal. He needs his career. Ordering him to stay isn’t love, it’s abuse.” Leo reached out and squeezed his shoulder. “You going to be okay?” 

Arlin  took  a  deep  breath,  prepared  to  say  yeah,  sure,  no  worries,  but  it escaped him as a haggard sob and he shook his head. 

Leo leaned in and tightly hugged him. “I can’t bullshit you and tell you it’ll all be fine, but I can promise you we’re here for you as your friends. If you need to talk, or cry, or whatever. Anytime. Just reach out to us.” 

“Thanks. I appreciate it.” 




* * * *

 

During final approach, Lee sat in his business class seat and stared at his sparse keyring, at the brass Schlage key that sat front and center. Fingered it, ran the pad of his thumb over the bumpy teeth cut into it. 

Such a tiny piece of metal that signified…

Everything. 

 “I  want  you  to  keep  that  key.  My  door  is   always   open  to  you,  day  or

 night, without question or hesitation. All you have to do is walk through it.” 

Those  words  wouldn’t  stop  echoing  through  his  mind,  even  this  many weeks later. The haggard sound of Arlin’s voice as he’d said it. 

The tears in his Sir’s eyes after stepping back from their final hug. 

Tears he knew darn well Sir tried to hide from him. 

Once  his  flight  landed  in  Austin,  after  Lee  deplaned  he  stepped  to  the side there at the gate and called Stan, hoping the guy picked up. 

He did. “Didn’t you just land in Austin?” 

“Yeah. I need you to do something for me, please.” 

“What?” 

“Read me off that list of other offers. Job offers.” 

“Which ones?” 

“All of them.” 

“I found three more I was going to turn down for you after I talked to you on Monday following the Austin meeting.” 

“Then start with those.” 

“What  are  you  doing,  Lee?  You’ve  got  a  great  chance.  You  know  they want to move you up.” 

“Just tell me.” 

Stan  made  an  aggravated-sounding  sigh.  “Some  of  them  you’ll  have  to audition  for.  They  aren’t  gimmes.  And  all  of  them  are  crap  pay.  What’s wrong with the EPSN gig? Even if you don’t move to the flagship, you’re on the friggin’ Deuce. That’s like the Holy Grail to most people, you know.” 

“Nothing. Just…read them off,  please.” 

Stan  did,  all  three  of  them  on-camera  gigs.  The  first  was  the  NBC

affiliate  in  Spokane,  sports  anchor,  weekdays.  The  second  was  for  a  sports department coordinator for a small cable-provider-owned local news channel in the Philly area. 

The third…

Lee turned and started running, ignoring the twinges in his bad leg as he followed the signs toward baggage claim. 

“Why the  fuck didn’t you tell me about that one sooner, goddammit? Get me an interview with them tomorrow.” 

“Because  you’re  fucking  crazy,  you  know  that?  And  tomorrow’s Sunday.” 

“I know tomorrow’s Sunday.” 

“An in-person interview?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You realize it’s shit pay, right?” 

“Fuck that, I don’t care.” 

“You have contract  meetings at one  in Austin on  Monday, according to your calendar. I’m looking right the hell at it, Lee. Don’t do this to me.” 

“I know. Book the goddamned interview, Stan.” 

The man groaned. “You’re fucking killing me. The network wants to talk about  negotiating  your  contract  to  put  you  on  the   flagship,  asshole.  We’re talking  SportsCenter,  College  GameDay  appearances.  This  is  the  very  thing you wanted! Are you fucking  crazy?” 

 Crazy heartsick. 

“Yep.  Gotta  go.  Text  me  with  a  time  and  address  and  contact  name  as soon as you book the interview. I might be in the air.” 

“What if I can’t get you an interview?” 

“Then  get  me  the  name  and  address  of  the  goddamned  station  manager and I’ll show up at his or her home. And tell them that, too.” 

He hung up on Stan and made it to the luggage carousels as the one for his flight was starting up. Fortunately, his bag came off relatively early, and he followed the signs to departures. 

He had a flight to book. 




* * * *

 

Arlin  finally  hit  his  emotional  limit  around  midnight.  The  only  reason he’d hung around the club as long as he had was to watch Scrye and some of the  other  riggers  working  with  a  couple  of  people  new  to  suspension techniques. Even if that wasn’t his thing, he liked to watch. 

And he loved seeing the time and effort the others put in to help people out. It embodied the best of their lifestyle and their circle of friends, positive energy he needed to soak up right now when he felt emotionally dead inside. 

 I should move on. 

Yet…he couldn’t. 

Logically, rationally, he understood no matter how much he loved Lee, or how much Lee loved him, that the man needed to move on. Arlin refused to guilt trip or trap him there with him. 

He had to work, to earn a living. 

He needed to be able to make decisions for himself, like an adult, without Arlin hanging off his leg like a yappy, needy little dog and trying to hold him back. 

Arlin refused to live like that, to be “that” guy. 

That  was  why  he’d  released  Lee  from  the  morning  and  nighttime  text requirements. He knew it’d be worse on both of them emotionally if Lee kept missing them, and he refused to interfere with Lee’s job. 

He also refused to think about whether or not Lee was staying faithful to him. He trusted his guy. If he couldn’t trust him, he didn’t deserve to be with him. Until or unless Lee did something to lose Arlin’s trust, Lee would have it. 

If  he’d  so  horribly  misjudged  the  guy,  maybe  he  shouldn’t  be  in  a relationship with anyone. 




* * * *

 

It was after midnight when Lee landed in Tampa from Austin. He knew he  had  two  choices,  and  while  the  first  was  the  one  he  really  wanted  to  go with, he stopped, backed up, and thought about it. 

His interview was at nine in the morning in Sarasota. If he headed down now, he likely wouldn’t want to crawl out of Arlin’s bed, because it’d be the better part of two hours before getting a rental car, driving, their greeting…

Bringing  his  A-game  in  the  morning  was  a  priority.  He  needed  the producer  to  give  him  a  yes,  and  hopefully  offer  him  a  contract  on  the  spot, not some fuzzy “we’ll call you.” 

And the only way to do that would be getting some sleep. 

He  booked  the  rental  car,  got  a  room  there  at  the  airport,  and  collapsed with  an  early  wake-up  call  scheduled,  in  addition  to  two  alarms  set  on  his phone. 

He would  not miss this. 

And he  would slay. 

In fact, he beat the wake-up call and the alarms by twenty minutes, and was  already  downstairs  and  checked  out,  bought  himself  a  Starbucks,  and was  heading  for  the  rental  car  counter  to  pick  up  his  ride.  On  a  Sunday morning,  traffic  was  nil  driving  south  across  the  Sunshine  Skyway  bridge

toward Sarasota. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  station,  he  was  twenty  minutes  early  and fortunately  the  weekend  security  guard  manning  their  front  desk  let  him  sit and wait in the lobby until the producer showed up. 

Lee had dressed in a suit and tie. The producer looked a little older than him and juggled a laptop case and a travel mug of coffee. He wore shorts, a long-sleeved fishing guide shirt with a vented back flap, and light blue Crocs. 

“Hi, Mr. Evans. Nice to meet you. Travis Malone. Follow me, please.” 

Lee  followed  him  into  the  depths  of  the  station.  Definitely  not  the corporate  headquarters  he  was  used  to  in  Bristol.  The  producer  had  a  small office that wasn’t much larger than the cubicles it looked like a lot of the staff occupied  in  the  main  newsroom.  It  was  maybe  a  third  the  size  of  his  own office in Bristol. 

An office that all his coworkers had teased him about because it was so barren, lacking any personal effects. 

Once they were settled, the guy stared at him from across his desk. 

“What’s your angle here, Mr. Evans?” 

“Please, call me Lee.” 

Malone  arched  an  eyebrow  at  him.  “Travis.  Let’s  cut  to  the  chase. 

Against my better judgment, I’m here because your agent begged me to hear you  out.  I  seriously  doubt  I  can  even  come  close  to  meeting  your  salary requirements, so I’m not sure why we’re talking.” 

“I have personal reasons to move back to Sarasota. I’m supposed to be in Austin  tomorrow—in  fact,  I  flew  straight  here  from  there—for  a  contract meeting. They want to move me from the Deuce to the main ESPN channel.” 

“Again,  why are we here talking, right now?” 

“Because, Travis, I want a solid contract deal. I want to be able to walk into  Austin  tomorrow  and  say,  ‘I’m  sorry,  I  have  another  deal  that  I  won’t turn down for personal reasons. I appreciate the shot you gave me, but I can’t accept  this.’  And  give  them  my  two-weeks’  notice  before  I  walk  out.  I’m provisional right now. No contract penalties if I walk.” 

The  other  man’s  gaze  narrowed.  “What,  so  you  can  leverage  a  better salary  from  them?  What  the  hell  is  your  angle?  They’re  going  to  know  a small station like us can’t pay what they can. Hell, even if you were in Tampa or Miami you likely couldn’t make a quarter of the pay you could pull from a network gig.” 

“No.” Lee leaned forward, clasping his hands together before meeting the other man’s gaze. “Are you married, Travis?” 

“Yep.” 

“Would your partner move for you?” 

“She has. More than once.” 

“Because your job is important.” 

“Her  career  is  more  flexible.  You  know  what  it’s  like.  In  this  business, you go where the jobs are, not the other way around.” 

“I have someone I love very much, and their job is  not flexible. I have to work. I can’t not earn a living. And I want to find a job in this area, so I can be  here,  with  them.  That’s  my  angle,  and  it’s  my  only  angle.  I  don’t  care about the money. I care about the location.” 

Travis leaned back in his chair and sipped his coffee. “I’m going to give you an annual number, and I’m sure you’re going to laugh at it.” 

“Try me.” 

Travis did. 

Lee leaned forward, hand extended. “Put it in writing, right now, give me a minimum two-year contract, tell me that I can start in three weeks, and it’s a  done  deal.  I’ll  give  them  two  weeks’  notice  tomorrow,  I  need  a  week  to relocate back here, and I’m yours.” 

Travis froze. “You’re  serious?” 

Lee didn’t withdraw his hand. “Absolutely. Do we have a deal or not?” 

“You’re not even going to haggle with me?” 

“Nope.” 

“Call your agent?” 

“He’ll probably fire me as a client when I tell him this, if he doesn’t have a heart attack first. Do we have a deal or not?” 

“Why can’t your lady move to relocate with you?” 

“Because  his job is in an industry where he would take a massive hit in salary  if  he  did.  Not  to  mention  there  are  licensing  and  regulatory  issues  in play that would make it a massive PITA for him to move. Frankly, I’d rather live in Florida. I grew up here.” 

“His job?” 

“Is that a problem?” 

Travis studied him. “Nope. Not a problem.” 

“Then do we have a deal?” 

Travis set his coffee mug down and leaned in to shake with him. “Deal. 

Let me get my computer booted and print the contract.” 

Lee leaned back with a smile. “I’ll wait.” 

Meanwhile,  Lee  looked  up  flights  on  his  phone  and  booked  one  to  get him to Austin that night. He couldn’t stay, no matter how much he wanted to. 

He needed to get back to Austin, make his apologies to the network, and start the process of regaining his life. 

After thinking about it, he booked a flight back to Tampa Monday night. 

And a rental car. 

And he idly wondered if Stan would fire him, or drop dead of a coronary or stroke first, when he broke the news to him. 

Two  hours  later,  Lee  was  out  of  there,  after  the  station  manager,  Allen Bartley,  had  been  called  in  by  Travis.  Not  believing  it  himself,  Bartley wanted to see what was going on and had also shown up wearing shorts and a T-shirt. 

Lee even gave them a bonus. “You can send me out to big events. I have contacts and can get stories the networks won’t be flexible enough to report on. You can package them and sell them back to the network and affiliates. 

Just pay my expenses.” 

“So you’re  really going to go to ESPN and tell them sorry-not sorry, buh-bye?” Bartley asked. 

Lee  nodded.  “Yeah.  I’ve  had  a  long  year.  Despite  what  happened,  I’ve never been happier in a relationship than I am right now. But I can’t  have  a relationship  if  I  can’t  ever  see  him.  I  won’t  be  happy  until  I’m  back  in  the area for good.” 

Bartley was the one who asked it, having missed that revelation earlier. “I thought you were getting divorced?” 

“It hasn’t been finalized yet, but will be soon.” He went there before the other  man  could.  “I’m  gay,  and  the  man  I  love  lives  here  in  Sarasota.  He can’t relocate because of his job. My personal life isn’t part of me doing my job here in Sarasota. Is this going to be a problem?” 

The men exchanged a glance before returning their focus to him. “Nope,” 

they said in unison. 

Lee  wanted  nothing  more  than  to  drive  to  Arlin’s  house  and  say  hi. 

Except  his  return  flight  left  in  a  little  under  four  hours,  barely  giving  him enough time to return to Tampa, drop off the rental, and get checked in. 

 Tomorrow night. 

One more day. 

He headed back north. 

Chapter Fourteen



Arlin  sat  in  front  of  the  TV  with  a  beer  Monday  night.  Lee  had  texted early Sunday that he was on his way to Austin for a contract meeting today, and had apologized for the brief and infrequent messages during the weekend before the last one he’d sent him. 

 I love you, Sir. 

Arlin kept staring at that line. 

 I love you, Sir. 

He even screenshot it. 

Nothing from him today, which lately wasn’t unusual. In the beginning, there’d  been  several  messages  a  day,  and  sometimes  even  a  phone  call.  As Lee’s work and travel pace picked up, his time and attention decreased. 

Arlin  understood.  Lee  needed  to  focus,  and  that  focus  had  to  be  on  his job, not on him. Yeah, it hurt. He was only human. 

But he understood and didn’t blame him. 

This  was  the  natural  progression  of  things,  a  slowly  dying  relationship that  would  eventually  reach  a  natural  conclusion  where  one  of  them  could finally, quietly give voice to it without it gutting either of them. 

Arlin knew damn well what today’s meeting was about. A chance for Lee to make it big in his second career, a chance to move from the Deuce to the main network full-time. 

A  chance  to  rebuild  himself,  which  was  what  Arlin  had  always encouraged Lee to do. 

Lee deserved a chance to be all he could, to live authentically. 

Even if it ripped his own heart out in the process. 

He wouldn’t hold Lee back. He refused to do that to him. 

Eventually, he shut the TV off and headed to bed. If he stayed up he’d be tempted to have another beer. Maybe a third. He couldn’t afford to get drunk and be hungover tomorrow. He had to work in the morning. 

A life to live, even if right now he didn’t feel very much like living. 

Or doing anything else, for that matter. 

He  finally  fell  asleep  despite  his  body  rebelling  against  it,  knowing  his dreams  would  be  filled  with  Lee  and  either  the  achingly  sweet  presence  of being  with  him,  or  the  tortured  agony  of  having  to  be  strong  when  saying

their final good-byes. 




* * * *

 

Bad weather in Tampa delayed Lee’s flight out of Austin, getting off the ground  nearly  an  hour  later  than  scheduled.  Which  put  him  in  Tampa  after nine Monday night. By the time he’d retrieved his luggage and picked up his rental  car,  it  was  nearly  ten  o’clock.  Driving  south  over  the  Skyway  in blinding rain in the dark was never fun, but the storm wasn’t going to keep him from his destination. 

Neither was the throbbing ache in his right leg from the pain the weather had apparently triggered. 

He’d debated calling Arlin and decided to surprise him. Besides, if Arlin was asleep right now, better to let him sleep. 

Especially since Lee suspected they might not be sleeping much after he arrived. 

If he was lucky. 

He had to be back in Bristol Wednesday by one o’clock in the afternoon for a production meeting and had already booked that flight. They’d opted to let him work all the way through to the end of his notice while they shuffled talent  around  to  cover  other  events.  They’d  even  given  him  a  tempting counter-offer  to  work  a  producer’s  gig  based  out  of  the  Miami  office,  with on-air  appearances  every  week  doing  highlights  and  analysis  of  Florida collegiate teams. 

His polite decline of that nearly made Stan apoplectic. 

And Stan had, predictably, dropped him as a client. 

He  didn’t  blame  the  guy.  Stan  needed  to  focus  on  people  who  weren’t doing incredibly stupid things with their careers so they made him money. 

But  Stan  didn’t  know  the  full  truth.  Until  Lee’s  divorce  was  final,  he didn’t want to draw undue attention to himself or Arlin. 

Lee  was  going  to  focus  locally,  for  now.  And  really  start  building  his blog. He had an untapped fanbase there, and through Facebook and Twitter, which  he  could  monetize  by  writing  regular  articles,  displaying  ads,  even Amazon affiliate links. 

He didn’t  need to be rich. 

He didn’t  need to be famous. 

What  he   needed— who  he  needed—was  in  Sarasota.  Nothing  else mattered. Until he was back with Arlin, anything else didn’t matter and never would matter. Six weeks apart had made that blatantly obvious. 

Life wasn’t worth living without his Sir. 

The  rain  didn’t  abate  as  he  turned  off  I-75  and  slowly  drove  the  last couple  of  miles  toward  Arlin’s  subdivision.  When  he  pulled  into  the driveway and parked a little after eleven thirty, for a brief moment jealousy flared in his gut until he realized— duh—the SUV parked next to Arlin’s car was  his.  He’d  barely  recognized  it  after  weeks  of  Uber  and  cabs  and  rental cars. 

The house lay dark. 

With  heavy  rain  still  pelting  the  rental  car  and  sheeting  down  the windshield,  Lee  opted  to  leave  his  luggage  inside.  He  grabbed  his  carryon and made a dash for the front porch, barely remembering to lock the car with the fob. 

Hands trembling, he pulled his keyring out of his pocket and stared at  the key. 

Then he inserted it in the knob, breathing a sigh of relief when it turned. 

Then the deadbolt. 

Quietly opening the door, he stepped inside. 

The house lay still and silent around him. 

After  closing  and  locking  the  front  door,  he  set  his  carryon  down  and quietly stripped, making sure to pull his leather collar out of the bag to carry with him to the bedroom. 

In the dim light, he made out Arlin’s form in bed, his soft snores the only sound. 

Lee decided to go ahead and buckle his collar on himself. He’d worn it every night, and anytime he was alone either in a hotel room or at the small efficiency apartment in Connecticut. 

Moving carefully, quietly, he slipped into bed behind Arlin and spooned around him, sliding his arm around Arlin’s waist. He breathed a sigh of relief to  finally  be  with  him  once  more,  even  if  Arlin  was  asleep.  And  when  in sleep  Arlin  backed  against  him,  it  took  every  ounce  of  will  Lee  had  not  to start crying with joy to finally be with his Sir again. 

Even if he didn’t know he was there. 

Yet. 

 


* * * *

 

Tonight’s  dream  was  one  Arlin  didn’t  want  to  awaken  from.  He’d  been missing  Lee,  painfully  so,  but  then  it  was  like  a  warm,  solid  presence suddenly filled his senses, as if the man was really  there. 

A dream he  hoped he didn’t awaken from. 

For  the  first  time  in  weeks,  it  was  like  he  could  actually  relax,  breathe easy. 

At  some  point  when  he  tried  to  roll  over,  he  realized  he  couldn’t  and that’s  when  dream  him  shocked  his  brain  awake  and  he  sat  up  to  realize  he wasn’t alone in bed. 

“Hello,  Sir,”  Lee  sleepily  said.  “That  took  you  longer  than  I  thought  it would.” 

Still not quite sure he was awake, Arlin tried to slow his pounding pulse and reached over to flip on the lamp next to the bed. 

Lee  winced,  squinting  against  the  light.  “Okay  that  was  nonconsensual, Sir.” 

Arlin  splayed  a  hand  across  Lee’s  chest,  both  to  feel  him  and  convince himself he was really there, and because it’d been six weeks since he’d been able to touch him. 

“How long have you been here?” 

“About twenty minutes. I didn’t want to wake you up. I dozed off.” 

He wore his collar. 

Arlin leaned in and kissed him hard, questions spinning through his mind and  not  caring  to  have  any  of  them  answered  right  that  second,  except  for one. 

He lifted his lips from Lee’s. “How long are you here for?” 

“I have an early morning flight out of Tampa on Wednesday. I’ll pay for the hotel room if you’ll come stay up there with me, Sir.” 

Arlin’s  heart  fell.  Part  of  him  had  hoped  for  some  miracle,  a  storybook ending. 

This was just a painful reprieve, and one that he couldn’t resist. “Okay.” 

Lee smiled, a sleepy, sexy curve to his lips. “And I need to ask a favor, please, Sir.” 

“A favor?” 

“Yeah.” Lee sat up. “Can I keep storing all my crap here?” 

That wasn’t exactly what Arlin had expected to hear. “For how long?” 

The smile on Lee’s face widened. “How long do you feel like putting up with me, Sir?” 

Arlin  put  out  a  hand  to  stop  him,  knowing  if  he  let  Lee  kiss  him  again that it would quickly devolve into sex. “What?” 

“Well, in three weeks, I start working at the Sarasota station. I’m the new head of their sports department, and their main sports anchor.” 

Arlin’s eyes widened. “What?” 

Lee curled his fingers around Arlin’s hand on his chest. “Can we please fuck instead of talk, Sir? I haven’t come since last time we were together, and frankly, I’m hornier than hell.” 

Arlin tackled him, pushing him back onto the bed, pinning his hands over his head. Yes, that was a very hard cock he felt rubbing between their bodies. 

His own was trying to catch up as he processed this news. 

“I thought you were moving to ESPN?” 

“I have something to confess, Sir.” 

Arlin froze. “What?” 

Lee  told  him  about  flying  in  for  the  interview  and  leaving  again.  “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you or come see you. I wanted to make sure it was a done deal all the way around and that the network wasn’t going to hassle me about it. I didn’t want to get your hopes up until I knew for sure.” 

“But you love working for the network.” 

“No, I enjoy working for the network. I  love you, Sir.” 

Lee couldn’t have said anything more perfect if he’d tried. “You’re  really here for good now?” 

“In  three  weeks,  yeah.  Well,  two  weeks  at  the  network,  then  a  week  or less  to  get  everything  handled  up  in  Bristol,  clean  out  the  apartment,  all  of that.”  He  stared  up  at  Arlin  with  those  blue  eyes  of  his.  “Sooo…how  about it?” 

“How about what?” 

“Can I keep my crap here?” 

Arlin crushed Lee’s lips in a long, breath-sucking kiss he never wanted to end. “You’d better believe it. For the rest of our lives, baby.” 

“Cool. Now can we  please take care of my other problem? I didn’t feel like  masturbating  without  you  around.  That’s  why  I  never  asked  for

permission. Because I never did it. I was your good boy.” 

Arlin  spun  around,  on  top  of  him  sixty-nine,  and  loved  the  moans  Lee made as Arlin sucked his cock into his mouth. 

Until those noises were muffled by Arlin’s cock filling Lee’s mouth. 

Lee grabbed Arlin’s ass and held on tight as Arlin fucked his mouth, hard and deep and fast, even gagging him a little on purpose to remind him who he belonged to. Arlin didn’t let him come yet, either, holding Lee’s cock in his mouth but not stroking or sucking. 

It  didn’t  take  Arlin  long  to  come,  his  balls  aching  from  how  hard  he exploded, dumping a hot load of cum deep into Lee’s throat as he swallowed every drop. 

Only then did Arlin start licking and sucking, teasing, rolling Lee’s sac in his hand and making Lee whine around his still firm cock. 

Yeah, Arlin knew he could easily pop a second one right now. Lee hadn’t been the only one who hadn’t felt like masturbating during their separation. 

He lifted his head from Lee’s cock, which prompted frantic moaning and whining around Arlin’s cock. 

That only made Arlin harder. 

“That’s  it,  boy.  You  left  your  Sir  all  alone.  You  get  me  off  again,  and then I’ll reward you.” 

Lee’s  fingers  dug  into  Arlin’s  ass  as  he  redoubled  his  efforts,  sucking, licking, that warm, sweet, hot mouth of his eagerly devouring Arlin’s shaft to the balls. 

Arlin  started  fucking  his  mouth  again.  “Reinstated  rule,  baby.  No orgasms for you when you’re not with me. Period. That means unless you can get  home  during  those  two  weeks  you’re  finishing  up  with  the  network, you’ll have to hold it.” 

The slightest of pauses and a long, deep moan from Lee before he went back to frantically sucking Arlin’s cock. 

“Was that agreement?” 

Another  pause,  followed  by  a  faint  and  mumbled,  “Yeth,  Thir,”  from around Arlin’s cock. 

Arlin  closed  his  eyes,  wondering  if  the  smile  would  be  permanently etched on his face. “Good boy. Take another load from your Sir and then I’ll let my good boy empty his aching balls.” 



* * * *



Lee didn’t even need to be beaten to drop deep into subspace for Arlin. 

Right now, all he wanted to do was anything his Sir told him to. 

He  still  tasted  his  Sir’s  first  load  on  his  tongue,  pre-cum  already  once again  leaking  from  the  slit  as  he  did  everything  he  could  to  coax  another orgasm out of Arlin. 

To make him happy. 

To be his good boy. 

The  thought  crossed  his  mind  that  he  wished  he’d  been  smarter  when they were kids, wished he’d not been so scared. 

Wished  he’d  approached  Arlin  back  then,  admitted  his  feelings  for  him then. 

Twenty years wasted. Twenty years they could have been together, doing this. 

Making each other happy. 

No more wasted time. 

Lee  settled  in,  Arlin’s  scent  filling  his  lungs,  loving  the  feel  of  Arlin’s balls  against  his  nose  every  time  he  pushed  in  deep.  Remembering  how  to relax his throat to take him all the way to the root. 

“Such a good boy,” Arlin whispered, his breath warm against Lee’s cock. 

His  hand  massaged  Lee’s  sac,  teasing  him.  “Someone  remembers  how  to swallow. That feels so good, you have no idea.” 

As Arlin’s cock hardened even more, he took over, now actively fucking Lee’s  mouth  again.  Lee  held  on  for  the  ride,  sucking  and  licking  as  best  he could, waiting for the second load to arrive. 

And  it  soon  did,  Arlin  once  again  coming  deep  in  his  throat,  nearly choking him with his cock but Lee forcing himself to relax and wait him out, even  then  still  massaging  him  with  his  tongue  as  he  milked  out  every  last drop. 

Arlin  eased  up.  “Good  boy,”  he  hoarsely  said  before  going  to  work  on Lee’s cock, his own cock still resting in Arlin’s mouth. 

It was only seconds later Lee exploded, shooting off with Arlin’s skillful oral talents quickly bringing him over and reciprocating the midnight snack. 

Lee moaned around Arlin’s cock as relief filled him, blissful pleasure firing off every nerve in his body as his orgasm swept through him. 

He was barely aware of it when Arlin climbed off him, turned, and pulled him into his arms, his head nuzzled against Lee’s. 

“Sleep,  buddy,”  Arlin  mumbled.  “Let’s  go  to  sleep.  I’ll  call  in  in  the morning.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

And for the first time in weeks, Lee finally knew peace again. 

Chapter Fifteen



Leanna had basically ordered Arlin to let her take care of the logistics for the  collaring  ceremony.  She  and  Sharon  coordinated  with  Tilly  to  hold  it  at Tilly’s house, with only the people they’d come to know from the Suncoast Society and Venture invited to maintain Lee’s privacy. 

Lee  didn’t  know  what  Arlin  had  in  store,  and  he  didn’t  care,  as  long  as they were together. They hadn’t discussed marriage yet, although Lee wanted to. 

Arlin  had  told  him  he  would  make  that  determination,  and  while  he’d noted Lee’s preference, that final call was up to Arlin to make. 

He was his Sir’s good boy. 

He would wait. 

On a drizzly Sunday afternoon, under the safety of the covered shelter on the lanai, with less than two dozen people looking on, Arlin made Lee sit on a yoga mat. 

Kneeling  was  still  problematic  due  to  Lee’s  bad  leg,  and  with  the  rainy weather, it was aching today. 

Loren  called  for  everyone’s  attention.  “You  get  to  eat  in  a  minute. 

There’s  a  little  something  that  we  need  to  take  care  of  first.”  She  smiled. 

“And I’m actually going to hand this over to Leanna and Sharon.” 

The  two  women  stepped  forward.  Leanna  held  a  blue  satin  bag  in  her hand. “I’ve known Arlin for a few years now. We accidentally discovered the other had a kinky side by bumping into each other at a convention.” 

The crowd chuckled. 

“Yeah,  that  was  a  little  nerve-wracking,  at  first.  But  Sharon  and  I’ve known Arlin was a good man. He hired me and trusted me at work, and with personal knowledge. I’m proud to call him my friend, not just my boss. I’ve never had a boss I could say that about before. He’s always tried to get me to take  good  risks,  always  had  my  back.  And  when  Sharon  and  I  were  finally able to legally get married, he was my best man.” 

She  stared  at  the  bag  in  her  hands.  “Honestly?  When  Lee  took  the network  job,  I  was  pissed  off.  Really  angry  with  him.  I  thought,  you  idiot, you  have  the  perfect  guy  for  you,  who  loves  you  enough  to  let  you  go  be happy, and you walk away from him?” 

She  smiled  down  at  Lee.  “Fortunately,  he  smartened  up.  That  means  I didn’t need to borrow Tilly to help me hunt his ass down.” 

“Word,” Tilly snarked with a smile before fist-bumping with Gilo. 

“I know Arlin and Lee haven’t been involved in the group as long as we have,”  Leanna  continued.  “But  I’m  glad  that  the  group  has  welcomed  them into the fold, so to speak. I’m honored to be a part of today, because it’s good to see, in this frequently shitty world, that fairy tales can and do sometimes come true.” 

She handed the bag to Arlin. 

Arlin stared at the bag for a long moment before speaking. 

“Lee and I have known each other since we were teenagers, even though we  fell  out  of  touch  for  many  years.  I  fell  in  love  with  him  back  in  a  time where I never dreamed I’d ever be able to admit it to him, much less make it a reality. 

“Then  my  fantasies  came  true.  I  knew  if  we  were  meant  to  have  a  life together that I had to let him find his own path. I had a little bit of a head-start on him in terms of figuring out who I was. I consider myself blessed that he came back to me, wanting to be with me. I would never force him, even if I could. 

“So  in  front  of  our  friends,  I  need  you  to  answer  one  final  question  for me. What do you want to be?” 

Lee  stared  up  into  Arlin’s  eyes,  his  pulse  racing.  “I  want  to  be  Sir’s. 

Yours.  Your  slave.  That’s  who  I  am.  Nothing  has  ever  felt  more  right  or perfect  than  being  with  you.  I  thought  I  knew  what  I  wanted,  but  nothing means anything to me if I’m not yours.” 

Arlin opened the bag’s drawstring and drew out a stainless steel bracelet. 

Leanna took the bag from him and Arlin knelt. 

“Right wrist, boy,” he said. 

Lee held it up. 

Arlin  fastened  the  bracelet  around  his  wrist,  holding  on  and  kissing  his palm before turning his gaze to Lee’s. “I’ll never force you to stay with me. 

Ever.  But  as  long  as  you  are  with  me,  and  as  long  as  you  belong  to  me,  I promise I’ll always take care of you. Because I love you. And I’m proud to be your Master, and even prouder to call you my boy.” 

He leaned in and kissed Lee, the world falling away, the cool metal of the bracelet warming against his flesh, the pressure of Arlin’s hands against his, 

the taste of his lips. 

“I love you, Sir,” Lee said when Arlin ended their kiss. 

Arlin smiled. “Let’s hope you still think that after tonight.” 




* * * *

 

Once  dinner  ended  and  everyone  headed  home,  Arlin  and  Lee  followed suit after giving their thanks to Tilly, Landry, and Cris. They didn’t want to play outside of home yet, and not just because of Lee’s celebrity status. 

Because Lee wanted that to only be for  them. 

In this way, Arlin would follow his boy’s wishes. 

He  did  have  another  surprise  for  Lee,  a  custom-made  matching  set  of leather collar and wrist and ankle cuffs. After he had Lee strip and sit on the edge of the bed, Arlin told him to close his eyes. 

That’s  when  Arlin  fetched  them  from  where  he’d  hidden  them  in  the closet. 

“Okay.” 

Lee’s  eyes  widened.  “Thank  you!”  He  threw  his  arms  around  Arlin’s waist and hugged him, face pressed against his abs. “Thank you, Sir!” 

“New  rule,  boy.  When  you’re  home,  presuming  we  don’t  have  any guests,  you  are  to  be  naked,  and  wearing  your  cuffs  and  collar.  Except  for video chatting and stuff, of course.” 

Lee’s grin widened. “Yes, Sir.” 

Being  greeted  by  Lee  at  night,  on  those  nights  Lee  was  home  first,  was sometimes like being greeted by an overgrown, naked puppy. Sometimes Lee was waiting by the door for him, sometimes he hadn’t heard him pull up and ran in as soon as he heard the front door opened. 

Boy, did Arlin love it. 

After  buckling  them  on  Lee,  he  showed  him  the  other  new  item  he’d purchased. 

A new carbon-fiber cane. 

“Twenty,” Arlin said. “One for every year we were apart.” 

Lee immediately stood, turned, and bent over the bed, throwing in a cute ass wiggle for good effect. 

That always made Arlin smile. 

They  didn’t  even  try  to  put  Lee  on  a  bench  or  kneeler,  Arlin  afraid  it’d

hurt Lee’s leg. Maybe one day, but for now it was easier to bend him over the bed for impact play. 

Arlin made the strokes hard, fast, and by the time he finished the set Lee was writhing on the bed, but not trying to get away. 

And not safewording. 

Arlin  leaned  in  to  kiss  his  marks.  “Such  a  good  boy.”  Lee  rolled  over onto his back. “Stay right there,” Arlin told him. “Perfect.” He stripped and grabbed  a  towel,  lube,  and  a  condom.  Standing  there  put  him  at  the  perfect height  to  toss  Lee’s  legs  onto  his  shoulders  so  he  could  fuck  him  hard  and deep. 

After rolling on the condom, he teased Lee, rubbing the head of his cock against his rim while Lee tried to rock his hips and impale himself on it. 

Leaning in and pressing Lee’s thighs against his chest, he grabbed Lee’s wrists and held them pinned to the bed at his sides. 

Another reason he loved this position. 

And  it  never  failed  to  get  Lee  off  just  from  being  fucked.  His  boy’s training  had  been  going  well.  There  were  already  a  couple  of  times  he’d managed  to  trigger  Lee  into  coming  with  Arlin’s  cock  in  his  ass  just  from talking to him, before he’d even really started fucking him. 

He loved operant-conditioning. 

“Just  think,  boy,”  Arlin  said.  “A  few  years  of  this,  I  might  have  you trained  to  the  point  I  can  whisper  something  in  your  ear  while  we’re  out somewhere and have you close to coming.” 

Lee whimpered. 

“What do you think about  that?” he pressed. 

Lee’s  blue  eyes  stared  up  at  him,  already  deliciously  glazed  from subspace. 

“I belong to Sir.” 

“That’s right, you do. And I’m going to make sure I keep you so happy you  won’t  ever  think  about  leaving  me  again.”  He  slowly  fucked  his  cock into  Lee’s  ass,  stopping  with  his  balls  pressed  against  the  man’s  hot  flesh. 

“What’s that in your ass, baby?” 

“My Sir’s cock.” 

“That’s right. Now, what are you going to do for me?” 

Another whimper escaped him. “Come for Sir.” 

“Good boy.” He felt Lee’s ass flexing as he tried to rock his hips, the way

he clenched and relaxed, pressing Arlin’s cock against his prostate. 

Lee’s cock twitched between their bodies, pre-cum flowing, and he knew the man was sooo damn close. 

Arlin leaned in a little, giving him a better angle and drawing a gasp from Lee.  “Might  have  to  make  sure  you  always  have  spare  clothes  with  you, baby,”  he  said.  “I  might  start  calling  you  at  work  and  while  you’re  sitting there at your desk, I’ll be on the phone, talking you into creaming your briefs for me like a good boy. You’ll—” 

Lee  let  out  a  cry  as  his  orgasm  started.  Arlin  released  Lee’s  wrists, grabbed his hips, and started fucking him hard and deep to catch up. 

As he stood there recovering, Lee snickered. 

“What’s so funny?” 

He grinned. “You might have trained yourself, too, Sir.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Because every time you make me come like that now, you immediately start fucking me and usually come right away.” 

Arlin  thought  about  it.  “Hell,  you’re  right.”  He  laughed.  “Lookie  there. 

Unintentional self-sadism.” They cleaned up and returned to happily collapse in bed, watching TV and snuggling. 

A perfect evening, in Arlin’s mind. 

Lee nibbled at his neck. “Thank you, Sir.” 

“For what?” 

“For taking care of me.” 

“You take care of me.” 

“I meant from that first day. When you came and got me. Thank you for loving me and having faith in me. I love you.” 

Arlin  tipped  his  head  so  he  could  meet  Lee’s  gaze.  “I  love  you,  too, baby.” He kissed him. “Thank you for coming home to me.” 

“You wouldn’t have ordered me to stay, would you?” 

“I  wanted  to,  but  I  knew  I  couldn’t.”  He  brushed  another  kiss  across Lee’s temple. “I had hope and faith. I’m just glad I didn’t fuck up and guess wrong.” 

“Me, too, Sir.” 

Chapter Sixteen



“Frankly, their offense is looking better this year than they have in a long time.  I’d  be  shocked  if  they  didn’t  end  up  finishing  strong.  Maybe  even  a bowl game. Who knows?” 

With  Lee  wearing  a  headset,  Arlin  couldn’t  hear  the  other  end  of  the Skype interview he was currently conducting. 

Arlin  also  loved  standing  out  of  sight  of  the  webcam,  but  directly  in Lee’s line of vision, naked and stroking his hard cock. 

 Skills test. 

It  wasn’t  helping  any  that  Lee  was  only  dressed  from  the  waist  up.  He wore a dress shirt and tie, face shaved, his hair neatly styled. 

And his day collar, the bracelet, on his right wrist. 

Almost  six  months  to  the  day  since  Arlin  had  collared  Lee,  and  Arlin knew he would spend the rest of his life with this man. 

Lee’s divorce had been finalized three weeks earlier. 

Right now, Lee was also seated on a towel on one of their dining room chairs, his leather leg cuffs tied to the chair legs and keeping his legs forced open,  a  vibrating  butt  plug  gently  rumbling  against  his  prostate,  and  a  jelly cockring  keeping  his  cock  hard  as  well  as  putting  pleasant  pressure  on  his balls. 

Arlin  had  no  clue  how  Lee  was  managing  to  focus  so  well,  especially since Arlin could see a nonstop stream of pre-cum leaking from the end of his rigid cock, dripping all over the towel. 

“Coach Kennedy did a lot of extensive scouting to build this team to its current level, so kudos to him and his coaching staff. I believe he even signed a kid from Maine.” 

There were still a good five minutes left in the interview. Arlin thought about adjusting the vibrating pattern on the butt plug again, but then decided he’d pushed his guy close enough to the edge as it was. There was a fine line between sadist and asshole. 

Right  now,  he  was  using  that  line  like  a  jump  rope  in  a  double-dutch contest. 

He  had  to  hand  it  to  Lee,  the  man’s  concentration  and  focus  were incredible.  Sexy,  even.  By  the  time  Lee  finally  ended  the  interview  and

closed  the  lid  to  his  laptop,  he  had  a  small  puddle  of  pre-cum  on  the  towel under his cock. 

He smiled at Arlin. “You having fun, Sir?” 

Arlin  thumbed  the  controller  for  the  butt  plug,  making  Lee  moan  as  he grabbed the armrests of the chair and held on, trying not to come. 

“Oh, I haven’t even  started having fun with you yet, boy.” 

Arlin  walked  over,  setting  the  controller  on  the  desk  and  grabbing  the back  of  Lee’s  head,  fisting  his  hair.  Pulling  Lee’s  head  down,  Lee’s  mouth was already open and ready for his cock as Arlin started slowly fucking his mouth. 

“Yeah,  there’s  my  good  boy.  That’s  what  I  love.  Keep  those  hands  on that chair, boy. Don’t you dare touch your cock.” 

He whined around Arlin’s cock but didn’t disobey him. 

Slowly  fucking  Lee’s  mouth,  Arlin  released  his  hair  with  one  hand  and grabbed him by the necktie with the other, wrapping it around his fist like a leash. 

“That’s  my  good  boy,”  Arlin  hoarsely  said.  “That’s  going  in  your  ass here, shortly, boy. If you’re a good boy for me, I might let you get your nut off, too.” 

Of  course  he’d  let  him  come,  but  Lee  never  knew  when  Arlin  was fucking with him or mind-fucking him. 

They both preferred it that way. 




* * * *

 

Lee  tried  thinking  of  anything  he  could  to  help  pull  him  back  from  the edge. From the way he sat in the chair, the butt plug was pressed right against his  prostate.  The  way  it  vibrated  and  undulated  inside  him  was  perfectly hitting him, threatening to take him over the edge. 

Arlin  finally  backed  it  down  again,  chuckling  as  he  did.  “My  poor  boy. 

You’re trying so hard to be good for me, aren’t you?” 

“Yeth, Thir,” he mumbled around Arlin’s cock. “Thank ou, Thir.” 

Arlin pulled out, leaning in to kiss him. 

“Good boy. Good boys get rewards, you know.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

“Close your eyes.” 

He did. 

Arlin picked up Lee’s left hand and slid the ring he’d purchased for him over his ring finger, then kissed his hand. “Marry me. Please?” 

Lee’s  eyes  popped  open.  A  gasp  escaped  him  as  he  stared  at  the  gold band. “Yes!” 

He tried to stand, the leg cuffs pulling him up short, and when he plopped back down, he landed on the butt plug’s base, which forced a shocked shout from him. 

All of which made Arlin nearly piss himself laughing. 

He  was  barely  able  to  bend  over  and  free  Lee’s  legs  from  the  chair,  he was laughing so hard. 

“Yeah, let me do that to you, Sir, and see how hard you laugh.” 

Arlin helped him up, holding him. “You mad, baby?” 

Lee stared down at him. “Like I could ever be mad at you, Sir.” 

Arlin led him to their bedroom. On this Sunday morning, Lee didn’t have to  go  into  the  station.  The  interview,  however,  would  help  drive  additional traffic  to  his  sports  blog,  which  was  currently  bringing  in  a  couple  hundred dollars a month and slowly growing. 

It  didn’t  matter  to  Arlin  if  Lee  wanted  to  retire  permanently—and  he actually  could,  given  their  finances—because  he  loved  his  boy.  The  only work-related  promise  he  had  forced  from  Lee  was  that  his  own  health  and their  relationship  couldn’t  suffer  because  of  their  jobs.  That  was  a  mutual promise. 

And  Arlin  was  now  sticking  to  a  more  reasonable  work  schedule,  with Leanna’s helpful guidance, of course. 

Five  minutes  later,  Lee  was  decked  out  in  his  leather  play  collar  and matching cuffs, sans the butt plug. 

He still wore the cock ring, though. 

Arlin used the chains he’d attached to their bed frame to immobilize Lee spread-eagle on his back. Straddling Lee, Arlin smiled down at him. “I think my boy earned a special treat today for being so good.” He rolled a condom down Lee’s shaft, teasing him, playing with him before adding extra lube. 

He’d  already  prepped  himself  earlier  while  his  boy  was  distracted  with the interview. 

Rising  up,  he  placed  the  head  of  Lee’s  cock  at  the  entrance  to  his  ass, gently pressing down, loving the way his boy bit down on his lower lip. 

“Don’t  come  without  permission,  boy.”  Arlin  rocked  back  and  forth, savoring the feeling of Lee’s cock filling him. 

It  didn’t  hurt  that  he  loved  knowing  he  was  the  only  man  Lee  had  ever been with or ever would be with. 

Once  he  had  taken  him  all  the  way  to  the  balls,  Arlin  leaned  forward, bracing his hands on the bed, and kissed him. 

“Who’s my good boy?” 

“I’m Sir’s good boy.” 

“Yes, you are. You were a very good boy for me while I was tormenting you. Do you think you earned an orgasm?” 

“If Sir wants me to have one.” 

“But how is your Sir supposed to come? Your arms are all trussed up and I can’t get to your ass like this.” 

Lee’s  mouth  opened  wide,  making  Arlin  laugh.  “You’d  spend  all  day with my cock in your mouth if you could, wouldn’t you?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Arlin rose up slowly, sinking back down and drawing a moan from Lee. 

“Then you may come.” 

He  leaned  in  again,  kissing  Lee  as  he  fucked  him,  loving  every  moan, every gasp he made. 

The  exploration,  getting  to  know  each  other,  figuring  out  each  other’s bodies, had been amazing and fun. And with Lee’s body now healed, there’d been plenty of times Arlin had put Lee on top with orders to plow him hard. 

Usually while Arlin had a fistful of Lee’s hair and was whispering all sorts of things in the other man’s ear, things he’d make him agree to so he could earn the privilege of an orgasm. 

Begging for his Sir to do things to him. 

Things they’d had a hell of a lot of fun doing. 

He  teased  Lee,  slowing  down,  sometimes  rocking  with  just  the  head  of Lee’s cock barely inside his ass before slamming back down on top of him. 

Only when he sensed Lee getting close and he’d started fucking his hips up against him did Arlin let loose. He rode his boy like the stud he was, the cock ring keeping him hard and making it harder for him to come. 

But when he did…

Lee’s entire body  went rigid, back  arched, his cries  of pleasure muffled by  Arlin’s  mouth  over  his  as  Lee’s  stiff  cock  spasmed  inside  Arlin’s  ass, 

filling the condom. 

“Did my boy enjoy that?” 

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.” 

Arlin  pulled  off  him  and  moved,  straddling  his  head  and  fucking  his mouth. It wouldn’t take him long to finish, either. Hearing Lee orgasm damn near almost drove him over the edge as it was. 

Every time. 

Every time felt perfect with Lee, even if one or both of them had a failure to launch in the process. 

Not  today,  though.  Today  Arlin  braced  one  hand  on  the  headboard  and gripped a fistful of Lee’s hair with the other and pumped his cock deep into his  boy’s  mouth.  His  balls  tightened,  contracting,  finally  letting  loose.  With one last, hard thrust, he buried his cock into Lee’s throat as his cum pumped out of him. He felt Lee swallowing, trying to keep up. 

Finally,  he  eased  back,  not  pulling  all  the  way  out  yet.  “I’m  thinking since I planned our collaring, you plan our wedding.” 

Below him, Lee started snorting and giggling, all of it muffled by Arlin’s softening cock in his mouth. “Yeth, Thir.” 

He pulled out and stared down at him. Those blue eyes that belonged to him now. 

The love that was all for him. 

“So what do you think?” 

“I think the clerk’s office opens around eight or nine in the morning. We get  in  there  first  thing,  get  our  license,  and  then  go  back  and  get  married there. I already checked. Three-day waiting period.” 

He eased down, straddling his abs. “Not very romantic.” 

“I  don’t  fucking  care.  Neither  is  a  butt  plug  punching  me  in  the goddamned prostate, but I love you. I almost fucked up once by leaving. I’m so lucky you waited me out.” 

“All right, then. Tomorrow morning we go.” He leaned in and kissed him before reaching up to unhook Lee’s wrists. “Right now, we go grab a shower and then you can cook us brunch before I spank that sweet ass.” 

Before Arlin could move out of the way, Lee grabbed him and kissed him again. 

“You know I love you because I’ve always loved you, right? Not because of this or anything else. I’ve loved you all my life, it just took life catching up

to me, finally.” 

Arlin  stroked  his  blond  hair.  “I  know.  Just  like  I’ve  always  loved  you. 

Fortunately for us we wised up, huh?” 

“Thankfully, yeah.” He stared into Arlin’s eyes. “I’ll always follow you, Sir,”  he  softly  said.  “No  matter  where  you’re  leading  me.  I’m  looking forward to all those dark and dirty things you’ve promised me.” 

Arlin  cupped  his  cheek,  stroking  the  pad  of  his  thumb  over  Lee’s  lips. 

“So am I, boy. So am I.” 





THE END
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