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Rub Me Raw

Tired of being an object instead of a partner, Simon forces his ex to move out after hitting his emotional limit and realizing the man only wants him for wank fodder. An introduction to Victor by friends helps Simon shut the mental door on his ex for good and long to explore all the delicious Domly things the handsome realtor wants to do to him.

Victor moved to Florida for a fresh start far away from his ex. He’s looking for an open and honest subby guy. His instant, scorching attraction to Simon is only intensified by the fact that he can actually get some decent sleep for the first time in weeks when with the man.

But spooky events and shocking revelations force Victor to move from his temporary digs and in with Simon. Now, it’s make or break time. Can Simon handle Victor full-time in full-on Dom mode, or will both men be rubbed emotionally raw yet again?
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Chapter One

 

They really should paint the ceiling.

That was Simon’s first major, mental face-slapping clue that he’d finally slipped past the point of no return and was done.

Especially since the hunky bear tightly gripping Simon’s ankles, keeping his legs spread wide open and pushed back as he plowed Simon’s ass with his generously endowed, condom-sheathed cock, wasn’t holding his attention.

Neither was the bear’s cute and orally talented twink, whose cock was locked in a chastity cage and who currently had Simon’s cock deep down his throat while jacking off Greg, who held Simon’s wrists pinned to the mattress.

I mean, really. They obviously changed the light fixture. Why be lazy? That’s so tacky.

It looked like, from the pale yellow tell-tale nicotine tinge the rest of the ceiling bore, compared to the unblemished white area exposed where the old light fixture had obviously covered a larger swath of ceiling, that the room had once been a smoking-allowed hotel room.

The “festivities,” as Greg dubbed these little jaunts, were currently happening late that Sunday morning in a second-story room overlooking the pool courtyard at the Toucan Resort in St. Pete, not quite an hour north of their shared townhouse in Sarasota. This weekend had been another long, nonstop, rambling party at the mostly gay resort, debauchery easily had by anyone looking for it.

The bear pushed Simon’s legs back even farther, rounding Simon’s spine while angling his ass a little more in the air so the bear’s cock could better nail Simon in the prostate.

“Come on and let my pig have your cum, boy.”

The record screech sliced through Simon’s brain, jolting him from his interior decorating thoughts.

And there’s my second clue that I’m done. “I’m not your boy.”

“Come on, Sy,” Greg said in that tone that translated into Do not fucking embarrass me right now. His fingers dug a little harder into Simon’s wrists. “Let him suck a load from you.”

About that time the bear came, filling the condom and pulling out, holding on to the base of the condom as he did and releasing Simon’s ankles.

“Let me up, Greg,” Simon said.

“Well, if you’re going to be a bitch, fine. I’ll let him suck me dry.” Greg released Simon’s wrists and grabbed the twink’s hair, pulling him off Simon’s now wilting cock and onto his own, where Greg started to fuck the guy’s face.

Simon rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

Why the hell did I let him talk me into this weekend, anyway?

He hadn’t wanted to come up here. Honestly? Yeah, while he’d busted his nut several times that weekend since they’d arrived Friday night, he really hadn’t been in the mood for it, as strange as that sounded.

As Simon was cleaning up in the shower, the bear walked in to dispose of the condom and take a piss. Simon didn’t even remember the guy’s damn name.

“Sorry about that, man,” the bear said from the other side of the shower curtain. “Didn’t mean to hit a nerve. Thought you were into it. We all right?”

“Yeah. Sorry. I’ve got a lot of stuff I’m dealing with at work.”

Not really, but it was easier than getting into the convoluted thought processes and emotional garbage hovering over his rapidly deteriorating relationship with Greg.

And it wasn’t some random bear’s fault, anyway, much less his business.

Done. I’m done.

It throbbed through his brain like a heartbeat.

The guy flushed and left the bathroom as Simon stuck his face under the spray. He could hear Greg in the bedroom over the sound of the water, making a big show of fucking the twink’s mouth.

No doubt trying to get under Simon’s skin.

Done.

He finished and dried off, wrapping the towel around his hips before leaving the bathroom. Greg had apparently shot his load down the twink’s throat and was holding him there to suck down the last drops. The bear had already pulled on his jock and leather chaps and was working on his boots.

“Hurry up, boy,” the bear told his twink. “You ain’t got all day if you want me to let you finally bust a nut this weekend. You still have eight loads you need to arrange and swallow to earn release, and it’s nearly noon. Everyone’s going to be checking out soon, if they haven’t already.”

At least that gave Simon an excuse to get Greg moving. He didn’t want to pay for an extra day on the room just for Greg to be lazy. They needed to get home so Simon could do the laundry he’d planned to do yesterday when Greg had suddenly announced Friday afternoon that they were spending the weekend at the Toucan.

The twink finally got up and found his tight shorts, shimmied into them, and the men headed out.

Greg remained on the bed, hands laced behind his head as he sat up against the headboard and stared at Simon.

“What?” Simon finally asked.

“I’m going to ask you that. What the fuck? You embarrassed the hell out of me.”

“I’m nobody’s ‘boy.’ You fucking know that.” Simon grabbed the backpack he’d brought with him and pulled clothes from it. “Let’s get moving. I want to go home.”

“Why are you being so bitchy today?”

“Because I’m sick of this shit. I told you last time you planned one of these weekends that it was the last time, because I didn’t want to do this anymore.”

“I heard you begging to nut last night with that gorgeous black cock up your ass and his slave’s lips wrapped around your cock. Or did I dream that? Or yesterday at lunch, when I arranged for that little barely legal guy to sit there mouthing the outside of your jock under the table by the pool? Or how about that spit-roast yesterday morn—”

“Fuck you, Greg. I’m tired of being used to get you off because you like to watch me get plowed or sucked. It’s like you can’t get off anymore unless you’re watching someone else do me, or me doing someone else, and I’m tired of it. I’m getting too old for this, and so are you. You want blue pills to get your cock up, fine, go to the doctor and get them. But I’m done with this fucking around bullshit. This is the last time I’m ever doing one of these for you. Period. If I’m not enough for you, then maybe we’d better have a serious talk about going our separate ways.”

Greg got out of bed and stormed into the bathroom, slamming the door after him.

Simon wasn’t chasing him, either. Which, while in the past that’s exactly what he would have done, followed him and apologized and tried to soothe Greg’s bruised ego, no more.

The guy was forty-one, not twenty-one. If he couldn’t face his age, that wasn’t Simon’s problem.

He was only thirty-seven, and he wanted to settle down and enjoy nesting, be with his guy and be enough for his guy. He loved Greg, but the past several months had slowly poisoned his love until he wasn’t even sure there were any seeds of that emotion remaining scattered among the thick weeds in his flowerbed of resentment.

Sure, when Greg had first started proposing these little trysts, a third here, a Toppy leather guy there, they were fun. Exciting. When they happened on occasion. And back then, it had felt like they were equal participants in it.

But they’d started to morph into Greg having a harder time getting it up and getting off unless they were doing something like this, or he was fantasizing about a past encounter, or fantasizing about what he wanted to happen in the future. Needing to watch Simon with someone else.

That Greg refused to discuss it and maybe talk to a doctor—medical or mental—about the issue had quickly led to Simon’s growing resentment.

Simon couldn’t enjoy it when he felt like he was being used as live porn. Little more than breathing wank-fodder.

Especially after discovering Greg’s browser history was full of gay gang-bang porn, watched when Simon hadn’t been home.

Meaning Greg was masturbating without him and leaving nothing for him when he wanted it. Wouldn’t be so bad if Greg at least still wanted to cuddle and be romantic, if it felt like they were still engaging as a couple.

Even that had disappeared.

Simon was tired of having to go in every three months for bloodwork despite always using condoms, just in case.

He was tired of feeling like he needed to put on a show for Greg in bed to get the guy off.

Tired of feeling like he wasn’t enough.

He was…

Tired.

Done.

Simon sat on the end of the bed, fully dressed, ready to go and watching TV when Greg finally emerged from the bathroom with a towel draped over his shoulders.

“So what are you saying?” he asked Simon.

Simon didn’t look away from the TV, already changing the pattern of engagement they’d danced through the past five years.

“This was the last time. Period. No more thirds or fourths for fucking or what you call ‘fun.’ If I’m not enough for you, we need to discuss breaking up and you moving out.”

“They don’t mean anything, baby.” He crossed the room and stood next to Simon with his arms crossed over his chest. “You know I love you. What’s the harm in playing? They’re just fucks.”

“No, I don’t know that.” He finally looked up to meet Greg’s hazel gaze. “If you love me, this ends. Now.”

“What’s the big deal? Doesn’t it matter that I’m in your bed every night?”

“Not when it feels like your heart isn’t there, no.”

Greg cocked his head. “You’re serious.”

“I am. No more.”

“We can discuss this lat—”

“No. No discussion. I wasn’t poly when we got together, and I’m still not poly. I’m done. This is a pretty easy decision to make. Either I’m enough for you, or I’m not.”

“That’s not fair.”

“How is that not fair?”

Greg pursed his lips as he struggled to find an answer. “You’ve been fine with it.”

“Not really, no. You kept ignoring me and discounting my opinions. So this is me putting my foot down. You don’t like it? You can move out and move in with some rent boy or a horny slut who doesn’t mind trying to help you recapture your lost youth.”

Okay, low blow, yes.

He didn’t regret it.

Not in the slightest. Greg had finally rubbed Simon’s last nerve raw on this issue.

Greg’s gaze narrowed. “You giving me an ultimatum?”

Simon stood. He was two inches shorter than Greg’s six one. “Yeah, I am. I told you last year if you wanted to do kinky stuff, I was fine with that, between the two of us. But I’m not submitting to anyone I don’t trust. Right now, I don’t trust you.”

“How dare you! You’re crazy.”

“Then explain the porn, why dontcha? When was the last time you actually fucked or sucked me or gave me more than a handjob and a kiss on the lips, huh? If I have to have other guys fuck and blow me because my own damn boyfriend won’t do it, maybe I need to find me a new damn boyfriend.”

Greg shot him what Simon assumed was supposed to be an angry glare, but Simon was done falling for it and done trying to fix things between them.

“I don’t take ultimatums. I told you that when we got together.”

“Well, you’re going to take this one, one way or the other.” Simon crossed his arms over his chest and didn’t break eye contact with him. “Me only, or leave. You’re the one who keeps talking about getting married, and I keep telling you that’s not happening until you get this shit out of your system for good.”

Greg finally stepped back and started getting dressed. Simon didn’t even wait for him, grabbing the room key cards and his car keys from the dresser after shouldering his backpack.

“I’ll get us checked out and I’ll be waiting down in the car for you.”

He was heading out when he saw the bear and twink disappearing into another room on that floor. As he turned toward the stairwell, Simon mentally wished the two men luck and happiness and shoved aside the regret he felt for being rude to them when this wasn’t their fault.

Done.

 

* * * *

 

That was the chilliest damn drive of Simon’s life, and he didn’t mean the temperatures outside.

Greg refused to say anything to him, staring out the passenger window the whole time.

Simon turned up the radio and didn’t bother trying to speak. He’d said all he was going to say on the matter.

Five years together, and he won’t get his head out of his ass and admit he’s not a kid anymore and give up his toys.

He would have done nearly anything for Greg. In the beginning, they were inseparable. Simon loved him, loved how crazy he was in bed, his spontaneous ways, how he could make friends immediately in a room full of strangers. The antithesis to his own more subdued and reticent personality. He secretly envied Greg’s gregarious nature.

And no, at first he didn’t mind the occasional excursion to the Toucan, or right-swiping together in an app to pick up a hot guy for a few hours of fun. He didn’t mind kinky stuff. Hell, some of that was hot and he’d enjoyed the hell out of it, but to do it, he had to have full trust in Greg.

But when Greg hit forty it was like the metaphorical and obligatory mid-life crisis hit. Instead of saving for retirement, he traded in his perfectly fine sedan for a goddamned Acura two-door sporty street-racing model that was uncomfortable as fuck to ride in, as far as Simon was concerned.

And it guzzled gas like a kid given a free-for-all pass in a soft-serve ice cream shop.

Increasingly, Greg wasn’t even pulling his share of the chores around the house. Hadn’t been for a couple of years now. If Simon didn’t do Greg’s laundry, the man wouldn’t have clean clothes.

That wasn’t a D/s thing, either. It was an annoying douchey asshole thing.

That Greg always had time to hit the gym and work out and worry about every ounce of fat on his body, or making it to the stylist to make sure he had no grey hairs showing, pissed Simon off even more.

Greg had moved in with him, into Simon’s rented townhouse. Greg had kept hinting around about maybe buying a house together, but no way would Simon commit to that if they weren’t married.

Definitely not now.

And…that hurt.

Really hurt.

When they pulled into the driveway, Greg finally addressed him. “You ready to talk about this like an adult?”

Oh, no, he didn’t.

Simon hardened his heart, determined not to let Greg wear him down or manipulate him into capitulation. “Terms haven’t changed, Greg. Take it, or leave.”

Greg flung his car door open and stormed toward the entry.

Simon watched him, letting out a sad sigh.

Done. 


Chapter Two

 

“I love your herb garden.”

Lara turned her head to look where Victor pointed. “Oh, thanks! Brad set it up for me. It’s my first attempt at one.”

“Looks like you’re a natural.” Victor sipped his cold beer. The Sunday afternoon barbecue at Lara and Brad’s place was just getting started. Somehow, he’d managed to be one of the first there, other than Wylie from across the road.

Who was…fricking adorable, but with the wedding ring on Wylie’s hand, Victor didn’t even go there in his head.

Taken.

And he was neither poly, nor did he screw around with taken people.

“Oh, I started you some basil,” Wylie told her. “You can come get it any time.”

“Thanks, Wy.”

“You have a garden?” Victor asked him.

Wylie grinned. “Yeah. My first attempt at homesteading, and apparently I don’t suck.”

I bet you do suck, and with that mouth on you, I bet you suck quite well.

But Victor didn’t say that. He had more sense than that, especially since he didn’t know if the guy was straight or gay for sure, although he thought he sensed a gay vibe.

A man wearing a kilt and a T-shirt and one sexy-ass smirk rounded the corner of the house. Victor felt his heart do a shimmy.

Hellooo, handsome.

Then the kilted hunk walked over to Wylie and handed off a casserole dish. That’s when Victor spotted the wedding band on his left hand.

“This what you wanted, babe?”

Damn. That freaking figures.

“Thanks. Can’t believe I walked off and forgot it.”

At least my gaydar’s still working.

Kilted Hunk leaned in for a kiss from Wiley, who took the dish inside to the back porch where a long table was set up for food. Lara walked over to the guy, handing him a freshly opened beer bottle.

“Ev, this is Victor Dumont. He works with me. Victor, this is Everett Cannon, my ex-husband, and Wy’s husband.”

Ooohh.

The situation now shifted a few degrees as all the pieces snapped into place. Victor had only been working in the office with Lara for a few weeks, but he’d heard from their nosy and entirely too gossipy receptionist the basics of Lara’s life’s story his first day there, when he’d gone out to lunch with Tawny. Including the attack Lara had fended off from her ex-fiancé.

Victor reeled his libido back into its cave as he held out a hand to shake with Everett. “Nice to meet you, Everett.”

Everett had a handsome, easy smile. “Likewise. Call me Ev.”

“Victor just moved here a few weeks ago from Atlanta,” Lara explained. “He went to school with George Dougherty, and that’s how we ended up coaxing him further south.”

At least this meant he could reasonably trust Lara not to be a homophobe behind his back. Despite Atlanta being a large city, the increasingly disturbing current of discrimination locally following the last general election had been the final cue he’d needed to look elsewhere for work and to live.

A nasty breakup with his ex hadn’t hurt any in the decision-making department.

Florida also had large gay and kinky populations, two massive pluses in its favor. And it had a vibrant high-end real estate market in the Sarasota area, with an economy that hadn’t hit the shitter.

Yet.

He’d grown up in Michigan, so moving back north and freezing his ass off during winters wasn’t an option he felt enamored with.

At all. Especially after spending over twenty years in Atlanta.

Besides, not all states had reciprocity agreements with each other regarding obtaining real estate licenses. Florida and Georgia, however, had one that made it easy to get licensed in Florida.

A chance discussion with George Dougherty on Facebook a few months earlier had put a bug in Victor’s ear. He’d obtained his Florida real estate license and moved down here.

So far, so good.

Lara laid a hand on Victor’s shoulder as she spoke to Ev and Wylie. “By the way, Victor’s single. If you boys know of any friends you might be inclined to introduce him to, that’d be awesome.”

“Did you introduce him to Tilly?” Wylie asked.

“We…haven’t covered that ground yet,” Lara said.

If Victor didn’t know any better, he’d think he was missing some subtle context. He’d thought Lara knew he was gay, reinforced by what she’d just said to the two men. But if she was talking about introducing him to a female friend of theirs—

“Tilly is something of a legendary matchmaker among our friends,” Ev said. “She has an amazing track record.” He draped his arm around Wylie’s shoulders and smiled down at him. “Including us.” His gaze returned to Victor’s. “Although Wy and myself take full credit for introducing Lar and Brad.”

Another subtle shift of the mental landscape, and Victor relaxed again. All was well. “Ah.”

Brad emerged from the house with a foil-covered tray. “Okay, we’ll have enough for everyone, I think. Once they get here.” He set the tray on the grill’s side table. “They don’t hurry up, I’m going to start grilling. I’m starving.”

“What do you do for a living, Ev?” Victor asked.

“I’m a blacksmith and metalworker. Welding and fabrication. Do a lot of ren fair shows, too.”

“Oh, that’s cool. Well, hot, I guess. Especially here in Florida.”

“You ain’t kidding.” He pointed at his kilt. “Hence one of these.”

“I sold a house once outside of Atlanta. Stone exterior, and the interior was all tricked out in custom wrought iron fixtures and touches, made to look sort of medieval. Gorgeous modern kitchen, though. Granite countertops, but all the drawer pulls and cabinet handles were custom-made twisted iron. And the hinges. The door hinges throughout the house were custom made. The builders paid over a hundred grand to the artisan who did all that for them.”

“Wow, that’s neat.”

“I still have pictures of it somewhere on my hard drive. I’ll have to remember to look for them and e-mail them to Lara to share with you.”

Wylie fished his wallet out of the back pocket of his shorts and handed over a business card with a smile. “That’s him.”

Everett appeared adorably embarrassed. “Babe, we talked about this—”

“I told him to do it,” Lara said, looking smugly pleased. “I warned him that you don’t do enough to promote yourself.” She stuck her tongue out at Everett. “So there.”

Everett arched an eyebrow at her. “Lucky I can’t spank you.”

“Ha!” She playfully grinned before taking a sip from her bottle of beer.

But another piece slipped into place as the mental landscape shifted yet again. Victor re-evaluated both Wylie’s chainmaille bracelet, and Brad’s.

He suspected Everett did do plenty of spanking.

Of Wylie.

And if Lara wasn’t the spanker in her relationship with Brad, Victor knew he’d need to turn in his metaphorical Dom card.

“So tell me more about this Tilly friend of yours,” Victor said to try to open the conversation before anyone else arrived.

The four of them shared a knowing glance before the other three apparently deferred to Everett.

“She’s…special,” he said. “Very…take-charge kind of lady. Good friend. Close friend. Non-traditional relationship and lifestyle. Very open-minded.”

“Well, I’m a very open-minded guy with a decided leaning toward a non-traditional lifestyle. Are we talking nudist? Swinger? Kinky?”

Everett smiled and pointed at him. “Ding-ding-ding. We have a winner. Which category do you fall under?”

After a long look at Lara and catching her slight nod, Victor plunged in. “Let’s just say that if I die suddenly, one of you please go clear my browser history and make the two black suitcases full of rope and interesting items under my bed disappear, huh?”

He took a long swallow from his beer, watching their reactions.

But the arrival of Tawny and her boyfriend cut off further discussion on that topic, much to Victor’s dismay.

Everett leaned in. “Hang out after everyone leaves, if you can, and we’ll talk more.”

 

* * * *

 

Normally, most of the agents, if not all of them, would be working on a Sunday afternoon, holding open houses or showing houses or returning calls. But apparently this was the one Sunday a year that George Dougherty, who owned and ran the office, had deemed they all take off and gather together socially, with their families. An annual tradition.

This year, with Lara now together with Brad, they’d volunteered to host it, easily able to accommodate all twenty-eight people, employees and their significant others and children, on their large property. That was in addition to Wy and Ev, and Ev’s sister, Eve, and their parents. Then Brad’s teenage son, Mark, and Mark’s boyfriend, Jacob, joined them.

“So how do you like our slice of Florida so far, Vic?” George asked.

“I’ve already sold three listings, so I can’t complain.” He’d switched to iced tea after his second beer and held up his red plastic cup in a toast to his old friend. “Neither can my bank account.”

Lara held up her bottle of beer. “Word.”

Brad and Ev were in charge of grilling the burgers, and some of the people’s kids were playing soccer in the shade of large oak trees in the backyard.

This felt a far cry from the last office he’d worked in, where it hadn’t felt so much like a team as a death match. Sure, he was friendly with some of his coworkers, but he didn’t necessarily trust any of them. In fact, it wasn’t uncommon for “accidental” sniping to occur, of clients and listings.

The only agent to really try that with him, however, had found himself sent on a wild goose chase to fricking Marietta to talk to someone who didn’t exist about buying a house that wasn’t there, thanks to phone spoofing software.

The agent had thought he was talking to one of the head production crew members from The Walking Dead, of which he was a huge fan and at the time had been filming locally.

Victor, one of the senior agents at that time, had found out the agent had a notorious history of sniping from other agents when the guy had tried—and failed—to pull that bullshit on Victor. But Victor set him straight after taking his revenge. Years later, and everyone in the office still laughed about the incident.

As the afternoon wore on, Victor struggled against his impatience to talk with Ev, Wy, Lara, and Brad outside the earshot of everyone else. There was a kink scene up in Atlanta, but he’d never really felt comfortable there. Not due to anything anyone had done specifically, more because of the overall…atmosphere of the area, combined with his profession and the fact that his boyfriend at the time, Peter, worked for the Atlanta City Council, and had needed to keep a low profile.

Not just that Peter was kinky, but that he was gay.

Normally, Victor made a point of not dating guys who weren’t completely out about being gay, but he’d made an exception because of the guy’s job and the fact that Peter could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch. He’d been an eager, heavy masochist who loved a good beating and fucking.

Victor had also fallen head over heels for the guy before realizing Peter wasn’t completely out at work. His friends and relatives had known he was gay, but at work it was an off-topic discussion for him personally—made easier by the fact that he worked for the government—and Victor had never been able to attend business events with with him.

That had…grown old.

When he’d tried to gently talk to him about it after a while, Peter brushed him off. And kept brushing him off. Victor’s resentment grew to the point he finally issued an ultimatum about wanting to be acknowledged as Peter’s partner.

That’s when Peter turned into a massive asshole and left him, moving out one Saturday without warning or notice while Victor was out working, running a huge open house for a multi-million dollar mini-estate.

Soon after, Victor found out the guy had been keeping an on-again, off-again girlfriend beard on the side, even while they were together. Supposedly just dating her for work purposes and not sleeping with her, but Victor had publicly confronted Peter at one event with a smile and snarky comment that had left the woman’s jaw gaping and Peter’s face red with anger.

Yeah, Atlanta wasn’t as big a city as it first appeared when it came to gossip.

Hopefully, he’d get a new start here in Sarasota. The work part was already paying off—literally.

Now to find someone to share his bed.

Preferably someone who liked going to bed with a freshly spanked ass. 


Chapter Three

 

Simon stared at the pile of laundry he’d dumped out of the hamper onto the floor of their utility room. Half of it was his.

Half of it wasn’t.

Picking through it, he dropped Greg’s clothes back into the hamper and separated his own into lights and colors and started the first load. Then he grabbed the half-full hamper and carried it upstairs to the master bathroom, where it’d sit plainly in sight.

He even left one of Greg’s hideous pairs of brightly colored bikini briefs on top, unmissable.

Greg was in the kitchen when Simon walked in.

Normally, Simon would have asked him about when he wanted to eat dinner, what he wanted to eat, all that usual small-talk couples engaged in.

Not tonight.

Tonight, Simon didn’t give a shit what Greg wanted to eat, much less when, and he damn sure wasn’t cooking for the guy. Besides, there were plenty of leftovers for both of them.

Greg made a great show of not talking to Simon, of totally ignoring him. Again, something Simon, in the past, would have felt horrible about. He would have tried to talk to Greg, smooth things over, wanting to settle it regardless of whether or not he felt he was in the wrong.

Usually, Simon wasn’t in the wrong.

Done.

When Simon was brutally honest with himself, he was the only one who ever made an effort to extend the olive branch. It was usually Greg’s feelings being hurt, and Simon apologizing. When Simon’s feelings were hurt—which they were quite a bit—Greg would chide him for being too sensitive, reading too much or the wrong things into a situation.

I’m an idiot.

All this time, the truth had stared Simon in the face. He was truly the only one in the relationship anymore. In the beginning it hadn’t been this way, but things stereotypically took a header when Greg hit forty.

The long, downhill slide wasn’t showing any signs of improvement, either.

Simon dished himself a plate of leftovers and popped it in the microwave to nuke it. As he stood there thumbing through e-mail on his phone, out of the corner of his eye he noticed Greg watching him.

“Are you making us dinner?” Greg finally asked.

Simon forced himself not to look up from his phone. “There’s plenty of leftovers in the fridge.”

Obviously, it wasn’t the answer Greg expected. “Well, is that my plate?”

“No, it’s mine. Your arms aren’t broken.” That’s when the timer went off. Simon shoved his phone into his pocket, grabbed his plate and silverware, and a cup of water, and headed for the living room to watch TV while he ate.

He was vaguely aware of Greg following as far as the kitchen doorway, staring after him.

Simon waited until he was settled on the couch and had the TV on before acknowledging him. “What?”

“That was rude.”

“What was rude?”

“Not getting my food.”

“When was the last time you got my food? When’s the last time you did my laundry? Or cleaned my car? I didn’t mind doing that shit for you before when it felt like you were here, but—”

“That’s not the point. You always make things about you.”

Simon slowly shook his head and refocused on the TV. He wasn’t in the mood for a fight tonight. Didn’t have the energy.

Damn sure wasn’t soothing Greg’s ego.

Greg didn’t back down. He stepped into the living room and crossed his arms over his chest. “Maybe we should talk about breaking up.”

“Cool. When will you be moving out?”

Greg’s lips actually parted in shock. Not that Simon looked directly into his face. He watched from the corner of his eye while keeping his head pointed at the TV.

He’d completely discarded the playbook, refusing to let Greg suck him back into their usual dance. Now the man was adrift and clueless how to proceed.

And Simon was ashamed to admit he could see every bit of the dysfunction between them now, as if he’d taken off a blindfold and discovered that what he’d thought was spaghetti he’d had his hand buried in really was a bowl full of worms.

Greg had mastered the art of the royal huff. “You sound like you want to get rid of me.”

“After this weekend, pretty much, yeah. I’m done.”

It felt sooo good to finally say it out loud.

To have it hanging out there.

“You’re willing to give up five years together?”

“I’m not willing to waste more of my life on a guy who’s too busy trying to recapture his youth and the past to see the guy standing in front of him. I need to be with a guy who feels that I’m enough for him.”

Greg’s parted lips transformed to a full-on gaping jaw.

That struck Simon with no small measure of satisfaction.

“You’re being a real bitch and—”

“Yeah? Well, you’re being a total fucking asshole.” He finally looked Greg’s way. “Sooner you can pack your shit and get out, the happier I’ll be at this point. Don’t forget your clothes in the hamper. I’m not washing your laundry anymore.”

“How can you talk to me like that?”

“Because I’m done. You’ve taken the love I had for you and basically incinerated it. You’ve been progressively treating me more like shit week by week, Greg, and I’m. Fucking. Done. I’m done with you hiding your porn and jerking off. I’m done feeling like nothing more than a fuck toy for you. I’m done feeling like your goddamned maid, and I’m really fucking done with your bullshit. You’re forty-one. Get the fuck over it. It’s not the end of the goddamned world, you big fucking baby.”

Greg’s jaw snapped shut. He wheeled around and stormed upstairs. Simon sat back, heart racing.

He would say his heart was breaking, except that event was about a mile in his rearview mirror, unfortunately. Stomped into pieces, ground into dust.

I’m not backing down.

The old him, before he snapped that weekend, would never had said those things to Greg, and he would have raced upstairs after him to apologize and smooth things over.

Not this time, asshole.

I’m done.

 

* * * *

 

Simon knew it spoke volumes that he didn’t even care to go upstairs and see what Greg was doing. That he hoped he’d go up there later and find that Greg really was packing, instead of it being some sort of huffy bluff like it had been in the past.

Now that he’d made his decision, he wanted Greg out.

Period.

The sooner, the better. Then maybe his healing could start.

Finally.

He’d never thought about it in these terms before. Until that morning, he’d always thought about some gauzy, intangible future where Greg got his shit together, straightened out his mid-life crisis, and they could live happily ever after.

He’d been bullshitting himself, and he damn well knew it.

He’d wanted Greg to get his shit together, because Simon hadn’t wanted to admit it was over between them.

That they were over.

That he was done.

Five.

Years.

An investment of time and effort he’d been willing to make because he’d loved Greg.

Exactly when had that also disappeared?

Simon wasn’t sure, except it saddened him to realize it.

Shouldn’t he have felt at least a little pang or…something when it died?

Like an emotional heart attack?

An against-the-grain stroke of his feels?

Something?

Anything?

It wasn’t any use trying to keep their relationship on life support, either. They were DOA, and only a fool would deny it.

Add to that the fact that he couldn’t trust Greg anymore. Not when he knew damn well the man was lying to him about the porn.

What else has he been lying about?

After Simon finished eating, he rinsed the plate and put it in the dishwasher. Then he checked his laundry, shifting one load to the dryer while starting another load.

Upstairs, he still heard Greg storming around.

Better get it over with.

He climbed the stairs and saw Greg had two large suitcases lying open on their bed.

There’s progress.

Simon turned and walked into the spare bedroom, to the closet there. Greg had some things hanging in that closet. So he grabbed them, hangers and all, and carried them into the master bedroom, where he laid them on the bed.

“Don’t forget those.”

He turned to leave.

“I hope you’re happy!”

Simon fought the urge to immediately apologize over Greg’s tearful tone.

After considering a wide range of possible answers, he slowly turned. “No,” he quietly said. “I’m not happy. I haven’t been happy for a while, now. And neither are you. If you were, I’d be enough for you, and you wouldn’t feel you have to lie to me. And that makes me very sad. But feeling sad isn’t enough to save a relationship.”

With that, he turned and headed back downstairs.

An hour later, Greg hauled the first suitcase downstairs and outside.

How’s he going to fit all that shit in his car?

In retrospect, that was another clue there might have been problems down the road, but he didn’t recognize it as such at first. When Greg had moved in with Simon, he’d been living in one of those extended stay hotel places. He’d had some personal items and his clothes and that had been that.

Greg had moved to Florida after transferring from New York. He worked for a large insurance company. In the process, he’d left behind a relationship and most of what little crap he’d had in their shared tiny studio apartment.

Greg had admitted to Simon that he was paying far less to live in the hotel than he had to live in an apartment in Queens. And he’d been happy to live there—complete with free maid service included—for a few more months while he and Simon dated.

Simon had been living on his own ever since college, the townhouse his biggest place to date, having rented it two years before he’d met Greg.

Yes, Greg always chipped in his monthly share of the rent and expenses on time, every time. He couldn’t fault him for that.

But it was the other things that Simon had to shoulder that would make living alone a lot easier.

In their five years together, Simon had used that time to pad his savings, so paying the full amount of expenses every month wouldn’t kill his budget. He’d paid off his car and had added money to his 401k.

Greg was…Greg.

If Simon only had one set of plates to clean up after, and clothes, and one less person to go behind, it’d save him time and energy.

Mental wear and tear, for sure.

At least Greg was a minimalist. He had that one positive going for him. He never bought books unless they were available for his Kindle, music through iTunes, movies through Netflix.

He had more crap in the bathroom for his morning beauty regimen than he did in the damn dresser.

Which was ironic, because Greg was always trying to get Simon to throw stuff out or get rid of things, even though the townhouse was neat and tidy and always garnered compliments from visitors.

Yet Greg was the “messy” one of the two of them.

I’m not throwing my shit out. But I’ll damn sure throw his out.

Greg stormed back in, a little red in the face but apparently determined he would make everything fit. He hauled the second suitcase downstairs and outside.

Simon resisted the urge to get up and help him.

While Greg was outside, Simon did get up and walk over to the kitchen counter and pull the apartment and mailbox keys off Greg’s keyring. He wouldn’t put it past the guy to “forget” to give them back and then his mail ended up all over the fucking place, or Greg showed up in the middle of date night or something.

Date night?

Where the hell did that come from?

Shit.

I must have been “done” longer than I realized.

Especially if he was already thinking about getting back out into the dating scene already, while Greg was still trying to cram all his crap into a car that was three sizes too small for any average-sized human being.

Less than an hour later, Greg stood in the living room doorway. “Did you want to go check to make sure none of your stuff is missing?”

Simon successfully managed not to roll his eyes. “Am I going to find anything missing?”

“I’m not a thief.”

Simon let out a sad sigh. “Greg, I’m sorry, but I really think this is for the best. You and I are on different trajectories. I can’t make you happy. If you get your head together and get tired of the party scene, and decide to stop lying about the porn and stuff, then look me up and maybe we can talk. You’re not a bad guy. But, honestly? Right now, I resent you so much for making me do those things—”

“But you liked it!”

“Doesn’t mean I wanted to do them. I kept telling you that. I don’t know how much more clear I can make it.” He offered him his hand to shake. “I hope you find what you’re looking for.”

He wasn’t sure Greg was going to shake with him, at first. He finally did. Then Greg picked up his keyring and, from the look on his face, Simon knew Greg realized what was missing.

“I’ll hold your mail for you,” Simon said. “Until you get a change of address form filed. If you need to keep using this address for a while, that’s okay. I’m not trying to be a dick. We had some good times. But I don’t want to end up hating you, and right now, I’m pretty dang close to that point.”

Greg sniffled. Simon had to force himself to stay strong. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”

Simon inwardly groaned. No. I’m not doing this to myself. “I did. Multiple times. Including this weekend. You never listened to me. Good luck, Greg. I’ll text you when you get mail or if I find something you forgot.”

He finally left. Simon didn’t want to know how he’d managed to fit the garbage bags of clothes and bathroom stuff into the tiny car.

Not. My. Problem.

It felt…weird to know that he’d be sleeping alone tonight. Sure, he could have ordered Greg into the spare bedroom, but that wouldn’t have helped anything, and he knew it.

He’d tried it once.

Greg simply ignored him, thinking he wasn’t serious.

More crazy-making behavior on his part.

I just want a nice guy who wants only me and likes to spank an ass every once in a while. Is that too much to ask? 


Chapter Four

 

Once it was down to only the five of them, and Mark and Jacob had gone inside to watch TV, Victor sat in a folding camp chair and stared at the other four adults.

“For starters, I promise that whatever you tell me doesn’t go beyond this yard,” Victor said. “I’d appreciate the same courtesy.”

“That’s a given,” Ev assured him. “What would you like to know?”

“Well, do you know any single gay male submissives who aren’t assholes or pretending they’re straight behind my back?” He sipped his tea. “Bonus points if they don’t have a secret beard girlfriend for work events where they pretend they aren’t living with another guy and getting fucked and beaten by him on a regular basis.”

Wylie sucked in a sharp breath. “Yikes. Sorry.”

Victor shrugged. “Lesson learned. I trusted him. I was willing to make some allowances, but I didn’t know the full extent of how much he was hiding until after we were done.”

“Well, we’re a pretty tightly knit group,” Ev said. “We take care of our own. Not kidding when I say it’s like having a second family.”

“This Tilly you were talking about earlier before we were interrupted. I’m intrigued.”

All four of them smiled. “She’s…feisty,” Ev said. He proceeded to tell Victor about the woman. A Domme, but also a switch…and calling her poly relationship dynamic complicated was an understatement of massive proportions. She had a husband and a partner, but the husband was the Master to her partner, who was her ex-Master, and she sometimes topped…

He didn’t try to figure it out.

When they finished talking about Tilly—and Victor wouldn’t deny he already respected her and he hadn’t even met her yet—he nodded.

“I’m game. Feel free to set up a meeting, or whatever it takes to make her acquaintance. I’m not too proud to admit I need help meeting people, since apparently my partner picker is FUBARed right now.”

“I don’t know if she’s in town at the moment,” Lara said. “Last I heard, she was preparing to head back to the UK. But we can meet you over at Venture on Saturday night, if you’d like to go. She’s named some of our friends to be her replacement matchmaker proxies when she’s not around to supervise personally.”

“Or he could join us for dinner at Sigalo’s,” Wylie said.

Ev nodded. “Even better. Let him meet some of the gang.”

“For the record,” Victor said, “I’m not poly. I don’t share well. Correction—I don’t share, period.”

Ev reached over for a fist bump. “Word.”

“I also don’t care if a guy’s been with women in the past, or even if he’s bi. But if he wants to be with me, then he needs to be willing to be with only me. I am not into women except as friends, and I won’t share a guy with one. No offense, Lara.”

She smiled. “None taken.”

“So that’s one of my hard-limit prerequisites. He doesn’t have to be totally subby, although that’s preferable, but I’m not very bottomy. That means a full-on non-vers Top isn’t going to work out long-term. I’m looking for a decent, faithful guy who’s gainfully employed, reasonably not stupid, and who’s not ashamed of being out in a relationship with another guy. He doesn’t have to be a Rhodes scholar, or rich. I don’t care if he’s got a GED and mans the counter at a mini-mart. I’m not…snooty.”

By the time Victor left over an hour later, they’d told him as much as they could about the local kink scene without risking anyone’s privacy.

It proved even more vibrant than he’d hoped.

It was almost six when he pulled into the parking space outside the duplex unit he was renting. The other side was occupied by the duplex’s owner, a snowbird who wasn’t living there this time of year. The owner used George’s real estate office to manage the rentals, something outside the office’s usual purview, because they were frequent clients, as had been their parents, and George was doing them a favor. Victor could have the unit for at least a year, if he wanted, but there were no penalties if he moved out early.

Eventually, he’d like to buy his own place. A condo or a house, he wasn’t sure yet which. Probably a house, to make spanking logistically easier in terms of not spooking the neighbors. He did like his privacy when at home.

Making a living in Sarasota wasn’t a question anymore. He obviously could. The market was active, and he’d even contacted some past clients of his from the Atlanta area who were always on the lookout for good investment properties, no matter their location.

After the bustle and camaraderie of the day, being alone in the apartment left him feeling…lonely.

I am lonely.

He grabbed a shower and rubbed one out, more to help him get to sleep easier than because he was really horny. He hoped by next weekend he’d be on his way to making more friends of the kinky kind with the Suncoast Society.

Or…friends in general.

 

* * * *

 

“What are the schools like around here?”

Victor blinked, certain he’d misheard her, and trying to process the question.

Mrs. Olivieri was seventy-nine years young and widowed for fifteen years. That Monday morning, he was currently showing her around a high-end Gulf-front condo on Siesta Key, a one-bedroom unit that, for the same money, a person could buy a sprawling five-bedroom pool home out in Lakewood Ranch.

“Beg pardon, ma’am?”

At least he had the southern drawl down pat from his decades in Atlanta.

“The schools. How are they?”

If she still had a uterus, it was probably puffing out dust. “Um, well, the county school system has excellent rankings within the state. And as far as secondary education, here in Sarasota, we have a campus of USF, the Ringling School of—”

“I’m specifically interested in the high schools.”

He blinked again, trying not to let his mind think of creepy reasons she’d be asking. “Besides the county schools, there are several well-respected private schools.”

“I’m trying to convince my youngest daughter to divorce the asshole she’s married to, and my grandson will be starting ninth grade next fall. I’m going to offer to pay to move her and my grandson here if she’ll divorce the fucker.”

Oh, good. Context.

And it took him a moment to realize the benign-looking grandmother had just dropped two swear words, including the f-bomb, in the space of a breath.

“I know we have a list of files back at the office with all of that information. I apologize, Mrs. Olivieri. Had I known that was of interest to you, I would have had that prepared before our showings.”

She waved off his apology with a playful smile. “You’re fine. That was out of left field, I know.” She sighed as she looked around. “It’s pretty here. I like it. What do I need to sign? Can we dispense with the written offer crap, or do I have to waste more of what few days I have left in my life waiting for them to shit or git?”

She was pre-approved. She’d be paying cash for it, and had already signed to list her house with them once she purchased a condo and moved.

Not that she needed to sell her house, because apparently her husband had been a successful businessman who’d left her loaded when he passed. But she was looking to downsize to something that would be less work for her, less maintenance.

He pointed to the paperwork in her hand. “There’s the asking price. If you’d like to make a counteroffer, I can call their agent and give them a verbal offer and follow it up with an e-mail. We’ve worked with that agency before.”

She studied the listing sheet in her hand. “Eh, let’s just do it. Fuck it, it’s only money, sugar.”

He smiled. “All right, then. I’ll make sure he’s in, and we can go to his office.”

 

* * * *

 

Combine a motivated seller with an equally motivated buyer, and it meant Victor was able to leave work a half hour early, stop by the grocery store for a nice bottle of wine and a carton of ice cream, and head home to celebrate.

Such as it was.

After a shower, he spread out on the couch, dressed only in his shorts, with his laptop, a glass of wine, and leftovers Lara had sent home with him yesterday. What he was interested in was looking through their newest listings, as well as others in the Sarasota/Bradenton area, to see if there was anything that caught his eye for him personally.

He’d lucked out settling in Atlanta after college. He’d wound up in Georgia, after going to college in Illinois, because he’d traveled down there for spring break with a couple of buddies of his and realized the real estate market there, commercial and residential, was experiencing explosive growth.

So he’d taken his business degree and his freshly minted Georgia real estate license and quickly built a life for himself.

Including doing some real estate investing of his own. Buying undeveloped properties in rural areas, leasing them out to cattle ranchers for grazing to get the tax credits, and then selling them in a couple of years once development spread out far enough to catch up.

When he’d decided to leave Atlanta for good, he’d liquidated everything he still had. He didn’t feel like being an absentee landowner, or dealing with paying taxes when out of state.

He wanted a fresh start, free of any memories of or ties to Peter.

Thank god we weren’t married.

Technically, if he wanted to buy a small, modest house somewhere, he could probably retire now and not have to work again.

Except he enjoyed what he did. He liked the fact that he never had the same situation twice. The clients, even repeat clients, always brought new challenges to the table. He enjoyed listening to their goals and needs, trying to interpret if they really knew what they wanted and needed or not, and then bringing them the best options.

He’d quit counting the number of times he’d received the compliment from clients that they liked that he actually seemed to listen to them and show them properties they didn’t mind looking at, versus wasting their time trying a scattershot approach.

Sure, he’d be stupid not to stick an oddball listing in every so often, but he always prefaced it as exactly that, and added the caveat that he knew it wasn’t within the stated parameters.

But then he also told them why he’d decided to bring it up.

He now had a seventy-five percent success rate doing that.

Yeah, he kept track. Business major, duh. He liked spreadsheets.

He had a decent career and was relatively lucky in his life. He really had no reason to bitch, right?

Except…

Loneliness.

And how pitiful am I that I’m actually going to spend the rest of my night drinking wine and eating rocky road ice cream right out of the damn carton?

Pretty damn pitiful. 


Chapter Five

 

Sleeping alone Sunday night felt both strange and freeing. No resentment simmering in Simon’s brain from the things he wanted to say to Greg and kept himself from saying, all for the sake of being “nice,” to keep him from settling into a peaceful slumber.

No listening to Greg snore and wondering if there was any part of his life that Greg wasn’t going to basically steamroll through regardless of Simon’s needs.

No Greg, a physical embodiment of what Simon wasn’t happy about in his life, and thinking back to a time when he could sleep how he wanted, undisturbed, and awaken to a clean house and no bad surprises.

No wondering if he should thumb the call to voice mail because he didn’t feel like talking to Greg while at work, even though he could.

The next morning, Simon awoke refreshed, and didn’t have to stumble around a very sleepy, irritable Greg, who was anything but a morning person. He didn’t have to fight to bite back snarky comments because of his frustration that Greg was in his way and slowing him down.

He didn’t have to clear Greg’s shit off the bathroom vanity just so he’d have room to shave and brush his teeth.

Hell, now he had room in the vanity for little luxuries like spare towels, toilet paper—the things currently relegated to a shelf in the upstairs hall closet, because Greg had needed the room for his crap.

Why didn’t I do this sooner?

Oh, yeah. I’m “nice.”

When he arrived at work at the hospital, no less than three people he knew slightly better than on a passing basis stopped him to tell him how happy he looked that morning.

Holy. Fuck.

He usually received head-tips and smiles, but this was…

Wow.

Had he really been that miserable?

He settled at his desk in his office. Now the department head, he’d spent over fifteen years working here, first as a billing clerk part-time while he was still in college. He’d never expected his accounting degree to lead to this. But a full-time job opened up just as he was graduating, and it meant health benefits and a 401k. So he took it, and…

Here he was.

Not the best paying job, sure, but it paid better than many, was stable, and he was looking at his long-term future. He didn’t have to take his job home with him, he didn’t have to work weekends, and he was pretty sure their hospital, part of a larger chain, wasn’t going to go out of business anytime soon in a retiree-intensive area like Sarasota.

By the time he finished work and headed home, swinging through the grocery store first, he’d almost forgotten about Greg and the fact that he wouldn’t be there tonight.

Simon also noticed something else that was missing—the tight, uncomfortable tension that usually built in his abdomen as he prepared to go home. Dragging out after-work errands or taking a longer way home to avoid the inevitable bitchfest that would happen when he walked in.

Greg would immediately start in on every bad thing that happened during his day, and, of course, Simon would listen and nod and give his sympathies.

Then Greg would start with the “innocent” sniping any time Simon sat down to relax and read or watch TV. Of course Greg didn’t let chores cut into his free time. “I’d like to wear that blue shirt tomorrow, babe. Can you do laundry tonight?” Or, “Do we really have to have meatloaf again tonight? You made that last night. It wouldn’t take you long to cook a couple of chicken breasts, right?”

Or, “You know, my allergies are bothering me, babe. How about you dust the—”

“Arrrrrrgh! That lousy motherfucker!”

Simon was glad he was safely sealed in his car at the stop light when he pounded on his steering wheel and let out that scream, because he suspected everyone around him would think he was crazy if they’d heard him.

When he’d met Greg, Greg had blamed growing apart, being tired of New York winters, and the opportunity to transfer to Florida for his breakup with his ex. He’d never badmouthed the guy, either.

Simon assumed, after having navigated the dating pool in real life as well as dating apps, that meant Greg was a decent, stable guy.

He’d never gone boiled bunny and tried to seek Greg’s ex out for a second opinion. He wouldn’t have known where to start, anyway.

There had been no obvious red flags flying at the start of their relationship to warn Simon away from Greg. And Simon was pretty good at spotting those.

In the beginning, Simon hadn’t minded taking care of Greg. They hadn’t exactly had a D/s kind of relationship, more an informal thing with play thrown in. Simon wasn’t a hard-core submissive, even though he did enjoy getting his ass spanked and being tied up and helpless for sex. If pressed to label what he was, sure, he was a bottom, sexually and for play. A little switchy on occasion, but happy to bottom if he felt a solid connection.

And at the beginning, he’d felt that connection with Greg. Greg definitely wasn’t a leather Dom, more a…coordinator.

That didn’t really become clear to Simon until nearly a year in, when going up to the Toucan for a lazy Sunday afternoon in the sun, looking at cute guys, started morphing into getting a room Saturday night and finding a cute guy who was a heavy bottom to blow them…

And then…

It wasn’t an overnight thing.

It wasn’t overt abuse.

Simon felt pretty confident Greg wasn’t even aware of how assholish his behavior had become. Of how he’d been taking Simon for granted to the point Simon had lost his ability to give a shit anymore.

Five years.

As he pulled into his driveway, now able to take up the middle, like he used to before Greg, he quietly realized something.

I have to start over again and put myself out there.

But now, he wasn’t sure if he had the confidence to try.

 

* * * *

 

Tuesday, Simon had lunch with Dr. Justin Rede, a researcher who’d been there the better part of a year now and seemed like a genuinely nice guy. They weren’t super-close personally, but enough to have pleasant lunch conversations when they ate together once or twice a week.

“So how’d your weekend go?” Justin asked.

Simon knew Justin was gay, but neither of them had pried into the other’s personal life. He also knew Justin lived with two guys, a married couple he was apparently involved with, but Simon didn’t know all the details about that.

Simon snorted. “I lost one hundred and sixty-eight pounds Sunday evening.”

“Huh? Oh. Ohhh. Sorry, man.”

“Wasn’t unexpected. This weekend was…the final straw for me. I gave him an ultimatum and he refused, so I told him fine, it’s time to end this because I’m done.”

“Yowch.” Justin dropped his voice. “I promise, none of this goes any farther than just me.”

“I appreciate that.” He picked at his salad. “So, hey, if you know of any single guys who don’t like to fuck around…” He shrugged.

“Ouch. He cheated on you?”

“Not…exactly. It’s complicated and veers into TMI territory. Not sure how comfortable you’d be hearing it.”

Justin smiled and leaned in. “Dude. I’m a collared slave to two guys, and love every second of it. I’m not exactly a prude.”

Well, allllrighty, then.

Without getting too graphic, Simon summarized things for him, what had led to his breakup with Greg.

“Can I ask you a question?” Justin said after Simon finished telling him his tale of woe.

“Sure.”

“Are you kinky?”

“Yeah, but I’m not exactly a BDSM expert or anything. Why?”

“Well, we’re members at Venture. We were planning on having dinner with friends before going Saturday. One of our friends there, she’s got a wicked awesome track record at matchmaking. I mean a spooky good record.”

“Sure, what the hell. Why not. Where and what time?”

Justin texted him the restaurant address, Sigalo’s, a place he’d seen in passing but had never been to. “You can look the club up online to get their address and their rules and stuff.”

“So what do I wear?”

“Dress like you are now. Or even jeans and a button-up shirt. At least for this first night. No one expects you to be a perfect bondage dude or anything, especially on your very first time there.”

“Fair enough.” He tucked his phone away. “I’m not, like, going to make your guys mad for talking to you like this, am I?”

“No. They’re not assholes. And they talk to newbies, too. It’s kind of a pay-it-forward mindset our friends have. We were all new, once upon a time. I never would have met Glen and Wade if it hadn’t been for friends. Well, and my sister.”

“Your sister?”

“Yeah.” Justin noticed the time. “Sorry. We can share that story another day. I need to get back to work. So I can tell the guys you’ll be joining us?”

“Absolutely. I’d love to get out and meet new people.”

“Great!” Justin stood, took his tray, and headed back to work.

Simon sat there for another moment, immersed in thought. Yeah, he had “friends.” But most of those friends were mutual friends he’d made while with Greg.

And more than a few of them had fucked him, thanks to Greg’s machinations.

He wasn’t ready to announce to them yet that he was single and on the market, needing to fend off guys who wanted a kinky bottom.

Besides, most of them were of the same mindset as Greg, that fucking was fine as long as it wasn’t love.

Nope.

He’d never realized that before, either. Why, he didn’t know. It’d just naturally…happened.

The few friends he had who weren’t like that, most of those friends he’d known before Greg, he’d reach out to them over the next couple of weeks. Right now, he needed some distance, physically and emotionally, from Greg’s sphere of influence.

 

* * * *

 

By the time he returned home that night, Simon had almost forgotten about going to dinner and the club on Saturday. Except as he was pulling into his driveway, his phone dinged with a text message.

From Greg.

Ready to talk?

Fuming, Simon was tempted to tell him to go to hell.

About what?

He sat there, car running, waiting to see if Greg would reply.

About us.

It took Simon three attempts to compose a typo-free response.

Unless you’re ready to agree to my demands, no. My answer hasn’t changed.

When Greg still hadn’t replied a few minutes later, Simon shut off his car and headed inside. That’s also when he noticed the earlier text from Justin. He saved Justin’s contact info in his phone and was about to set the phone down on the counter when Greg replied.

YRU being so unreasonable?

Yeah, no, he was not going to get dragged into an all-night text convo with the selfish, clueless fuck.

Have a good life.

He set the text conversation to mute so his phone wouldn’t blow up with alerts all night and then plugged it into the charger in the kitchen. After changing, eating, and doing some chores, Simon returned to his phone over an hour later to find a ranting, one-sided diatribe from Greg.

And a text from Justin.

Friends of ours are bringing a friend of theirs to dinner and the club Saturday. Single, mono, Dom, GWM. :)

Simon smiled and replied. Cool. Looking forward to it.

He didn’t bother reading Greg’s thread, knowing it would only piss him off and was yet another attempt to get Simon to “change back.” He’d wait until right before bed, scan them to see if there was anything he legitimately needed to know, then delete them.

Because frankly, even if Greg did suddenly manage to shoehorn his head out of his ass, Simon knew he was already past the point of no return and not looking back.

He needed a fresh start, and not with Greg. Not with anyone like Greg, either.

He wanted someone who wanted him, and who thought he was plenty enough.

Never again would he settle for less. 


Chapter Six

 

Victor had chatted again with Lara and Ev later in the week. On Thursday, they got together for lunch at a small sandwich shop not far from the office, far away from Tawny’s nosy, prying ears.

Lara had news. “Friends of ours are bringing a friend of theirs to dinner Saturday night.” She smiled. “Gay, single, not poly. And while he doesn’t have a lot of specific BDSM experience, he is kinky and isn’t very toppy. More of a bottom.”

“Well, there’s several points in his favor,” Victor said. “Anything else I can probably work with, as long as he’s not a troll or something.”

“I did confirm Tilly’s out of town,” Everett said. “But she sends her best wishes and said she has full faith and confidence in the Frightful Five.”

“Eh, say what?”

“That’s the nickname she gave five of our friends who are now her matchmaking squad.”

“Oh. Isn’t that kind of…counterintuitive? Maybe that’s not the right word. Um…scary?”

Lara grinned. “Exactly. They help protect newbies from asshats.”

“Ah. And there’s probably a lot of single female submissives.”

“Exactly.”

“Okay. Now I’m tracking.”

“If nothing else, at least you’ll have a chance to make a new friend.” Everett sipped his iced tea. “Justin works with the guy at the hospital. He’s gainfully employed in their administration section. I didn’t quite catch what department.”

“Hey, he’s not a meth dealer. Again, I can work with that.” He yawned.

“You all right?” Lara asked. “You’ve been hitting the coffee awfully hard.”

“Yeah, I’m just not sleeping well in the new place. I keep waking up really early for some reason, then I can’t get back to sleep. I spent most of my day off yesterday napping on the couch to catch up. Now I need to go do laundry tonight.”

“That place doesn’t have a washer and dryer?”

“No. Another reason why I need to start seriously looking. Which I’d planned to do yesterday, until I collapsed.”

When Victor returned home that evening, he was too tired to do his laundry.

Fuck it.

He had enough clothes for work to last him until Monday, if he went commando to the club Saturday night. He’d drop off everything at the cleaners tomorrow morning on his drive in to work and pay for them to wash them.

It was an expense he didn’t like paying when he was perfectly capable of doing his own laundry, other than his work suits, but if it meant he could get to bed early and sleep, he’d do it.

Then again, maybe he had another box of clothes, including older underwear, in the spare bedroom. He couldn’t remember. So he opened the door and flipped on the light.

He froze, thinking he saw something under the window out of the corner of his eye. But looking closer, he didn’t.

Hope I don’t have fucking cockroaches.

He opened the blinds so that what little was left of the evening sunlight could help him see. This room always felt dark in terms of light.

One more strike against the apartment.

He wasn’t a superstitious guy, but the last time he’d felt like this, he’d been saddled with trying to sell a house where the owner had died falling off a ladder while trying to change a lightbulb in a vaulted ceiling.

That was the only way he could explain it.

He didn’t even believe in ghosts, but he wouldn’t deny that sometimes the energy of a place felt…off. If he hadn’t been so eager to relocate and start working again, he wouldn’t have taken the place. Even during the initial walk-through he’d felt an uneasy vibe there.

He finally found the box and, sure enough, buried among some old shorts and T-shirts, he located some tighty-whities that had seen better days, but they were clean.

On second thought, maybe I’ll wear these to work and the nice ones on Saturday night.

It’d be just his luck, even though he had no expectations of sex, to end up in a situation where a cute guy would see him wearing ratty old underwear.

Relieved to get out of there, he didn’t even bother closing the blinds as he turned off the light and shut the door firmly behind him.

 

* * * *

 

Saturday morning, Simon awoke feeling excited.

Happy.

Damn.

It’d been so long since he’d consistently experienced that emotion, he’d almost forgotten what it felt like. Like a foggy cloud had suddenly dissipated and the sun broke through, bright and cheerful.

He was excited to see what lay in store for him that evening.

He’d also ignored another slew of Greg’s texts over the past couple of days. The only time he’d replied was yesterday morning, to tell Greg he had a couple of pieces of mail. Then he’d left them under his front mat when he headed to work.

When he returned home last night, they were gone.

He also hadn’t asked Greg where he was staying. Frankly, he didn’t care. Greg was gainfully employed, and if he wanted to fart away his paycheck long-term on a hotel, that was Greg’s business, not his.

Most likely, he’d sad-talked a fuck buddy into offering him a spare bedroom for a while.

Which was another thing that irritated Simon. He didn’t even know for sure if Greg had been faithful to him all this time. He couldn’t trust him, couldn’t trust what he’d said. At least he felt reasonably sure that Greg hadn’t unwittingly exposed him to HIV or an STI, because he knew firsthand that Greg was paranoid in the extreme about using condoms for that very reason.

Still, Simon had gotten a blood test on Thursday, a full panel, just in case. He knew he’d need to repeat that in a couple of months to be sure, but it would be a short-term reassurance.

He’d researched the club, Venture, online, and even opened a FetLife account for himself. Maybe the problem all along was he should have been looking for an outright kinky partner, a Dom who would stick to their word and have clear-cut rules and not keep moving the ball all the time.

When he’d first come out in high school, he’d kept a low profile, not really able to fully explore until college. While bondage videos excited him, he’d first thought BDSM meant having to be a low self-esteem pain pig who was willing to do any disgusting thing ordered of them regardless of the desire to do it.

It wasn’t until later he realized that was wrong, that like anything else in life there was a wide rainbow of kinky expression, from a little occasional bedroom fun to serious, full-time lifestyle.

A couple of times they’d played with Doms. Ironically, Simon had trusted a guy he barely knew to restrain him and paddle his ass more than he did Greg, who had no desire to do the paddling anyway.

The one thing Simon had always insisted on during those sessions with Greg was that under no circumstances would Simon be “submitting” to anyone. He wasn’t calling anyone sir, he wasn’t going to be ordered around like a dog, and he damn sure wasn’t anyone’s boy.

Yeah, they’d had some hot sex. One that stood out was being restrained in a sex sling and his freshly paddled ass being plowed by a hot bear with a huge cock, while his buddy had fucked Simon’s mouth at the same time.

All while Greg stood over him—jerking off, of course. Jerking Simon off at the same time, but still, Greg had been unable to get it up and get into it until both the other cocks were balls-deep inside Simon.

Maybe I should feel sorry for the guy.

That didn’t mean he’d do something stupid, like take him back.

He spent the day cleaning the apartment and catching up on chores. In the process, he found a couple of things that were Greg’s and set them in a box by the garage door. He’d text him in a little while to find out where to drop them off on his way to dinner.

Once he’d grabbed a shower, shaved, and put on a nice pair of jeans and a freshly ironed button-up short-sleeved shirt, he stared at his phone. No more texts from Greg today.

Hell, probably getting fucked up at the Toucan.

No, correction, probably wanking to someone else getting fucked at the Toucan.

Every once in a while, it was nice to fuck a tight ass. But other than the first couple of months they were sharing a bed, unless Simon was fucking one of the guys Greg arranged for their “fun,” it was Simon’s hole getting plowed. And even then for the last year or so, Greg wasn’t even doing that much for him.

Greg also wasn’t much into giving blowjobs.

Add that to the checklist—reciprocity in bed.

Didn’t mean he wanted to plow his guy’s ass every time, but dammit, he was tired of being treated like a real-life Fleshlight.

He sat on the edge of his bed and carefully decided how to word his text.

 

Found a couple of your things. Want me to drop them by, or give me an address to mail them?

 

That was noncommittal, and didn’t invite anything else.

He was startled when the reply arrived before he could even set his phone down to put his shoes on.

 

I’ll come by later tonight to get them.

 

Well, there went his idea to keep this simple.

 

I won’t be home. I can leave it by the front door, but I won’t take responsibility if it disappears.

 

That took Greg longer to process. Where are you going?

 

None of your business.

 

It took Simon a moment to remove the “fucking” from his original reply.

Truthfully, he really didn’t want to lay eyes on Greg yet. He suspected Greg assumed he’d wear him down, worm his way back into Simon’s good graces, behave for a while, then start easing into his previous behavior.

Not happening.

 

I can come by after you get home.

 

Simon could already see where Greg thought he was going. The man was as opaque as a glass of damn water. Oh, hell, no, he thought.

 

You’ll have to pick it up a different night, or give me an address.

 

Greg must have ended up either in some friend’s dumpy shithole, or a motel. If he was someplace nice, Greg would have wanted Simon to see it.

Seriously, I was with this guy for five years?

He was going to tuck his phone into his shirt pocket when it rang.

Greg.

Wanting this battle over with sooner rather than later, he answered. “Yeah.”

Greg hesitated. “So why the secrecy over where you’re going or when you’ll be home?”

Simon pinched the bridge of his nose. “No secrecy. But it’s none of your business. You aren’t grasping the whole ‘we aren’t together’ thing, are you?”

“You don’t have to be rude.”

“Either text me a fucking address, Greg, or I’ll leave it outside. Honestly, I don’t give a shit which. It’s a couple of shirts and a thumb drive you forgot in your dresser drawer.”

His tone instantly changed, obliging. “Oh. When are you leaving? I can come get it now and be there in fifteen minutes.”

Simon’s radar immediately pinged. It meant one, whatever was on that thumb drive, Greg didn’t want him to see it, and two, Greg was either staying close by, or happened to be close by.

“I’m leaving in twenty minutes. If you aren’t here by then, you’ll have to come get it another time.”

Simon hung up on him, putting his phone on silent, already rising and racing downstairs toward the box.

He knew he shouldn’t do this, didn’t want to do this, but he had to.

He got his laptop powered up and once it booted, he plugged the thumb drive in and searched it.

Pictures.

Based on the various dates on the files, some of them were recent pictures.

As in the past few months.

He randomly clicked on one of the newer files and immediately wished he hadn’t.

Greg fucking a guy’s ass at a house party—fortunately wrapped. From the looks of it, during the day, based on daylight outside the windows.

He clicked through more pictures.

More guys. Greg blowing another. And another.

Aaand another.

Greg being spit-roasted.

Aaaand fucking yet another guy.

Simon didn’t recognize the house or any of the men in the pictures.

And when he looked up the date, it was a Tuesday, around ten in the morning. A whole slew of pictures from that party.

When Greg should have been at work.

About four months ago, when he and Greg were together.

When Greg wasn’t fucking him, much less blowing him.

Greg had always wanted to photograph their little interludes, but Simon had shut him down every time, until Greg finally stopped asking. Simon never wanted something this intimate and private to be available for anyone to look at.

But combined with the porn, apparently Greg had needed it to get hard with him.

Fucker.

Shaking with rage, Simon copied all the pictures onto his own hard drive so he could go through them later. He’d finished that in ten minutes, then shut his computer down and returned the thumb drive to the box.

He put his shoes on, grabbed his keys, grabbed the box, and locked the house. Then he set the box on the front stoop, got in his car, cranked it to run the AC, and waited.

He wasn’t going to fucking talk to the asshole.

He wasn’t going to punch him either, even though that’s what he really wanted to do.

Yeah, the question had been answered, though. Finally.

Motherfucker.

No, he no longer felt sorry for the fuck. Not at all.

He can get it up, he just can’t get it up for me. Nice.

Greg pulled into the driveway and when he realized Simon was sitting there, he got out.

Simon waited until Greg had walked around the front of Simon’s car to flip him off before backing out without a word and driving off.

Motherfucking asshole.

Fuck fucking goddamn motherfucking sonofABITCHWHORE!

He sped down the street and took a left instead of a right, wanting to head away from the restaurant in case Greg tried to follow him. After ten minutes, he pulled into a Publix parking lot and waited.

No Greg.

Although Greg had texted him over a dozen times, but Simon hadn’t heard it because the thread was set to mute.

He didn’t realize he was crying until he was a few blocks from Sigalo’s. Fortunately, he was still early, so that gave him plenty of time to pull himself together.

Goddamn motherfucker.

Not exactly the headspace he wanted to go into this date with. But on the other hand, at least now he knew there’d be no future second-guessing on his part.

No amount of sympathy-inducing whining from Greg could ever get Simon to come back now.

Nope.

The one hard and fast condition Simon had told Greg from the start—no cheating.

Period.

If he ever caught Greg cheating, there were no second chances. At all.

Done. 


Chapter Seven

 

Victor felt tired by the time he got home late Saturday afternoon, to the point he considered backing out of dinner.

Except he knew that guy would be there, and he didn’t want to be rude. He hadn’t slept well the night before, strange and vivid dreams, disturbing ones that he couldn’t seem to remember come morning, yet their impact remained with him all day.

At least it’s just talking and getting to know each other.

It wasn’t like he’d be expected to perform marathon sex or anything tonight.

Talking, he could do. And if the guy was a jerk or something, hey, he’d make sure to mention at the start of the evening he was tired and apologize if he seemed out of it, and that’d give him the perfect excuse to get away early.

When he arrived at Sigalo’s, Victor found Everett waiting for him outside.

“Hope I didn’t keep you waiting long,” Victor said as they hugged.

“No,” Everett said. “We just got here a couple of minutes ago. But Justin, Glen, Wade, and their friend Simon are here. They saved us seats. I sent the others on inside.”

“How’s he look?”

“Simon?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know about your tastes, but I think he’s kind of cute.”

“Okay.” If Everett loved Wylie, and Victor thought Wylie was cute, hopefully that meant he wasn’t in for a rough night.

Everett led him inside and they wound their way through tables to the far back corner where close to a dozen people were already seated. Lara, Brad, and Wylie stood to hug him, then Lara made the other introductions.

“Glen, Wade, Justin, this is Victor. He works with me.”

The two older, handsome hunks had a gorgeous younger guy with them. Justin, the cutie, introduced Victor to his friend. “This is my friend, Simon.”

Holy…wow.

Victor met the guy’s wickedly cute green gaze as he stuck his hand out to shake with Simon. His sandy blond hair wasn’t so long it was shaggy, but it wasn’t buzzed short, either. He stood about four inches shorter than Victor’s own six one, although taller wouldn’t have mattered.

“Nice to meet you. Victor Dumont.”

“Simon Hall.” The guy’s smile coaxed Victor’s cock into stretching and yawning and wanting to know if it was playtime.

They sat next to each other, which in a way was a shame because Victor would have preferred being able to stare into the guy’s eyes all night.

Guess I’m not going home early after all.

 

* * * *

 

Greg?

Greg who?

Victor Dumont looked like Southern-fried sin on a stick, about four inches taller than him, wide shoulders tapering to a narrow waist and what Simon assumed was a gorgeous ass, too. He wore a black, button-up long-sleeved shirt with the sleeves rolled halfway up his lower arms, and his blue jeans looked almost painted onto his thighs and ass.

Nom!

And he had gorgeous blue eyes that seemed to reach right inside Simon and twang every nerve he had in a good way. Even better, little hints of grey speckled his naturally dark brown hair.

Not a dye job in sight.

Thank you, Gay Jesus!

“So what do you do for a living?” Simon asked.

“Real estate agent. That’s why I’m running a few minutes late, sorry. Had showings all day today, and a full roster tomorrow, too. You?”

Oh, holy cow, he had a Southern drawl! Not a lot, not aw, shucks, darlin’, peaches and cream. More like sweet tea, how y’all doin’? “Hospital billing administrator.” He didn’t want to fall hard and fast and onto his damn face. “So, cards all on the table?”

Victor’s smile could melt the paint off the underbelly of the space shuttle. “Sure.”

“I’m not poly. I’m looking for a guy who only wants me, who doesn’t want to play around, and who isn’t interested in cheating. Not sure where I am in the kink spectrum, but I’d like to find out. Pretty sure I’m not a Dom. I enjoy getting my ass smacked and some light bondage. Beyond that, I’m open to investigation.”

Victor’s upper lip disappeared for a second as he sucked on it, like he was considering his answer. For a moment, Simon was sure he’d fucked up by being that forward.

“Then I think we’re going to get along just fine, sugar.”

 

* * * *

 

Victor had needed a moment to hold on to his composure.

This cutie, so far, was lighting every buzzer in Victor’s brain. He was handsome, their basic needs couldn’t have aligned any better if they’d been cut from the same cloth, and he sensed a recent pain in the guy’s green eyes. Almost…defensive.

Not that it was personal, and Victor got that. Whatever had happened was fresh and raw and painful, for certain. The way Simon tipped his head, the way he almost seemed ready for rejection.

Victor wanted to go beat someone up for him. Didn’t matter who. If Simon pointed out a random guy, Victor would have headed that way.

“Sorry,” Simon said. “I don’t mean to sound like an asshole.”

“You don’t,” Victor assured him. “Far from it. For my part, it’s refreshing to have a guy state what he wants up front. I prefer that.”

“No second chances for cheating.”

“That goes both ways.” And Victor thought he’d just figured out the source of the pain that radiated off Simon in nearly visible waves.

They had a good dinner. As Simon relaxed he proved to be funny, charming, and shared a lot of the same interests as Victor.

When they took their dinner group over to Venture, Victor and Simon sat in the office together to read through and fill out their forms while waiting for a volunteer to give them the orientation.

Victor had been to BDSM clubs before, but Simon hadn’t, even though he wasn’t unfamiliar to a private dungeon or two.

Victor spent as much time watching Simon and his reactions as he did listening to the guy, Tony, run through the rules, basic protocols, and then give them a tour around the dungeon. When Tony finished with them, he handed them back off to their group in the social area.

“This is nice,” Victor said. “Wish I’d found my way here sooner.”

Lara glanced at the time. “If you don’t mind, Brad and I are going to head home.” She smiled. “We’ve got two teenaged boys who probably need to be peeled apart with a firehose and a cold, pointy stick.”

Simon looked as confused as Victor felt. “Sorry?” Victor asked.

“My stepson and his boyfriend,” Lara clarified. “They’re fifteen. We left them home alone tonight. You met them at the cookout.”

Ah, context. “Gotcha,” Victor said. He’d forgotten about them. Must be the sleep deprivation.

Tonight wouldn’t be about playing, but as Everett and Wylie headed off to a bench, as did Glen, Wade, and Justin, that left Victor alone with Simon in the social area.

Time to get down to business.

 

* * * *

 

Simon really liked Victor. Victor had paid attention to what he said all evening, hadn’t spent it looking at his phone every thirty seconds.

In fact, other than to take it out and shut the ringer off when they walked into Venture’s office, he couldn’t remember seeing Victor’s phone out.

“Let’s talk some about expectations,” Victor started.

Simon wasn’t sure if he should feel nervous or not. “Okay.”

“I’m going to be honest that I’m attracted to you. But I’m also not a douchebag who wants to get you into bed the first date. I’d rather take a little time to get to know each other. I got burned on my last relationship, and I get the feeling you did, too.”

“You can say that again.”

“Is there anything off the table, right now?”

“Just what we’ve talked about.”

“Are you interested in exploring bondage? Impact play? Discipline?”

“Yes, yes, and please define that better.”

“Not saying it’d be right off the bat, but developing protocols, inside a scene and outside of it. Working toward certain goals. I can’t be more specific now, because we’d have to iron all that out.”

“Then put me as a maybe.”

“I don’t need to be twenty-four/seven, but I do tend to be in charge in a relationship. I seem to be most comfortable there. But the last thing I’m looking for is a doormat, or someone I have to micromanage. I need someone independent, who understands that I usually have to work weekends, because it’s what I do. And someone who isn’t so codependent that they can’t have a life outside of me.”

“I’m still with you. Keep going.”

Victor smiled, and it hardened Simon’s cock. “I do tend to be a bit of a sexual sadist. I like to mix some pain in with my pleasure. Nothing sexier than fucking a freshly spanked ass.”

Simon hoped he wasn’t going to have a huge wet spot on the front of his jeans when he stood. “Yeah.”

“So how about we talk about going out a couple of times, just dates. Together with someone else, or alone. Whatever makes you comfortable.”

Simon felt himself slipping toward reeeeally crushing on the guy.

Hard.

Harder than his cock.

“That sounds perfect.

 

* * * *

 

By the time they left that night around midnight, Victor and Simon had been introduced to June, her husband Scrye, Cali, and Eliza. The three women were part of the “Frightful Five” Everett and Lara had told Victor about.

And it seemed, after some none-too-subtle questioning, that the women were happy with the answers they were hearing.

Lord help any asshat male Dom who tries to fuck over a female submissive around these women.

It made him wish all the more than he could meet the belovedly infamous Tilly.

They were also invited over to Wylie and Everett’s house, to join them and Lara and Brad for dinner on Tuesday night.

Victor knew a setup when he saw one, but he didn’t mind. It seemed they hadn’t been kidding about taking care of their own.

Frankly, it felt damn good.

As they stood at their cars and talked a little longer, Victor realized he really didn’t want to say goodnight to Simon yet, but he had to get up in the morning for a full day of showings.

They exchanged numbers and e-mails and when they ended up hugging goodnight, Victor couldn’t help but notice how natural Simon felt pressed against him.

 

* * * *

 

The last thing on Simon’s mind had been Greg.

Until he logged into his phone to text his number to Victor and saw another twenty-one missed texts from the asshole.

Victor was the polar opposite of Greg in nearly every way, it would appear. Where Greg had attracted Simon because of his spontaneity and bouncy attitude, Victor was sensually cautious, careful, interested in building a solid foundation from the start without rushing things.

A slow burn instead of a bright flame-out.

Simon had just returned home and locked the door behind him when he heard a car pull into his drive.

Turning, he looked through the viewfinder and saw Greg hurrying up to his door.

Fuck.

When Greg rang the bell, Simon didn’t even open the door. “Go the fuck away, Greg.”

“But I want to talk to you. Please?”

“What, about the pictures of you fucking and sucking other guys just a few months ago when you were supposed to be at work?”

“Those are old pictures, I swear! From before you!”

Simon hesitated for all of three seconds. “Dude, you got that tattoo five months ago, you stupid fuck. Go away or I’m calling the cops.” He turned and headed for the stairs.

Even Greg’s unexpected appearance couldn’t diminish the feelings Victor stirred in Simon. The whole club had disappeared while they were talking, Victor definitely in no rush to hurry things along.

Where hurrying things along had felt exciting with Greg, Simon now recognized it as foolish, his hormones and emotions running away with him and getting him into trouble.

Upstairs, he stripped and headed into the shower to rub one out with his mind firmly focused on Victor. He could already envision himself on his knees before the man, in leather cuffs and collar, ready to have his ass reddened and fucked.

And Victor had outright said he loved giving blowjobs, so that was going to happen, eventually.

With that image firmly fixed in his mind, it was easy for Simon to get over the edge, ropes of cum squirting from his cock all over his hand as he leaned against the shower wall and caught his breath.

Yeah.

 

* * * *

 

Between dinner Tuesday night at Everett’s, dinner alone with Simon at a restaurant on Thursday night, and another group dinner and Venture date on Saturday, Victor felt pretty sure he was falling hard for Simon.

In between, they were texting during the day and talking on the phone in the evening.

This felt…right.

Simon had opened up some about his ex, about the most recent discovery, along with the mind games the man had played. The sex parties.

The lying.

Victor was determined to show Simon he was nothing like that. And while he wished he was already moved into a place of his own, the small apartment would have to do for now.

He invited Simon over for dinner the next Tuesday night, because Victor would have Wednesday and Thursday off. That meant he could stay up as late as Simon wanted to stay and talk.

Maybe more than talk, but Victor had already told Simon it was a no-pressure evening.

Still, he made sure he had lube and condoms. Just in case.

Wasn’t going to put them out on the coffee table or anything, but it didn’t hurt to be prepared.

Victor really liked Simon. He didn’t even care about the eight-year age difference, because the guy had his shit together in an enviable way. He didn’t seem to be a raging Dumpster fire in terms of his finances, and he’d been green-lighted by the Frightful Five.

Didn’t get much better than that, in terms of a relationship starting point. If things kept going this well, Victor was hoping in a few weeks they’d be on their way to figuring out forever.


Chapter Eight

 

Tonight, Victor wanted things to be laid-back, casual. Hence the menu he’d chosen, a homemade creamy tomato sauce, grilled chicken, veggies, and pasta. With some fresh fruit on the side to round it out.

Easy clean-up, too, so he wouldn’t be up until the early morning after Simon left.

He’d already grabbed his shower and was putting the finishing touches on dinner when Simon texted him he was on his way.

That gave Victor twenty minutes to look around and make sure he hadn’t forgotten anything. The bathrooms were clean, his bed was made, the spare bedroom was still a mess but since it was storage, he didn’t figure anyone who wasn’t an asshole would ding him for that.

He closed the door.

Besides, he’d always felt an odd…vibe in that room, ever since he’d moved in. Yes, the master bedroom was a no-brainer since it had the attached bathroom, but it was just one more reason he knew he’d need to find a place of his own sooner rather than later. He actually had a lot of stuff in storage, larger furniture and boxes of books and things that he just didn’t have room for in this tiny place.

Not to mention, a retiree neighborhood was fine in terms of peace and quiet and low crime rates, but it wasn’t exactly a hotbed of activity that was his speed.

He was ready when he heard Simon’s car pull into the driveway next to his. After one last glance around the living room, he walked over and opened the door just as Simon was walking up.

In his hands he carried…

Hot damn—cheesecake.

The man’s smile made Victor’s cock want to harden, but he shoved his libido back into the box and nailed it shut.

That wasn’t what tonight was about.

Still, Simon’s friendly green eyes and casually styled sandy blond hair looked perfect on a man who apparently didn’t know how damn haawwt he really was.

“Come on in.” Victor stepped aside for him, watching his expression.

“This is a neat neighborhood. Oooh, something smells delicious.” An adorable smile quirked his lips and Victor struggled not to lean in and kiss the shorter man.

Victor closed the door behind him. “If by ‘neat’ you mean metaphorically sleep-inducing, yes, it is that. And thank you. I hope you like it.”

“I know you said not to bring anything, but I hope this is okay.”

Victor took it from him. “I love cheesecake. Thank you.”

And bonus points for being considerate and accidentally lucking onto my second favorite dessert next to a sweet cock.

He led Simon into the kitchen and tucked the cheesecake into the fridge. He’d actually set his small table, one nod to being slightly formal. Once they knew each other a little better, they could eat on the couch in front of the TV.

Which, if Victor was lucky, would mean nights that led to having each other for dessert on the couch.

 

* * * *

 

Even though the apartment was small, Victor had struck a perfect note between lived in and stylish. Not prissy, not stuffy, and damn sure not minimalist.

Thank you, Gay Jesus.

Not to mention, when they sat down to eat, the creamy tomato sauce was perfect, not too tart, not too sweet, a balance that Simon rarely found others could manage to his taste.

And Victor had provided real parmesan cheese, a block of it and a grater, not a plastic canister of cheese-flavored sawdust.

Maybe I am picky.

Not only was the dinner delicious, but the conversation was delightful as well. They bounced around from topic to topic, laughing and chatting, and it wasn’t until they were almost through eating that Simon recognized it for what it was.

He’d been lonely with Greg.

Sooo fucking lonely.

Emotionally starved.

Greg didn’t like to talk much when he got home. If they were out with friends, that was different, people thought he was the life of the party.

But alone together, once they walked through the front door, that was it. Greg would barely respond in monosyllabic grunts and gestures like a fucking Abercrombie & Fitch-clad caveman.

Which was another point.

Simon haaaated A&F and suspected the reason Greg loved their overpriced crap was because he felt like he was still one of the cool kids.

Cool and kid competing for first place, natch.

An hour later, they were still talking, but had moved to the comfortable sofa in front of the TV, where Victor had been playing a light rock music channel. As they dug into the cheesecake, Simon paused, thinking.

“What is it?” Victor asked.

“Thank you for tonight. This has been fantastic. I never realized how much I was missing by trying to keep that dead horse on life support for so long.”

“Been there, done that. Sorry I couldn’t stay later on Saturday, but I had to work Sunday.”

“No, that’s fine. Work needs to come first. So did you sell it?”

“I did. Five offers, and they accepted one. We close next Tuesday.”

“Congratulations.” Simon held up his glass of iced tea in a toast. “Here’s to responsible adulting.”

He loved Victor’s smile, his playful blue eyes.

The fact that he had a few stray grey hairs here and there in his brown hair and didn’t seem to give a shit about it.

Victor clinked glasses with him. “To responsible adulting. May it keep paying my bills.”

“So how long do you think you’ll be renting here?”

“Haven’t decided. With my options wide open, I’m kind of enjoying the freedom of waiting. The owner did mention to George he’d be willing to sell this place, but I’m not sure I want to invest in rental property right now. And I don’t want buy this place for me to live in. I also don’t have time to handle a rental. I’d rather find me a permanent home first.”

“I’ve been thinking about buying, but haven’t decided if I want to do that yet. I’ve still got four months on my lease.”

“Well, now you know a real estate agent.”

Simon laughed. “I’m sure you handle properties well outside my budget.”

“True, but it doesn’t mean I can’t help find you something that’s in it.” His smile widened. “Maybe take part of my fees in trade.”

Simon felt his stomach flip in a good way. He knew from Victor’s tone that he was joking, but suddenly…he didn’t want to be a responsible adult anymore.

He wanted to be irresponsible and well-fucked.

Preferably by this man.

 

* * * *

 

For a second, Victor worried that Simon thought he was serious and hadn’t picked up on the fact that he was just kidding, and he prepared to offer a hasty and sincere retraction.

Then Simon spoke. “I know we said this would be a laid-back and casual night with no expectations, but can I ask you a favor?”

Victor’s balls shriveled up and tried to crawl into his body to strangle him from the inside out for the sheer stupidity of his comment.

“Sure.”

“Could you please kiss me right now?”

Victor blinked, processing. “Kiss?”

Simon’s face turned an adorable shade of pink that he’d love to see matching on his ass. “Yeah,” he breathed.

Victor set his glass aside. Then he took Simon’s from him and set it on the table before he leaned in close.

He didn’t kiss him immediately, despite now wanting to ravish the guy from his balls to his eyeballs.

Instead he drew it out, his lips hovering over Simon’s, waiting until the man’s gorgeous green gaze focused fully on him and he knew he didn’t just have Simon’s body’s attention, but his mind’s as well.

“Like this?” He closed the gap, angling his lips over Simon’s but lightly tracing them with the tip of his tongue. Sweet tea lingered, warm breath, and a soft, sexy moan that hardened Victor’s cock and successfully coaxed his balls out of hiding.

Without looking, he traced Simon’s right arm with his fingers, down to his hands, lacing their fingers together and gently holding Simon’s hand against the couch without pinning him there.

He wanted Simon to want to stay, not be forced to.

When Simon’s fingers tightened around Victor’s, holding him there, a silent plea not to move, Victor repeated it with Simon’s left arm.

Slowly, he turned and straddled Simon’s lap, increasing the force and depth of their kiss. Simon’s lips parted for him, his tongue flicking out to meet Victor’s, call and answer.

Victor closed his eyes and slowly made love to the man’s lips, a light tease, a deep thrust. Echoing and previewing everything he wanted to do to this man as soon as he knew he had Simon’s trust. Tonight or another night, it didn’t matter.

For right that moment, all Victor wanted to do was drive every other thought out of Simon’s head except for the fact that Victor wanted to rip him apart at the seams with the force of the pleasure he could give him and then put him back together again.

So he could repeat the cycle.

Endlessly.

Victor ignored his screaming cock and instead pretended Simon’s body ended at his neck. It was only after he felt Simon’s arms relaxing even as his fingers gripped Victor’s more tightly that he knew this man could be his if he wanted to make him his.

Simon lifted his head, pressing his lips against Victor’s and sucking, trying to take charge even as he let Victor keep control of his hands. Victor decided to go with it, wanting to see what he had on his mind.

A long, slow sensual swipe of Simon’s tongue along Victor’s, and then he broke their kiss, once again letting Victor take control.

Victor needed a minute to catch his breath. With his forehead resting against Simon’s, he nuzzled noses with him. “You stop me if I go too far, okay?”

“Don’t stop. Please?”

Victor needed to hear more than that from him. “What’s on the table tonight? What’s off-limits?”

“Do you have condoms?”

“Yeah.”

“Lube?”

“Yeah.”

“Will you please make love to me? I’m not trying to sound like a girl, but I can’t remember the last time I actually felt an emotional connection to someone like this. I want to play and do all that, but…not tonight. Before we get too far into whatever this is, I want to be able to know I can feel again. Because the rest of it will be moot if I can’t feel. I don’t want to be lonely with someone. I’ve been there, done that.”

Victor opened his eyes and stared down into Simon’s, his heart breaking for him.

Yeah, he knew that feeling all too damn well himself.

So he released Simon’s hands and wrapped his arms around him, one hand fisting Simon’s hair to hold his head in place, and the other shoving down into the back of Simon’s waistband, under his briefs, to rest a finger in the top of the crack of his ass.

And he pressed his body tightly against Simon’s as he kissed him again.

Simon’s arms encircled him, desperately holding on, Victor now able to feel Simon’s cock straining against the front of his shorts and rubbing against Victor’s own screaming demon.

Tonight, however, he’d make sure he showed this man that whatever this was springing to life between them was something Victor wanted to nurture and nourish and carefully tend.

And fuck, the man could kiss like heaven.

He started a slow, sexy grind against Simon’s lap. Finally, Simon took the hint and his hands dropped to Victor’s ass, squeezing him through his shorts.

“That’s it, baby,” he mumbled against Simon’s lips without breaking their kiss. “Two-way street.”

Emboldened, Simon slid down the couch a little, a slightly better angle, and now he was grinding against Victor, his hands sliding down into Victor’s back pockets.

He nibbled on Simon’s lower lip, sucking, teasing. “How long do we have until you need to go home?”

“As late as you want me.”

“Can I get two out of you tonight?”

“Probably.”

“Mmm. Nice.” Victor slanted his lips over Simon’s for another long, sucking kiss. “Then I’m going to take my sweet time sucking the first one out of you, enjoy working up to the second, and that one I’m going to fuck out of you so I can last longer while I do it.”

 

* * * *

 

Simon was afraid he might come just from how hot-damn sexy Victor’s voice sounded.

Then the man’s scorching lips nibbled along his jawline, up to his right ear. “I’m going to make you beg me to come, baby, because it’s going to feel so good.” His teeth grazed Simon’s earlobe. “I’m going to love you tonight like you’ve never been loved.”

He couldn’t move from the way Victor had him pinned in place.

He didn’t want to, either.

Then Victor released him and rose, feet on the floor, and he grabbed the hem of Simon’s shirt. That he pulled off, dropping it onto the floor before he leaned in and licked Simon’s left nipple, teasing it, nibbling with his teeth.

This was soooo different than with Greg. He didn’t want to make the comparisons, but it was. Even in the hottest and craziest days of their early time together, it hadn’t felt this organic and right. It had always seemed like…like a performance.

Victor worked his way down Simon’s abs with his lips scorching a trail behind him. When he tried to help Victor unfasten his shorts, Victor smiled and playfully swatted his hands away.

“Don’t need your help, baby. Just lie back and enjoy it.”

Even that word—baby.

Playful, sweet.

Loving.

Don’t fall for the guy the first time he fucks you!

How pathetic would that be?

Then again, maybe it’d prove he wasn’t broken beyond all repair like he’d worried.

Still, Victor took his time, easing the waistband of Simon’s briefs down just low enough he could see the top of his bush, his lips slowly exploring the whole time.

Simon knew he already had a wet spot in his briefs. But Victor’s lips traveled down, over fabric, tracing the outline of his cock. Simon reached out and stroked Victor’s hair, soft and silky and just long enough to get his fingers around.

“Mm-hmm, sugar. Just like that.”

Hell, they still had most of their clothes on and Simon felt like he was going to explode.

When was the last time he’d felt like this?

Uh, fucking never.

Finally, Victor sat up and met Simon’s gaze, holding him pinned there and unable to look away as Victor slowly worked Simon’s shorts and briefs down his thighs.

“You close?”

Simon nodded.

Victor smiled. “Wait here.” He got up, returning a moment later with something in his hand. “Fair warning. Long-term, I do insist on a shaved bush and balls. Tonight it doesn’t matter.”

He knelt between Simon’s legs again, where he skillfully and quickly wrapped something around the base of Simon’s cock and balls, making him gasp at contact that was gone far too quickly.

“And it makes it easier to use these,” Victor added.

Simon looked. The cock ring was made of some sort of stretchy silicone, and it both went around the base of his balls and encircled his cock, but its unusual shape at the bottom seemed to press into his taint as well in a completely erotic way.

Victor leaned in and slowly licked his way around Simon’s balls, nudging his thighs wider apart for better access. “Give me a little more, baby. Scoot forward.”

He did, and Victor hooked his hands around the backs of Simon’s thighs. “That’s what I’m talking about.” Simon closed his eyes, his fingers buried in Victor’s hair again.

Hell, his eyes rolled back in his head at the feel of warm breath and a soft, wet tongue slowly exploring down there.

He didn’t know how long Victor stayed right in that section of territory, but it felt like forever and Simon didn’t want it to end.

Victor rose up a little and his tongue flicked out, catching a drop of pre-cum pearling at the slit before his lips lightly worked at the head.

Heaven…

Before long, he found his hips rocking against Victor’s mouth, as if automatically programmed to do that. It felt like the world had disappeared and it was just the two of them, and Victor’s sinfully hot mouth.

“Please don’t stop!” Simon hoped that came out loud enough for Victor to hear, because he wasn’t sure he had the strength or available brain cells to repeat it.

“Oh, baby,” Victor rumbled against his balls. “I’m not gonna stop, believe me. I’m just getting started.” 


Chapter Nine

 

Victor stood and pulled Simon to his feet. The man wrapped his fingers around Simon’s throbbing cock.

“How you feeling?”

“Horny!”

“I bet. Let’s go to the bedroom where we can get really comfortable.”

Victor literally led Simon down the hall by his rigid cock. The cock ring felt comfortably snug, erotically so. The nub that pressed into his taint was both keeping him horny as well as contributing to the insane pressure that felt like it was swelling in his balls.

In the bedroom, Victor made Simon stretch out on his bed, head on the pillows while Victor smiled down at him from where he knelt between Simon’s legs.

“Settle in, baby. I’m going to make you do some major begging for me.” He grinned. “Mostly because I like hearing you beg.”

When Victor engulfed Simon’s cock with his mouth, Simon gasped, the cock ring both annoying and desperately needed to keep him from exploding with the pleasure of that sensation. Hot and wet and sexy, sucking and licking, tracing every vein and line, treating him like he was the most important thing in the world.

Nothing Simon had ever felt with Greg.

Down to his balls, taking them into his mouth and even humming and driving Simon nearly insane with how good it felt. He’d never known a blowjob could feel that damn good.

And while he’d always been praised for his oral skills, Simon realized he was being schooled by a Master.

Literally.

Simon’s hips rocked, his cock aching, but Victor was in no hurry to make him come. He didn’t even realize he was begging out loud until Victor chuckled, the feel of it rumbling through Simon’s cock.

“That’s good. Real good. Just like that. Keep begging me nice and sweet and maybe you’ll convince me to let you come.”

He tried to reach down and fist his own cock when Victor had once again moved to his balls. Victor’s hand shot up, caught his, and gently placed it on the bed.

“Hands on my head, or behind your head, or on the bed. This cock belongs to me tonight, and I’m going to play with it the way I want to.”

Simon gasped, nearly insane with desire at that point. No doubt if it hadn’t been for the cock ring, he would have exploded.

Victor seemed to sense that and sat up, smiling. “Someone needs to bust a nut, don’t they?”

He realized Victor still had his damn shorts on. He’d lost the shirt when climbing into bed, but—

I love him.

That thought came out of nowhere and wouldn’t go away once it’d settled deep into Simon’s brain.

Victor eased the cock ring off him and put it on the bedside table. Then he lowered himself again, his lips just above the tip, his breath warm across his slit.

“Let me hear you come, baby.” He swallowed Simon deep, to the balls, one hand cradling Simon’s sac.

“Victor—yes!”

No shit, the hardest climax of his life. He let out a moan, his back arching and his hands holding on to Victor’s head, fistfuls of hair as he fucked the man’s mouth. Such a sweet, aching release, the likes of which he wasn’t sure he was actually going to survive.

And it seemed to last forever, longer than any he could remember feeling before.

Once he finally finished, Victor didn’t release his cock. Instead of sucking, he held it in his mouth, gently, staring up at him with a sexy gleam in his eye. Simon stroked his hair.

“Holy shit, that was…fuck, that was good.”

Victor finally released his cock and climbed up the bed to pull him into his arms. Even snuggling with him felt right.

“If you think that was good, just wait until I plow that sweet ass of yours, baby.”

 

* * * *

 

If Victor could have sat there all night making Simon make those noises?

Yeeeaaah. Sooo sexy.

He’d admit it. It wasn’t just a pleasure thing for him, it was an ego thing. He liked knowing he could make someone feel that good.

He could use sex in the context of a scene for control, drive someone so insane with desire that they’d say or do nearly anything just to nut. But he loved sex-sex too, knowing he rolled his guy’s eyes back in his head.

He was going to ask Simon what he wanted to do next, but then Simon rolled on top of him and made the question unnecessary. Simon started going south, anxious hands already working at Victor’s shorts, when Victor tapped him on the head.

“If you want to wrap me for this, I understand.”

“You swallowed.”

“That was my choice. I’d never force you to do that if you wanted to wait.”

“Yeeeaaah, too late for that. For fucking, yeah, until we’re sure. But if I can’t trust you for a blowjob, I’m already screwed in the bad way anyway.”

Victor was going to ask him to clarify that when Simon took away his powers of speech.

Holy…shit!

The boy could suck! And Victor had been very careful not to call him boy, having already heard Simon tell that story as to why. Maybe one day, if Simon chose, but for now Victor was fine calling him baby.

He wanted to make Simon his in all ways. Wanted to love the pain out of his heart, the memories of what Greg did to him, the residual fear that still clung to his soul.

All of it—gone.

Victor wanted nothing but the good left behind for him. Even if Simon turned out to be a light bottom in terms of playing, Victor already knew he’d be okay with that.

Because…this. The connection. That intangible, delicious bond that felt like they were already wrapped tightly around each other. Like trying to get away wouldn’t just rub their skin raw, but their hearts and souls as well.

Victor hated saying good-bye to him, hated having to end phone calls. He knew part of that was endorphins and dopamine and all those other tricky fucks of brain chemicals conspiring to take his sanity. New relationship energy—NRE—hell, it even had a name in their lifestyle it was such a common phenomenon.

He didn’t care.

Despite knowing all that, it still felt right.

“That’s it, baby,” he said, stroking Simon’s head. “You have a hot mouth on you. And I’m the lucky bastard who gets you allll to myself from now on.”

Simon moaned, going deeper still, and Victor knew he’d struck mental gold.

He grabbed Simon’s head and took over, firmly, but not completely plundering his mouth.

“I’m not sharing you with anyone, don’t worry. I’m thinking about all the fun ways I can tie you up and make you beg to come for me. Maybe send you to work with a butt plug so you remember who that ass belongs to now, hmm?”

A louder, more desperate moan that time, and the sucking increased. Victor gritted his teeth, trying to hold on longer. “Yeah, you’re going to be getting a butt plug from me. Send you to work full of a load of my cum, a nice, big plug in there to hold it all in—”

Victor wasn’t sure if it was that sexy mental image or the even louder, longer moan vibrating his cock in Simon’s throat that did it, but he tripped over the edge and fell hard. Simon sucked every drop of cum from his balls, to the point Victor finally chuckled and tapped him on the head.

“Okay, done. Let me rest a minute.”

But when Simon climbed back into his arms, Victor realized Simon was hard and ready to go.

“Oh, look at that.” Victor wrapped his fingers around Simon’s cock. “Someone liked that fantasy, hmm?”

Simon rested his forehead against Victor’s. “Yeah.”

“Well, next time you come tonight, it’s going to be with my cock buried in your ass, so you’d better get comfy.” He reached up and palmed his cheek. “Look at me.”

Simon’s eyes focused on his.

“Was that okay? The fantasies?”

Simon leaned in and kissed him, hard. “More than okay.”

“Something like that didn’t bother you?”

“No. It was you and me.” Simon closed his eyes, and Victor was almost regretting he’d mentioned it, except he knew this had to come out one way or another.

“What he did was made me feel like I wasn’t even part of the process. I was another object, another hole. It was never about what I was feeling or wanted. It was about what he felt watching others with me, or doing things to me, or me doing things to them and how that made him feel.”

Simon’s eyes opened again. “I hope that made sense because I still feel like my brain’s scrambled from that orgasm.”

Victor smiled. “You made perfect sense, baby.”

And now Victor had a compass course to guide him, true steering to keep him out of the shallows and away from the emotional reefs that could wreck this before it even got out of the harbor.

 

* * * *

 

With 20/20 hindsight, Simon could see how selfish Greg had been the whole time.

And now he didn’t want to think about the guy at all.

He wanted to focus on Victor, and what this might—hopefully—be turning into.

Victor rolled him onto his back and turned around sixty-nine to go down on him. Being pinned in place by the other man’s body made Simon’s cock throb, even as he started sucking on Victor’s.

Then Victor’s mouth closed around his cock and made him moan.

Like that, it didn’t take long to get Victor hard again. And it was obvious Victor had meant what he’d said about Simon not coming yet.

Finally, Victor rolled off him and grabbed a towel out of the bathroom, and a bottle of lube and condom from the bedside table. Then Simon stayed him with a hand on his chest.

“What if I wanted to fuck you?”

“Right now?”

But Victor spoke it as a question, not a statement of disbelief or negation.

“Any time.”

That damn sexy smile returned. Victor leaned in and kissed him. “I like getting fucked. Under my terms, though.” He sucked on Simon’s lower lip. “Maybe I’ll make you earn me riding your cock. Might make you trade something for it.”

He slanted his lips over Simon’s and nearly took his breath away when he whispered, “Or I might come home from work exhausted and ask you to hop on and fuck me silly to put my brain in neutral for a while.”

Simon whimpered, nodding.

“Is that the answer you wanted to hear?”

“Yeah. All of them.”

“Something else that didn’t happen?”

He shook his head.

Victor sat up. “I don’t see getting fucked as a ‘bottom’ or ‘Top’ thing, although it can be. If I’m the Top and I lay back and order you to fuck my ass, who’s in charge?”

“You.”

“Exactly. Me. Just like some Tops swear they never go down on their bottoms because it’s a ‘bottom’ thing. I think that’s stupid and selfish and a piss-poor excuse for being a bad lover. I like giving a blowjob. I might tie you up for it, or like tonight, I might want to feel you really get into it and grab my hair and hold on tight. But just like sometimes I’ll want you to blow me, and sometimes I might want to tie you up and fuck your mouth, it’s all about the mood. I might want to come home, cuddle, kiss, and sixty-nine. Or come home and ride you on every horizontal surface there is in the house. I don’t have one set way to do anything. And I’m always open to suggestions and opinions.”

Simon blinked when he felt the prickle of tears in his eyes.

Victor leaned in again, nuzzling his nose against Simon’s. “Any special requests?”

“Yeah. Please fuck me hard and make me come again.”

Victor’s eyes studied him. “You want to wait to come and fuck me after, or want me to make you come?”

“Make me come with you inside me, please.”

That smile would be his undoing. Simon knew it already. “Sounds good to me, baby.”

Victor quickly got him lubed up, the sensual, teasing way he probed his ass with his fingers already telling Simon this would be a far different fucking than he’d ever felt before.

With a well-lubed condom rolled down his shaft, Victor slung Simon’s legs over his shoulders and leaned forward, pressing the head of his cock against Simon’s rim.

“You want it, baby?” Simon asked.

“Yeah. Please.”

Victor took his time, teasing, slowly pressing first just the head, then his gorgeous cock an inch at a time, withdrawing before pressing forward, until finally he felt Victor’s balls brushing against his ass.

That’s when Victor reached around and slowly started jacking Simon’s cock at the same time.

“Keep your eyes open, baby,” Victor said. “I want to watch you.”

It felt like their souls were plugged into each other, not just their bodies. Simon picked up the rhythm Victor set and started rocking with him as much as he could.

“That’s it,” Victor whispered. “Give it to me, baby. Give me what I want.”

He wanted to. He wanted to give him everything, and more. How could he trust this guy so soon after the emotional scorching he’d just endured?

He didn’t know, but he didn’t want it to end, either.

Then Victor changed angles a little, every thrust rubbing right against his prostate and driving him hard into orbit.

Victor felt it. “That’s it, baby. That’s what I want. Give it to me. Now.”

Simon wasn’t sure if it was Victor’s commanding tone that did it, or one too many thrusts in the sweet spot, or the skilled hand jacking his cock. But he felt his balls tighten and load two erupted, coating Victor’s hand with slick, hot cum as the man started pounding away at Simon’s ass.

“Yeah. Just…like…that.” Victor finished deep inside him and paused for a moment before withdrawing and going to dispose of the condom and clean up.

He was back a moment later, pulling Simon into his arms, cuddling with him.

There.

Right there.

Not just physically—emotionally.

“How late can you stay, baby?” Victor asked, nuzzling Simon’s forehead.

Simon closed his eyes. “All night.”

Victor sighed, sounding content. “Good.” 


Chapter Ten

 

At least Wednesday morning, Victor managed to sleep in until six a.m. on his day off, no doubt due to Simon’s comforting presence. No matter what, they slept touching each other. Starting out drifting to sleep with Simon in his arms, then him spooning Simon, and at another point them both rolling over and Simon spooning him.

Sleep.

Good, solid, comforting sleep.

He drew Simon into his arms. “It’s six, baby. Do you need to get up for work?”

Simon’s eyes popped open, and Victor chuckled at the momentary disorientation he saw there before his gaze focused on Victor. A sleepy smile replaced confusion, and he raised his head to kiss him.

“Yeah, I do. I should get moving. I can grab a shower at home and head to work. I have time.”

“Can I make you coffee or something?”

“I don’t want you to have to get up. It’s your day off. I’ll pull into a drive-thru.”

Victor rolled on top of him, pinning him to the bed. “Come by for lunch and I’ll feed you.”

Simon smiled. “We talking food or sex?”

“Yes.”

Simon’s smile widened. “I’ll be here at noon.”

Victor kissed him, then sat up. “Excellent. Damn, I slept good last night, for a change. I might have to make you sleep here every night.”

“Not that I’m complaining, but what’s going on?”

“Probably a car or garbage truck or something waking me up early. Every damn morning. I just cannot seem to sleep. It’s killing me. Never had this problem before.”

“Well, you don’t have to work tomorrow, right?”

“Right.”

“Spend the night at my place tonight.” Simon reached up and traced shapes across Victor’s pecs. “See how you sleep in my bed.”

“Might not get me out of it if I can sleep well.”

“Maybe that’s part of my cunning plan.”

Simon finally got up and moving, dressed and out the door twenty minutes later.

Victor hated to see him leave.

Fuuuck. I got it bad for him.

Then he brightened.

I get to feed him lunch.

And he wasn’t just thinking food.

 

* * * *

 

That night, by the time the two men fell into an exhausted sleep in Simon’s bed, they’d fucked at lunch time, Simon bending Victor over the kitchen counter at the apartment, and they’d fucked twice since getting to Simon’s—once while trying to finish dinner and the other after going to bed and spending a long time sucking each other’s cocks.

When Victor awakened Thursday morning in Simon’s bed, he’d had an even better night’s sleep than the night before.

Simon rolled over, draping an arm across him, and that’s when Victor realized he smelled coffee.

“I preset the coffeemaker,” Simon said, reading his mind. “Helps wake me up and force me out of bed.”

“Mmm. Well, something else we have in common. I’m grouchy before coffee.”

Simon kissed him. “Where do we go from here?”

“Shower?”

Simon tweaked Victor’s right nipple. “You know what I mean.”

“I have a busy weekend. I need some sleep. How about you stay at my place Friday night? We do Sigalo’s with everyone Saturday, then back to my place to watch TV and snuggle Saturday night. And Sunday night, if you want to. Bring stuff to take a shower and head to work from my place Monday morning.”

“What about tonight?”

He reached down to play with Simon’s hair. “I could use another good night’s sleep in this bed.”

“Then it’s settled.”

Victor caught his hand and brought it to his lips, kissing it. “Not going to push this hard yet, but we should start talking about some other stuff.”

“Like what?”

“BDSM. Before we get so deep into this that it breaks both our hearts if you hate that side of me.”

Simon stared up at him for a long moment. “How about next weekend we have that discussion? I want to get settled into this weekend first. No offense, and it’s nothing you’ve done, it’s me. I’m trying to get rid of that ‘other shoe dropping’ feeling.”

Victor smiled and leaned in to kiss him. “That sounds like a workable plan.”

They took a shower together before Victor headed home and Simon headed to work. When Simon went to look for his car keys, he couldn’t find them at first. He’d thought he left them on the kitchen counter, but then he finally located them on the coffee table.

Must have been more distracted by Victor than I realized.

He smiled at that thought.

Yeah, Victor was good at distracting him. Damn good.

 

* * * *

 

Friday morning, Lara smiled as she leaned against Victor’s office doorway. “How’s it goin’?”

Victor grinned, leaning back in his chair, hands laced behind his head. “I’d kiss you if I was straight and you were single.”

“I’ll settle for a hug or a handshake. Or lunch.”

“He’s amazing.”

She walked in, closing the door behind her. “Everyone around Venture seems to like him.”

“We’re taking things slow because of what he went through with his ex, but next weekend we’re going to talk about playing.”

“You haven’t played yet?”

“Been too busy burning off some energy first, if you get my drift.”

“Ah. Drift gotten.”

“Damnedest thing, I sleep so freaking good with him in bed with me, and at home alone, I can’t. I might beg him to marry me just for that, except the rest of him is so good I can’t decide what the best part is.”

“I’m glad I could help. If you ever need an ear, I’m here.”

“What I need is a place of my own. Except now, with things going so well with Simon, I want to hold off, I think.”

“Why?”

“Because if we eventually end up moving in together, that’d be another move.”

“Ah. Smart thinking.”

“Right. And if we decide to get a place together or not. All of that. I guess the inconvenience of the apartment is minor for now.”

“Except you can’t sleep there.”

“I can’t sleep alone there.”

“Maybe it’s a neighbor? Coming out early for work? Or their alarm going off or something?”

“Duplex. And they’re not there right now.”

“Oh.” She shrugged and turned to go. “That’s all I got.”

“Hey.”

“Yeah?”

He slowly nodded. “Thank you. I mean it. Not just a passing thing, either. From the bottom of my heart, thank you. I…I’ve never felt about anyone the way I feel about him.”

She smiled. “I can see it on your face. You’ve looked so damn happy lately. Even Tawny was asking me about you.”

“Oh, gawd. What’d you say?”

“I just smiled and said I had no idea what she was talking about.”

“Bet that drove her nuts.”

“Yep.”

Alone again, Victor checked his phone and found another text from Simon. They texted as they could throughout the day.

Another nice change.

Peter was always too busy—his excuse. Couldn’t even be bothered to send Victor a text when he was leaving work and heading home.

Only in retrospect did Victor realize that was another symptom of the things Peter was hiding.

Simon was an open book, no hesitation at all. No red flags.

No drama.

 

* * * *

 

Saturday morning, after grabbing an early breakfast together at a place near Victor’s apartment, Victor headed to work while Simon headed home. Even though Victor had given him a key, Simon felt weird being alone at Victor’s place when the man wasn’t home.

And not because their relationship was still so new. There was something…odd there. A weird vibe at the apartment that Simon couldn’t overlook. He didn’t know what or why, though.

Maybe Victor’s poor sleep had more to do with that.

Maybe it was an EMF problem or something. There were high-tension power lines nearby, just behind Victor’s duplex.

But if things kept going as well as they were going, he was going to give serious thought to asking Victor to move in with him.

He knew they had to get through the BDSM stuff first.

Next weekend.

When he got home, he hesitated when he walked in the door. It felt…weird.

Then he realized the air was on when it should have been off.

Dammit. I could have sworn I turned the temperature up.

He checked, and apparently he’d been a massive dumbass and cranked it down to sixty-eight instead of up to eighty-two to save money.

He bumped it up to seventy-two and continued on in. He needed to do laundry today. He’d offered to bring Victor’s home with him and do it for him, but Victor had politely declined with the reasoning that he wasn’t going to expect him to do that kind of stuff for him when he couldn’t reciprocate yet since he didn’t have a washer and dryer of his own.

He loved the man for being like that, but in this case, he’d wanted to do a little something for him.

He went to clean some leftovers out of the fridge and realized he must have done it already. They weren’t there.

Huh.

Maybe getting well-fucked nearly every day for a change was diverting blood flow from his brain cells and making him forgetful.

Or maybe it was just that he was thinking about Victor instead of other things.

Or other people.

He’d blocked Greg’s number, so it was blissfully quiet on that front. He’d started telling their friends, both the fucking and non-fucking kind, about the breakup, and he was actually shocked to realize Greg hadn’t been saying anything to anyone about it.

He’d thought for sure Greg would have shacked up with someone by that point, or at least made it known he was on the prowl again. At least he hadn’t received any more mail for the guy.

Guess that was one benefit of him being a minimalist—electronic billing for everything.

He and Victor had gone out with some of Simon’s friends one evening—the non-fucking kind—and they’d all seemed to love Victor.

Not that he needed the outside validation, but Simon took smug satisfaction in knowing that news of his new guy would eventually get back to Greg through the grapevine.

Sunday night, both men felt exhausted. They settled on a horror movie on the bedroom TV and snuggled together to fall asleep, the timer set to shut the TV off.

“I hope this isn’t a mistake,” Simon muttered.

“What? Being together?”

Simon lifted his head. “What?”

“What?”

Simon pointed at the TV. “I meant watching a horror movie before going to sleep. You think being together is a mistake?”

“No! I was hoping you weren’t thinking that.”

Simon rolled his eyes and leaned in for a kiss. “Damn, man. You really are exhausted and not braining tonight, aren’t you?”

Victor looked horrible. He’d slept good, except he’d awakened an hour earlier that morning than he needed to and couldn’t get back to sleep. “Yeah, sorry.”

Simon snuggled Victor against him tonight. “It’s okay. You go to sleep. I got you.”

“Gonna protect the Dom from the bogeyman?”

Simon kissed his forehead. “I’ll protect you from whatever the hell I have to. I’m feeling pretty protective of you.”

“I love you, Simon.”

Simon’s heart raced as he stared down into Victor’s beautiful but exhausted blue eyes. “I love you, too.”

They stared at each other for a long moment.

“What now?” Simon asked.

Victor patted his hand. “This coming weekend, you need to meet the full-on Dom. Then we can decide.” 


Chapter Eleven

 

Simon awoke Monday morning to the feel of a warm man and a hot cock pressed against his ass. Fortunately, the scary movie they’d fallen asleep to didn’t seem to have a negative effect on either of them that night.

Victor’s arm snaked around his waist and pulled him even closer. “No fair getting up yet. It’s not even six.”

“Sorry. I should have mentioned I’m sort of a morning person on weekdays.”

“Red.” But when Simon looked, Victor wore a sleepy smile. “I guess I can forgive you if you bring me some coffee. I preset it last night. Just hit the button. Black, please.” He kissed the nape of Simon’s neck.

“That’s easy.”

“I try to be easy.” His eyes finally opened as Simon snickered. “Wait, that sounded wrong. Sorry. See? Me no brain before daybreak.” Victor sighed. “I cannot fucking seem to get into a rhythm living here, though. Every fucking morning, I’m awake at like four a.m. and not really able to get back to sleep unless you’re with me. I cannot get a good night’s sleep. Weird. I slept like a damn rock at your place or when you’re here.”

“Well, it’s five fifty-two, so you slept in this morning.”

Victor flashed him a thumbs-up. “Yay. I’d say hot, humpy sex for the win, except we didn’t have sex last night. So must be your gorgeous ass being in bed with me that’s helping.”

Simon rolled over to face him. “You sure you’re a Dom? I didn’t know hot humpy sex was a Dom term.”

Victor’s smile could melt the sun. “Dom terms are whatever the Dom wants them to be, baby.” He yawned. “I could say I’m a kinder, gentler Dom, but that’d be a damn lie. I’m a sadist, but I’m not an asshole.”

Simon laughed. “Well, you guys do all go by the same code, then. I heard someone say that same thing at Venture that first Saturday night.”

“If you promise to stop talking and bring me coffee, I promise to send you to work well-fucked, milked dry, and with a load of my cum in your ass. Well, in the condom in your ass. Oh, hell, you know what the fuck I mean.”

“Oooh, Mr. Sweet-Talker.” Simon rolled on top of him, straddling him. “I guess if this lasts I’ll be the morning routine person, huh?”

“That’s a very safe bet, yes.” His hands rested on Simon’s hips. “I’m trying not to get either of our hopes up yet. You might hate my sadistic side. While I can spend time vanilla, sure, I do tend to get ornery if I can’t unleash that sadistic side of me every so often.”

“I was thinking about that.”

“Why are you still talking but do I not have coffee yet, baby?”

“I’m serious, Victor.”

Victor’s hands stilled from where they’d been stroking Simon’s thighs. “And?”

“Spend Friday and Saturday nights at my place. Let’s do more than just talk about playing this weekend. I know you need to work, but bring your implements and let’s…play. Plus I’ll make you breakfast on Saturday and Sunday and make sure I send you out the door on time and wide awake.”

Now Victor looked wide awake, his blue gaze piercing through Simon’s. “You sure?” The few nights they hadn’t spent together, Victor had slept like shit in his own bed.

“Yeah. Like you said, we need to sort this part out sooner rather than later so we don’t accidentally hurt each other in the bad ways.” He let his hands rest on Victor’s pecs. “And I’m really liking what we have so far. I don’t want to be unfair to you.”

“You said you couldn’t submit to Greg.”

“Yeah, and Greg was a douche there at the end. I don’t just love you, I trust you.”

 

* * * *

 

“If I promise to spend Friday and Saturday nights at your place will you please go make the fucking coffee?”

Simon leaned in for a kiss. “Yes, I’ll go make your coffee.”

“Thank you. And yes, I trust you, too.”

Simon climbed out of bed and Victor watched his bare ass as he walked down the hall and turned left toward the kitchen.

Yum.

He didn’t know if Simon could handle him at full Dom-speed, but he’d damn sure like to find out.

For the first time in a long time, he felt like he was with someone who wasn’t holding out on him. Was being honest with him.

Wasn’t ashamed to be with him or be seen with him.

And it felt good.

Maybe Simon was some sort of supernatural monster. A reverse vampire or something. It didn’t seem humanly possible for someone to be that awake and aware before caffeine infusions commenced.

As he lay there, he started to drift a little, and his eyes slowly slumped closed again.

That’s when he thought he caught a glimpse of something, a guy charging down the hall and into the spare bedroom.

His eyes snapped open and he sat up, heart pounding, not even realizing he was yelling until Simon appeared at the end of the hallway.

“Did you see him?” He practically fell out of bed as he ran down the hall and intercepted Simon in front of the second bedroom door.

“See who? You okay?”

“That…that guy! In the hallway! He ran into the spare bedroom!”

But the door was closed.

Simon stared at him before grabbing him by his upper arms. “Victor, you probably dozed off and it was a dream.”

“I swear I saw him!”

 

* * * *

 

Poor Victor looked terrified. The guy really wasn’t getting a good night’s sleep and Simon felt guilty that he was contributing to keeping him awake at nights.

“Look, see?” Simon reached out, opened the door, flipped on the light—

And a scream caught in his throat as, for a split second, he thought he saw a dead girl on the floor by the window.

But blinking made her disappear.

“What?” Victor looked around. “What?”

“Nothing. See? Nothing. My mind’s playing tricks on me.”

Simon realized he could see their reflection in the window through the open blinds, and pointed that out. “I haven’t had coffee yet, either.” He shuddered as he flicked off the light and nudged Victor out of the room, closing the door behind them.

Victor’s gaze narrowed. “You saw something. What’d you see?”

“Too many horror movies as a kid, that’s what I saw.”

“Simon—”

“I thought I saw a dead woman on the floor, but obviously there’s not one. Okay?”

“This is freaky.”

“Look, we haven’t had enough coffee to be playing Gay Ghost Hunters this early in the morning.” He reached out and grabbed Victor’s cock, knowing exactly how he could distract both of them. “Let me bring you coffee, and then I’ll go down on you and get you nice and hard, and then you can fuck me in the shower and do what you said you were going to do.”

Victor stared at him for a moment before he started laughing. “Jesus.” He rubbed his face with his hands and then pulled Simon in for a kiss. “This weekend I might end up falling asleep on you at this rate. You were right. No horror movies right before bed. That was a fucking mistake.”

“Exactly.”

He sent Victor back to the bedroom and stopped by the hall bath to take a leak.

It was just the movie, that was all.

That, and the fact that Victor had once mentioned he didn’t like the vibe in that room.

Still…

It didn’t explain how he’d been able to clearly see the woman—or girl, she’d been kind of tiny—why she’d looked so crystal clear, like she’d been beaten, and lying there with her eyes open and sightlessly gazing at him.

 

* * * *

 

After coffee and plenty of fluffing—and Victor getting Simon worked up to some Olympic-class begging to nut—they took their morning sex into the shower, where Victor was more than happy to lube up and fuck Simon silly while jacking his cock for him.

Victor was able to hold off until Simon came, then he plowed him hard, filling the condom and driving all thoughts of what they’d seen earlier out of his mind.

In fact, Victor didn’t even think about that until just before lunch, when he was sitting at his desk in his office with his laptop opened to their agency’s internal website. He pulled up the property listing for his apartment and studied it.

The current owner had inherited it from his parents just a few years earlier. Before that, that owner had owned it since it was built over thirty years earlier.

There was nothing of a mandatory disclosure nature in the file, either.

Hmm.

He went onto the county property appraiser’s website and researched there to see what the taxes were. He wasn’t looking for a rental property yet, but the listed offer price noted in the file was a pretty attractive number, considering the location and the fact that it was an income-generating property. He could buy it and then rent it, fully furnished, as a seasonal vacation apartment, or an AirBnB.

For shits and giggles, he entered the address into Google and searched it.

That’s when his heart nearly stopped. His browser was filled with pictures of a teenaged girl, seventeen, who’d been beaten to death by her boyfriend over twenty years ago, said boyfriend who had then disappeared. His skeletal remains had recently been found in a local river a few months ago.

But what shriveled Victor’s balls and nearly made him puke was the picture of the boyfriend.

It was the man he’d seen in the hallway that morning.

He unplugged his laptop from the power cord and carried it into George’s office without knocking or seeing if he was on the phone.

Fortunately, he was neither with a client nor on the phone.

Victor held out his laptop. “What. The. Fuck?”

“What?”

“That fucking duplex you put me in to live? A girl was fucking murdered there! Why is that not in our disclosure info file?”

“What?”

He shoved his laptop at George, who took it and read it, his eyes widening in shock and horror. “Oh, holy fuck! I remember when this happened. Oh, my god, I had no idea that’s the house!”

“You had no idea?”

“No! The guy’s been a client for a few years now. We worked with his parents, too. Besides, Florida doesn’t require disclosure for deaths in a residential property, only for material defects. You know that.”

“Yeah? But why is it not in our file? Our internal files should always include shit like, oh, an infamous fucking homicide occurred there. I look like an asshole if I go to show a piece of property and someone’s Googled it and found a fricking crime scene. I can’t sell a property or mitigate PR damage when I don’t have all the info.”

“It should have been in the file, had he disclosed it to us.”

“No one checked it out?”

“No, because it’s not officially on the market, and he’s an existing client.” George looked sick to his stomach, though. “Update the file, please,” he said. “I’ll call him and rip him a new one. Son of a bitch.”

“Needless to say, I do not want to stay there any longer.”

“I never knew you to be squeamish.”

“Yeah? Well, I’ve never seen a fricking ghost before, either. Me and Simon both saw some weird shit this morning. I saw this guy”—he shook the laptop—“and Simon saw the dead girl. I’ve always thought that second bedroom felt funny, and now I know why. He fucking killed her there.”

“I don’t have any other places I can move you into right now. We’re coming up on season soon. I can make a few calls, but we don’t handle short-terms usually.”

“Can I at least swap sides?”

“That’s the guy’s personal vacation home, so no.”

He slumped into a chair in front of George’s desk. “Swear to me you had no clue.”

“I swear!” He held up his hand and everything. “This is not how I do business. I hold our staff to a higher standard. And yes, I agree, that needs to be in the file, I told you. I’m sorry. I never would have put you there if I’d known. Or had I known, I would have told you first to give you a choice of staying there or not.”

Normally, Victor prided himself on being a pretty unflappable kind of guy. And he wasn’t even superstitious, much less religious.

But everyone had their Achilles’ heel.

Spiders, snakes, Friday the Thirteenth, bad Sy-Fy movies.

This was his.

He stood to return to his office.

“We okay?” George asked.

“Yeah, but I might need a couple of days off here shortly to move, if I can find a place.”

“Whatever you need.”

Victor returned to his office and plugged his laptop back in. He’d left his personal cell on his desk and realized he’d missed a text from Simon.

Hey, handsome.

He needed to talk to someone. He texted him back.

Can you talk?

Let me get back to my desk. I’ll call you in just a minute.

It was actually a little over a minute later when it rang. “Hey. What’s up?”

“We did see something this morning.” He told Simon what he’d found out. When he finished, Simon was so quiet Victor looked to make sure the call hadn’t dropped. “Simon?”

“Shit,” he whispered. “I remember that case. I was a kid when it happened. My older brother knew her from school. Holy fuck. He went to her funeral.”

“I’ve got to move. Today. I mean, I hate to blow my whole Dom rep, here, but yeah, I’m a weenie. I do not want to live in a place where someone met a violent, bloody end. If it was someone who’d died peacefully in their sleep, or a heart attack or something, that’s different. But…no. I can’t.”

“I don’t blame you. Wait…”

“What?”

“I have a crazy idea.”

“What?”

“I have the second bedroom. Move in with me. And before you shoot me down, I’ve got the garage that I never park in, because that’s a pain in the ass. Use it to store your extra stuff. I have four months left on my lease. Either it works out and we’re staying there for another year or looking for a place together, or it doesn’t and we part ways friends after having been roommates for a couple of months. Pay me rent, we’ll do a lease, everything.”

It wasn’t the worst idea.

And the thought of spending another night in the apartment…

Nope.

“Okay, on one condition.”

“What?”

“Can I please stay there starting tonight?”

“Is my big, bad Dom scared of ghosts?” But Simon’s tone sounded kind, and if Victor closed his eyes he could see Simon’s smile, the way his green eyes twinkled.

“Fuckin’ A, I am. That’s not just a hard limit, that is a you-will-get-your-nuts-punched-as-I-climb-over-your-ass-and-fucking-try-to-escape limit.”

“I should be home by five thirty. Come by any time after then. Or would you rather I meet you there so I can help move some stuff tonight?”

“That one. Please?”

“No problem. I’ll meet you at your place at five thirty, then.”

“Thanks.”

Victor was ending the call when someone knocked on his open door. He looked up to see Lara standing there, looking concerned. “Okay, why do you look freaked out and George is ripping someone a new one over the phone? I’ve never heard him do that before.”

He motioned for her to come in and close the door behind her, then he opened his laptop, logged in again, and turned it around so she could see the search results.

“That’s what he’s chewing the guy out over.”

Her gaze narrowed, then widened as she gasped. “Oh, my god! I remember hearing about that. I was real little, but when I was growing up, it was like an urban legend bigger kids would use to scare littler kids. That the guy would show up and get you. Where is this?”

“My apartment. Where I am currently living.”

Her eyes widened even more. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

“Yeah. Simon said I can move in with him. Starting tonight.”

“Well, in a pinch, we can put you up at our place. Or I’m sure Ev and Wy would let you stay there for a while, if you need to.”

“Simon’s going to come by tonight and help me move a few things.” He slumped back in his chair. “My Dom cred is probably shot now.”

She returned the laptop. “Nope. That’d freak me the hell out, too. Wait a minute…” She took the laptop back and looked at something. “Oh…shit!”

“What?”

Now she looked positively horrified. She turned the computer so he could see it. The girl on the screen was the dead girl’s twin sister, a picture of her at a gymnastics competition.

“Her!”

“What?”

“That’s June, June Jarette, Scrye’s wife!” She dropped her voice to a hiss. “From Venture! She’s the dead girl’s twin sister!” 


Chapter Twelve

 

Stunned, Victor stared across the desk at Lara. “Are you sure?”

“Right here. ‘The victim was discovered by her twin sister, June Corden, and June’s boyfriend, Mark Jarette.’ Scrye’s real name is Mark.”

Victor had lived a relatively charmed life. Yes, people close to him had died, but he’d never lost anyone to violence.

And he’d never lost anyone so young.

A shudder washed through him. “I’m thinking I shouldn’t mention this to them,” he slowly said.

Lara arched an eyebrow at him. “Gee, ya think?” She winced. “Sorry. This is…freaky.”

“Even more reason for me to move out.”

“Look, I’ll call Brad. I think he’s available this afternoon, and I’m sure I can get Wylie’s help. We can get you completely moved tonight. We’ve got a trailer.”

“You sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“I really appreciate it.”

“Listen, why don’t you head out and start packing. Get some boxes and stuff.”

“I really don’t want to be alone there now.” He felt silly for even thinking it, much less admitting it aloud to someone.

“Would you rather be there tonight after dark?”

He took his laptop back and closed it. “You know, I think I’m going to head out of here, go get some boxes, go home, and start packing. That way I’ll be ready when everyone gets there tonight.”

Lara smirked. “Wise choice, domly dude.”

 

* * * *

 

Actually, Brad showed up at the duplex about twenty minutes after Victor arrived. By the time Simon, Lara, and Wylie joined them, they had everything packed in boxes or garbage bags, and were already starting the loading process.

“You sure this will all fit in your garage?” Victor asked Simon. “I can get another storage unit, if I need to.” The one he had was crammed full already.

Fortunately, he hadn’t unpacked a lot of knickknacks, or even all of his kitchen stuff. Knowing it was going to be a temporary stay, he’d brought most of his kitchen items, but left them boxed up in the spare bedroom, accessible in case he needed something.

“Yeah. It’ll be a tight fit, but we can cram it in there.”

“That’s what she said,” Lara teased, making Brad laugh.

They’d completely emptied the apartment just as dusk was setting in. Moving Victor into Simon’s townhouse went even faster, because Brad was able to back the trailer right up to the doorway, and they didn’t have to haul the furniture inside, just his clothes and bathroom stuff, and the stuff from his fridge.

The rest went into the garage, and he could sort it out later.

As they all sat around eating pizza once the moving was finished, Victor held up his soda in a toast. “You all have no idea how much I appreciate this. I don’t even mind if you tease me for being a wuss.”

“I won’t be teasing you,” Simon said, a scowl darkening his features. “Because I was there and I saw it, too.”

Lara shivered. “I don’t know if it was knowing what happened, or a legitimate feeling, but yeah. That spare bedroom gave me the willies.”

They looked at Brad and Wylie.

Wylie shrugged. “I got nothin’, sorry. But then again, I spent the first several nights in my house living in a Dexter kill room lined with plastic because I was terrified of bugs. So I’m not throwing any stones at houses, glass or otherwise.”

“Me, either,” Brad said. “But I’m not going to pick on you. If you think you saw it, I believe you.”

“I feel bad for June,” Wylie said. “I had no clue they were going through that, them finding the guy’s remains. They’ve never said a word about it, that I’ve heard.”

“And we should keep it that way,” Brad said. “If they wanted to talk about it, they would.”

“Makes me shift my life into perspective, that’s for sure.” Victor sipped his soda. “I’ve got it damn easy.”

Simon reached out and patted him on the thigh.

Once everyone cleared out, leaving them alone, Victor helped Simon clean up the remains from dinner.

“Sorry this was so chaotic. And that I’m basically invading your space.”

Simon rinsed the soap off his hands and turned to face him. “Please don’t apologize. I can’t deny that while this was unexpected, I’m not unhappy about it.”

“You’re not?”

“Look, seriously. Even if we don’t work out, I can be roommates with you for a few months. I know we haven’t been together that long, but if I could put up with Greg, you’ll be a walk in the park.”

Victor drew him in, his arms around Simon’s waist. “Even though I’m not a morning person?”

“I’m not a morning person by choice, trust me. I sleep late on weekends.”

“Then I guess I should let you out of your promise to cook me breakfast this weekend.”

“Nope. That was my choice.” He untangled himself from Victor so he could finish rinsing the dishes off. “Although please don’t expect that every weekend.” He smiled. “My coffeepot has a timer on it. I can have your coffee waiting for you in the morning without having to get up and pour it.”

Victor stepped behind him and wrapped his arms around him again, nibbling on the nape of his neck. “I guess I could settle for that. Although the weekday morning shower sex could spoil me pretty quickly.”

 

* * * *

 

Simon felt Victor’s cock starting to stiffen, pressing against the seam of his ass through their shorts.

His own stiffened in reply.

It felt nice to feel desired again, desired for who he was, not for wank fantasies of him.

He wiggled his ass against Victor. “If that’s what it takes to get you moving in the mornings, I’m sure I could be persuaded to oblige on a regular basis.” He tipped his head back and batted his eyelashes at Victor. “Isn’t that what a good submissive should do?”

He didn’t understand Victor’s scowl. “I’m not going to force you to be my submissive, Simon.” He released him and stepped back.

Simon finished rinsing the last dish and stuck it into the dishwasher, closing and starting it before he turned.

“I was kidding. Sort of.”

“We haven’t even played yet. I’m not going to lay down arbitrary protocols for you before you even know if you want to do that.”

“I like kinky stuff. I just want to make sure I’m the only one you want.”

“Liking kinky stuff is fine. That doesn’t mean you have to be my submissive if you’re not feeling it.”

“I know this is going to be a make-or-break kind of thing for us. I’d rather sort it out sooner.” He found he couldn’t stare into Victor’s eyes and say the next part. “Before I fall more deeply in love with you than I already am. Scary deep. Even though I know we should go slow, I can’t help feeling like that.”

Victor gently tipped Simon’s chin, making him look him in the eyes. “You are?”

“Yeah. And if that freaks you out, I’m sorry. But I’m not going to lie to you and say oh, hey, sex only, sure, fine. When Greg and I got together, the sex was amazing. Mind-blowing. But even in the best times, I never felt the connection to him that I already feel with you. Not just sex. Look how you and I can lose hours of time while sitting and talking. Or we can curl up and watch TV. I don’t feel…lonely. And you obviously aren’t preoccupied with your image like he was. You’re real. You’re natural. I feel at ease around you.”

Victor’s gaze seemed to search his face for a long moment before he finally spoke, his voice soft. “I love that you introduce me to people as your boyfriend, without any hesitation.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“You have your emotional baggage, and I have mine.” Victor licked his lips. “I really hope living together works out.”

“You do?”

“Yeah.” He leaned in and kissed him, that same volcanically sexy kind of sweet kiss like Victor had laid on him that first night they’d slept together. “Because I’m already falling deeply in love with you, too.”

 

* * * *

 

It scared Victor to admit that.

Terrified him.

As in, he almost would have rather spent another night in that apartment kind of scared.

Almost.

It made him vulnerable and laid him bare to this man in a way he knew could get his heart broken again.

And he didn’t even know if Simon would want to be with him long-term.

“Then we should go with this for now, right?” Simon asked.

“Informally. You don’t have to call me ‘Sir.’ We’ll ease into things. It’s too late and I’m too exhausted to think about playing tonight. Oh, do you have anything that needs to go to the cleaners? I need to drop my suits off there in the morning.”

He didn’t understand why Simon tipped his head like that. “Cleaners?”

“Yeah. You know, laundry.”

“You don’t want me to do it for you?”

“I’m an adult. I can do my own laundry. In fact, I have a load of whites I need to run, if you want to add anything to it. If you’ll show me where your machine is, I’ll do it.”

He wasn’t expecting it when Simon grabbed him, pulled him in, and kissed him, hard. He ground his hips against Victor’s.

“If you don’t get that cock into me right now,” Simon rumbled against Victor’s lips, “I’ll never forgive you.”

Victor didn’t understand this, but since his cock had decided the answer to that request was a resounding hell, yes, please, he didn’t question it, either.

Later.

“Lube,” Victor said. “And condoms.”

“Upstairs.”

Simon grabbed his hand and practically dragged Victor up the stairs to his bedroom. He was shoving down his shorts and briefs as he ran over to the bedside table. After yanking open the drawer and grabbing the items, he flung himself onto the edge of the bed, in between the suitcases and bags of clothes, and held his legs back and wide open. He didn’t even bother to take his shirt off. Between his legs, Simon’s hard cock bobbed, rigid, a drop of pre-cum leaking from the head.

Okay then.

Victor pushed his shorts and briefs down far enough to roll the condom on. Then he lubed it, and Simon’s hole, wiping his hand on Simon’s shirt before lining the head of his cock up with Simon’s rim and shoving home.

“Yes!” Simon gasped, his eyes closing.

Victor fell onto him, his arms braced on either side of Simon’s head as he started fucking him.

“Harder!”

Victor crushed Simon’s lips with a kiss as he pounded his ass, not bothering to hold back, giving him a taste of what the Dom side of him was like as he did nothing but think about his own pleasure. As soon as he felt his orgasm start, he reached down, slicked pre-cum over Simon’s shaft, and jacked his cock.

He came after two pumps, his hot juices coating Victor’s hand and getting smeared between them and their shirts.

Simon let go of his legs, wrapping them and his arms around Victor, their kiss morphing into a tender, loving exploration.

Victor finally lifted his head. “Um…not a complaint, buuuut…explanation?”

Simon smiled. “Greg never offered to do my laundry, much less take my stuff to the cleaners. Ever.”

“Ah.” He leaned in and sucked on Simon’s lower lip. “Sooo…if I was to, say, tell you I was going to do the dishes…” He nibbled along Simon’s jaw to his ear, amused to feel the other man’s cock twitch between them.

“Fuuuck…”

Victor pressed his lips against Simon’s ear. “I’m gonna dust the shit out of your entertainment center tomorrow night.”

A soft whine escaped Simon and, sure enough, his cock hardened.

Victor pulled out, not even worrying about the bedding at this point, and dropped to his knees on the floor between Simon’s thighs.

“Hands behind your head.”

Simon complied.

Victor took Simon’s cock in his hand and licked from head to root. “The next night, I’m going to scrub the bathroom.” He engulfed Simon’s cock and went down on him.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck!”

Okay, this wasn’t the silliest thing he’d ever done as a Dom, but Victor would be lying if he said it wasn’t turning him on, too, or turning his Dom crank.

It absolutely was.

Simon was firmly under his control at that moment without even realizing it. Trusting him, responding to him.

And if it took cleaning to melt his guy’s gooey center, by god, he’d fucking clean the motherfucking hell out of that townhouse.

 

* * * *

 

If Simon really wanted to catalog all of his real-life hot, non-vanilla sexual experiences, he knew he could write some world-class filthy stuff.

Nothing compared to this man’s mouth, especially after having effortlessly unlocked every damn door inside his soul and swinging them wide open.

Victor’s gaze never left Simon’s face as he slowly worked his mouth and tongue up and down Simon’s shaft, playing with his balls with his other hand.

Then one finger, followed by a second, slid into his freshly fucked ass, found his gland, and pressed.

It felt like a supernova went off. Under threat of death he couldn’t have held the climax back. Victor went deep, sucking down and swallowing every drop of cum even as he massaged Simon’s prostate, milking him, keeping the orgasm lasting longer than any he’d ever felt before.

Finally, Victor’s mouth and finger stilled.

He winked at Simon.

Simon didn’t know where the laughter came from, but it rolled out of him as hard and deep as any he could remember…

Aaannnd that’s when he farted.

Mortified, he winced. “Oh, man. Sorry.”

Victor, fortunately, had been in the process of standing and sliding his fingers out of Simon’s ass. Simon couldn’t read his expression for a moment, until Victor also started laughing. Loud, deep guffaws, and he finally bent over, his hands on his knees as he tried to recover.

Simon sat up. “Um…happy housewarming?”

That made things worse, Victor now crying, he was laughing so hard. He finally braced himself against Simon as he snorted and laughed and sniffled back tears and managed to get himself under control.

He kissed Simon. “Okay. Shower, then you can strip the bed and change the sheets while I start a load of whites. Normally I’d help, but I think that’s appropriate punishment for nearly farting in my face.”

Simon grinned. “I think you’re letting me off easy.”

“So do I, but you’re worth it.” 


Chapter Thirteen

 

Simon felt practically giddy all day Friday. Tonight, Victor was going to give him an introductory taste of how he played, enough to let Simon digest and ask questions before tomorrow night’s heavy play session.

He couldn’t wait.

Even better, the master bedroom didn’t back against a neighboring unit, meaning they could make a lot of noise without freaking anyone out or getting a visit from a sheriff’s deputy for the noise.

They weren’t going to go to Sigalo’s Saturday night, either. They wanted to spend that time alone, working things out.

So on his way home from work, Simon made sure to go grocery shopping and got everything they’d need for the whole weekend. That way, they wouldn’t have to leave for anything, except for Victor going to work.

When Victor arrived home from work, Simon greeted him at the door with a long, deep kiss. “Hey.”

Victor reached up and grabbed a fistful of hair, tipping Simon’s head back to kiss him again.

“Hey,” he said, sounding a little hoarse. “You think you’re ready to handle me?”

“I know I am. Don’t hold back.”

“Tonight, yeah, I will. We can go slow. I’d rather go slow than burn you out.”

“Then what do you want me to do first?”

“Honestly?”

“Yeah.”

Victor smiled. “Strip.” He released his grip on Simon’s hair and pointed at the floor in front of him. “And kneel.”

Simon’s gaze never left Victor’s as he shucked his shorts and briefs and did just that, looking up at him.

Victor peeled off his blazer and draped it over the back of the couch. “Yeah,” he said, slowly unbuttoning his shirt cuffs and rolling up his sleeves. “Exactly like that, baby.”

Simon noticed his cock was hard, throbbing, aching, and he hadn’t even realized when it got that way.

The corner of Victor’s mouth curled up in a smile. “Yeah, that’s fine, baby. A nice hard cock looks good on you. I’m going to train you to get hard any time you even think about me spanking you.”

He loosened his tie. “When I come home tomorrow night, I’ll text you when I’m a few minutes out. I expect to open the door to your sweet self kneeling right there, like this. Understood?”

“Yeah.”

He leaned in and used one finger to tip Simon’s chin up. “Yes, Victor.”

“Yes, Victor.”

He sucked in a sharp breath. “Oooh, yeah. I know there are some bad triggers for you, so I’m not going to make you call me sir. You decide you want to, then that’s fine. For now, instead of saying sir, you say my name. Understand?”

It felt like there wasn’t enough air in the room, like Victor seemed to grow and swell before him. “Yes, Victor.”

And every time he said it, his cock twitched, needy.

When had he ever felt this horny?

Never.

“That’s right, baby.” He pulled his tie off over his head and then walked behind Simon. “Hands behind you.”

Simon’s heart raced as he obeyed and immediately felt Victor loop the tie around his wrists and snug it tight. He knew he could easily get free if he wanted to…

But he didn’t want to. And that was the whole point.

“Is dinner ready, baby?”

“Yes, Victor.”

Victor held the tie like a leash, gently tugging. “Stand.”

He did.

Victor guided him around the couch, sat in the middle, then patted his lap. “Welcome home spanking first. Facedown, head to my left.”

Trying to get into the position Victor wanted him to without falling on his face was difficult and awkward without the use of his arms.

He belatedly realized that was the point.

But once Simon was where Victor wanted him, Victor kept the tie knotted around his left hand and stroked Simon’s ass with his right.

“This will be quick and relatively easy,” he said. “And there will be a lot of days I don’t spank you automatically when I get home. But if I’m feeling frisky, you can almost guarantee you’ll get a spanking.”

And said spanking commenced.

This wasn’t the light swat on the ass he’d given Simon a few times during sex, either.

This was a spanking.

And by the time Victor stopped spanking him, Simon’s ass felt hot, red, stinging.

And a steady stream of pre-cum was leaking from the end of his cock.

“Glad you have slipcovers on this couch, baby,” Victor teased as he stroked Simon’s ass. “That’s a beautiful shade of pink right there. Tomorrow night it’ll be a nice, toasty red, once I’ve put a couple of paddles to it.”

Nothing existed outside this moment. No one existed.

Just Victor.

He loosened the tie and removed it from Simon’s wrists, then playfully draped it over Simon’s head. “You can hold that for me for now,” he said, smiling. “Next time I wear that to work, I want to remember this moment.”

He helped Simon up and they headed into the kitchen to eat. Simon served Victor his food first, then sat at the table on his right, as instructed.

“Go ahead and eat, baby.”

He felt…fuzzy. In a good way. Like a nice beer buzz without drinking any. “Is this subspace?”

“Might be.” He studied Simon. “You never felt it before?”

“No.”

“If I can drop you into it now…” Victor set down his fork and reached out, grabbing the tie and pulling Simon in for a kiss. “Just think what I can do to you when I’m really inside your mind, baby.”

Then he let him go, smiling as he went back to eating.

Fuuuuuck.

I am soooo screwed.

And he realized he fucking loved it.

Craved it.

Needed it.

 

* * * *

 

After dinner came more talking, with Simon on his knees on the floor in front of Victor.

“Remember that at any time we’re playing, you can always call red. If in doubt, yellow. If I ask you for a color and you’re fine, you need to tell me green. Otherwise, yellow or red. There will be times I deliberately push you to red, both to see what your tolerance is, plus to make sure you’re actually responsive. I need to know if you get really deep in subspace if you’re still going to talk to me or not.”

“What if I don’t?”

“If I ever ask you how you’re doing and you don’t answer me, that’s an automatic stop.”

Simon felt relieved, trying not to think about that Sunday morning at the Toucan. He wasn’t entirely sure Greg would have let him up if he hadn’t demanded it as vocally as he had.

“Do you have any questions for me?” Victor asked.

“Yes, Victor.”

He smiled. “Go ahead.”

“What…what if I decide I can’t do this?”

His smile faded. “Then we’d have to talk about that, too.”

“If I can’t, I might be open to you playing with others. At the club. Like we see Landry and Cris doing sometimes. Like that.”

“You would?”

“Yeah. Nothing sexual. Could I maybe do this part for you and then you beat someone else? If it comes to that?”

“You’d be okay with that?”

“Yeah. Only if,” he quickly added, “I decide I can’t do this. And if I could watch you play. Be there for it.”

Victor crooked a finger at him, beckoning him closer. Then he leaned in, grabbed the tie, and pulled Simon in for a deep, sucking kiss.

“If we get to that point, we’ll talk about it. Right now, I want to have fun with you learning this side of me. Some people start out very light and quickly dive into the deep end with no problems. Some people take to it right away. I’m not about to declare anything a lost cause after one weekend, especially when we haven’t really started yet.”

“We haven’t?”

“No.” Victor smiled, spreading his thighs and pulling Simon in closer. “Hands behind your back.”

But his tone had changed. Deeper, more…solid, somehow.

Simon immediately complied.

Victor unfastened his belt and slacks and pulled out his cock.

“One of the things I love is cock worship, baby. A leash wrapped around my hand while a willing, eager mouth gets me nice and hard.”

Victor was already nice and hard, but Simon wasn’t about to correct him.

“Open.”

He did, letting Victor tug on the tie and pull him deep onto his cock.

Simon had already spent hours doing this—and with his cock in Victor’s mouth—but this felt different.

His own cock throbbed, no relief in sight.

“The object isn’t to make me come right now, baby. It’s to show me you want it, how much it means to you. Sometimes you’ll be doing this while I’m using a paddle or something on your ass, too.”

He reached halfway down Simon’s back with his free hand. “Not in this position. When I have you tied up on the bed or—ooh, on the coffee table.”

He pulled Simon off his cock, stood, bringing Simon with him, and led him around the end of the wooden coffee table. He quickly cleared it with his free hand, all while never letting go of the tie.

Then he made Simon lie facedown on it, lengthwise, his head hanging off one end.

“Yeesss. Perfect.” Victor sat on the hassock, which put his cock at exactly the perfect height for Simon to deep-throat him without any effort at all.

“That’s better.” Victor kept the hand holding the tie buried in Simon’s hair, resting there, as his other reached over and slapped Simon’s ass a few times.

“See? Bet that’d feel better if you had a butt plug in it, wouldn’t it?”

All Simon could do was moan. Victor had unlocked his brain in a way he was done trying to figure out. He would gladly, readily follow the man where he led him and hope he didn’t get lost along the way.

Simon lost track of time as Victor softly narrated all the things he wanted to do to Simon.

At this point, Simon didn’t care. Victor could do them allll, as long and as hard as he wanted.

All Simon wanted was this, him, his full attention and this delicious feeling that the world ended with his voice.

Victor.

Finally, Victor pulled him off his cock and helped him to his feet.

“Upstairs, baby. I need my cock inside your ass.”

Victor put him facedown over the end of the bed. “Stay.” That was delivered with a stinging slap to his ass.

He heard Victor walk across the hall to the other bedroom and get something from there, but he didn’t move his head to turn and look.

“Eyes closed.”

He did.

Victor laid whatever the items were on the bed, and then he felt a blindfold being slid down over his eyes and tightened behind his head.

Victor’s voice spoke into his left ear. “The brain is the body’s biggest sex organ, baby. And I love a good mindfuck.” He nipped. “Never forget this—I will never knowingly violate one of our hard limits, no matter what I’m saying. Understand?”

“Yes, Victor.”

His lips felt hot, tender against his cheek. “That’s my good bo-baby.”

It sounded like Victor had slipped and almost called him his boy.

“I’m your good boy, Victor,” he volunteered.

He sensed him freeze. “Yes, yes you are. My very good boy.” His hand cupped Simon’s cock and slowly stroked. “And do you know what good boys get?”

“No, Victor.”

“Good boys get rewarded.” Victor’s warmth disappeared as he stepped away.

Simon heard him undress, then return. The sound of the lube bottle being opened and a bare foot nudging his. “Spread.”

Simon opened his legs wider and felt fingers coated with cool lube sliding into his ass.

Victor’s other hand grasped his cock again. “Don’t come yet, boy. I have something special planned for you.”

The hand on his cock disappeared, but a third finger slid into place in his ass, making him moan.

“I know, you like when I play with you, don’t you? Like when I milked you that first night we were living together?”

“Yes, Victor!”

After a few minutes of this, the hand disappeared, and he sensed him wiping off on a towel. Noises, movement, and then something being buckled around his right ankle, then his left, and a bar clipped between them, preventing him from closing his legs.

Something cool, hard, and flat was laid on his back. “I remember someone saying they wanted to be fucked with a nice, red ass, am I correct?”

Simon’s heart raced. “Yes, Victor!”

“These won’t be the hardest I can do, but let’s see.” The first smack sent him standing up, but unable to move because of the spreader bar.

“Down or safeword,” Victor sternly said.

Simon caught his breath and dropped back down onto the bed. The next couple of swats weren’t as hard, but then Victor picked it up again, combined with stroking Simon’s cock between impacts and asking him how he was doing.

His brain felt like it’d been turned to hormone soup by the time Victor finally stopped spanking him. Simon’s ass felt hot, on fire when Victor stepped between his legs and shoved his cock into Simon’s ass.

Victor folded his body over Simon’s, hooking his hands under his chest and cupping them around the tops of his shoulders to hold him in place as he pounded him harder than he ever remembered Victor fucking him before.

It took every ounce of willpower not to come from the way his cock rubbed against the mattress.

And from how good it felt feeling Victor’s body rubbing against his hot, stinging ass.

Victor quickly came, filling the condom and falling still inside his ass. Nibbling the back of Simon’s neck, the next word he whispered made Simon shiver in a good way.

“Stay.”

Victor extricated himself. He heard him in the bathroom, water running, then he returned a moment later. Simon jumped at the feel of a butt plug sliding into his ass. Victor left the ankle cuffs on him but unclipped the spreader bar, flipped him over, and hauled him up the bed and onto a towel he’d laid there.

Victor strapped cuffs around his wrists and raised them over his head, tying them to the headboard. The feel of a hand rolling a condom down his shaft, then the bed settling, Victor’s warmth engulfing him as he straddled him and lined Simon’s cock up with his ass.

“Do not come until I give you permission, or it’s five with a cane. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir!”

He realized what he said and let it stand. It felt right, perfect to call him that.

Victor’s breath caressed his lips. “Who’s my good boy?” he whispered.

“I’m your good boy, Sir!”

“What will my good boy do for me?”

“Anything, Sir!”

“Will my good boy obey me and not come until I say so?”

“Yes, Sir!”

Victor slammed his body down onto Simon’s sheathed cock, drawing a moan from both. “Oh, yeah,” Victor gasped. “Oh, hey, look at that. You’re going to get a load in your mouth when this part is finished, baby. Seconds.”

Then Simon let out a cry as the butt plug hummed to life in his ass.

Victor giggled.

Giggled.

“Oh, sorry. Spoiler alert—that’s a vibrating butt plug.”

Now Simon bit down on his lower lip in an attempt not to disobey Victor as the man started riding his cock.

“You have a very nice cock,” Victor said. “Any man who doesn’t want this cock inside his ass is a fucking moron.” He sighed. “My good luck, for a change. I get this cock allll to myself.” He stopped moving, fully impaled, and did something to the butt plug settings.

The humming decreased, but then it felt like something inside it was rotating. Every circle it made hit Simon right in the sweet spot.

“Yesss, this thing is pretty evil, in its way. Expect to spend a lot of time tied up and tortured with it. It’s one of my favorite toys.” Something plastic touched his lips. “Kiss the controller and thank me.”

He puckered right up. He would have frenched it, if asked. “Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome, boy.” Another setting adjustment, but at least Victor wasn’t moving right then. A different humming pattern that Simon could feel right through his balls.

Apparently, he set the controller aside, because fingers tweaked his nipples, hard, harder still, pinching and releasing just before he was about to call yellow. “And these are mine, too.”

Simon howled as something pinched his left nipple, then his right, and he couldn’t shake them off.

“Just nipple clamps. If you can’t take them, safeword.”

He was too busy trying to adjust to them and deciding if they were a yellow or a red when the butt plug sprang to life again. He moaned with pleasure, his nipples forgotten as Victor laughed.

“Color.”

“Green, Sir.”

“Excellent. I did warn you I’m a sexual sadist. And this is on the easy end of the scale. Tomorrow will be a lot more intense. Those stay on for five minutes.”

He took a long, slow stroke before settling his ass down on Simon’s cock again. “We’ll eventually work you up in time. It’s always easier to take the pain when I mix in the pleasure. And the bonus for me is that, after a while, pain makes you horny. So you’ll beg to be spanked and fucked at the same time. Win-win.”

He tugged on something and both nipple clamps moved. That’s when Simon realized they had a chain connecting them. He hadn’t even noticed, between the competing pain and pleasure.

“Yes, I realize I’m stacking the deck in my favor by using my favorite toy on you, but I wanted you to see that it’s not just about pain. I can’t enjoy this if you aren’t enjoying it. I’m not a sociopath. I want you to enjoy it. And I’m always willing to find ways you can enjoy it so we both get what we want and need out of it.”

Victor started a sexy grind on Simon’s cock, even as he alternated tugging on the nipple clamps, the pain and pleasure dropping a hazy veil over Simon’s senses that he hoped would never go away.

“Oh, and you may come, boy.” Victor cranked the butt plug and it felt like an explosion went off in Simon’s ass. He moaned, giving up trying to hump himself up into Victor, because his cock was now filling the condom inside Victor’s ass. Simon whimpered when Victor removed the nipple clamps as the butt plug continued merrily humming and throbbing in his ass.

Then Victor sat up and scooted forward. “Open.”

He did, still moaning at the feel of the butt plug doing its thing, although Victor did turn it down somewhat.

Victor grabbed his hair with one hand and fucked his mouth, hard, deep. “If you want to be with me like this, I own you, boy. You’re mine. That means I get to use you however and whenever I want. If I want to fuck your mouth, you open it. If I want to fuck your ass, you bend over. Understand?”

He tried to mumble yes, Sir, around Victor’s cock.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” He slowed, long-stroking along Simon’s tongue. “Might flip you over in the middle of the night if I wake up horny and fuck that ass. I might tell you to get that sweet hole lubed and ready for me, in case I feel like fucking you. Or I might send you to work with my little toy inside you and then take you to lunch and see how quiet you can be while I make you come in the middle of a restaurant.”

Simon felt his cock hardening again inside the condom still over him.

Victor must have been watching, because he slowed. “Yep. That’s what I wanted. Come.” Victor cranked the butt plug again, and, impossibly, Simon came.

Victor viciously fucked his mouth, deep-throating him and shooting a load into his mouth that Simon struggled to keep up with.

But he did.

Immediately, the butt plug shut off. Victor unfastened his wrists, then leaned in to kiss him, long, sweetly.

Tenderly.

“You are my very good boy,” he whispered. “And I love you so fucking much, you have no idea.”

Simon grabbed his head and pulled him in for a hard, deep kiss. “I love you, too, Sir.” 


Chapter Fourteen

 

Sunday morning, Simon awakened and stretched, just to have his cock harden immediately when he felt his sore, well-caned ass rubbing against the sheets.

Mmm. He was right.

That wasn’t even morning wood, either.

Saturday night’s play had been even more intense, and sexier than hell. Victor had impossibly gotten three climaxes out of Simon in the space of ninety minutes, the third while he found himself begging for ten more cane strokes so he could be allowed to orgasm.

And Victor had gleefully obliged.

“Hate me yet?”

He looked to see Victor’s playful smile.

Simon rolled on top of him, kissing him. “No, Sir,” he whispered. “Not even close.”

Victor’s hands settled on Simon’s lower back. “It’s not like this every day. But…I guess it’s safe to say we’ll be able to find something that’s going to work for both of us, based on how you were begging last night.”

“I think so.”

He gently raked his nails up Simon’s back. “I don’t want to play with anyone else. I mean, if you want to leave that flexible for the future, okay. But right now, I know I’m going to have too damn much fun with you. We haven’t even scratched the tip of the iceberg yet.”

The warm feeling flowing through him wasn’t coffee—yet. But he knew it was love. “Then bring it.”

Victor grinned. “Ooh, a challenge. Me likey.”

Simon was going to kiss him again when they heard a noise downstairs.

“What the hell was that?” Victor whispered.

Simon grabbed a pair of shorts and, with Victor not far behind him, quietly headed down the stairs.

He saw a shadow moving. “Hey!” Simon yelled.

The person tripped, letting out a very familiar-sounding scream of pain.

“You son of a bitch!” Simon yelled and jumped on top of him, swinging.

 

* * * *

 

Victor had gone for his phone instead of clothes. When he got to the base of the stairs, the 911 operator answered and Victor had just enough time to give their address and that they had an intruder when he heard Simon yell and then jump.

He found a light switch, and saw Simon was on top of the guy, who was facedown on the floor. The guy had tripped over a couple of paddles Victor had left there from last night’s play session.

Setting the phone down, Victor grabbed a coil of rope and jumped on the guy, grabbing his legs and tightly hog-tying him while Simon wrestled the guy’s arms behind him. A second coil of rope easily took care of that, and by the time Victor grabbed his phone again, they heard sirens in the distance.

“Here.” He handed Simon his phone and went to grab a pair of shorts from the dryer so he could open the front door.

When the first deputy arrived, Victor waved him inside and he ran in, sidearm drawn, then laughing as he reholstered it.

“You did my job for me.”

“Well, that son of a bitch is lucky I don’t have a gun,” Simon said. “And he damn well knew I didn’t have one, didn’t you, you fuck!”

Victor had to pull Simon back to keep him from kicking at the intruder’s head as the deputy was now trying to handcuff him.

“Babe, you know him?”

“Fuck yeah, I know him! That’s goddamned Greg, my ex!”

 

* * * *

 

Another deputy arrived, and they got Greg searched, his rights read to him, and loaded him into the back of one of the cars while the first deputy took Simon and Victor’s statement.

“Is this the key to your place?” He held one up that they’d taken off him.

“That fucker! He had another key!”

“You didn’t change the locks when you kicked him out?” Victor asked.

“No. It’s a rental. That’s a pain in the ass. I didn’t think he’d do that.”

“But he’s not supposed to be here?” the deputy asked.

“No. I kicked him out. Hey, wait a minute.” He thought back to various misplaced items, and the missing leftovers. “I bet he’s been coming back here for a while.”

Simon wanted to go beat the answer out of him, but the deputies asked him to let them handle it.

“Motherfucker,” Simon muttered. “Now I wish I’d punched him a few more times.”

He had gotten a few licks in, including one that was definitely going to leave Greg with a shiner.

I should have kicked him in the balls.

The first deputy returned. “You want the good news, or the bad news.”

“Bad,” they said in unison.

“The reason he broke in wasn’t to steal anything.”

Simon and Victor exchanged a confused glance. “How is that the bad news?” Simon asked. “And why was he here?”

The deputy was wearing black nitrile gloves, and he held up a plastic evidence bag.

Inside, what looked like several used tissues.

Victor recoiled. “Ohhh, you gotta be shitting me.”

“What?” Simon asked.

“He was jerking off while watching us?” Victor asked.

The deputy nodded. “Yep. He said he ate some food a couple of times, but didn’t steal anything. So, technically him not stealing anything is the good news. Why he was really here, though, is the bad.”

Simon shuddered. “That is utterly fucked up. We want to press charges. Did he say why he fucking perved on us?”

“He’s living in a hotel and said he misses you, and that you blocked his phone number. He was lonely.”

“Gross,” Victor said. “I’m sorry, but that’s just creepy.”

“I agree,” the deputy said.

It was an hour before Victor could get out of there. Fortunately, it wasn’t making him late, because he’d awakened early.

Before he left, Simon pulled Victor in for a kiss. “I hope that didn’t scare you off.”

Victor stopped, turned, and drew him in for another kiss. “Notice the tie?”

Now Simon did, smiling. “You just wore it Friday.”

“I don’t care.” He smoothed it down. “Even better, the memories are nice and fresh.” He nipped Simon’s right ear. “Just like the cane marks on your ass.”

“We need to move. I don’t want to stay here when my lease is up.”

“Agreed. Get the locks changed today. Call the landlord. I’ll pay half, whatever it is. Or if we need to, I’ll stop on the way home and get some and change them myself.”

 

* * * *

 

Victor still wasn’t sure what to think about the crazy morning. He was still processing.

A shudder rolled through him.

And I thought I was a perv?

Greg had admitted to spying on them several times while they slept, each time getting bolder and bolder.

The man needed help. Serious help.

Didn’t mean Victor wasn’t going to press charges, though.

As he headed to the office to meet his first clients of the morning, he had to pass by the neighborhood where the duplex was.

Okay, weirder and weirder.

It was like the Universe was conspiring not just to bring them together, but to shove them toward finding a place that was theirs.

For the first time since graduating college, everything in his life felt right.

Other than the creeper and unfortunate ghosts.

He’d done a little more research and found out June had also been involved in a justified shooting over a year ago on Manasota Key. She and a friend had been jumped by a guy, the friend’s abusive ex, and he’d had a knife.

June had dropped him.

Victor didn’t have anything against guns, but he didn’t have any, either. He’d been thinking about it for a while, because other realtors were now carrying, especially women. Including Lara. Sometimes, they had to see clients alone, out of the office, and in an empty house.

This is Florida.

He’d think about that later. Today, he wanted to sell a house and be able to celebrate with Simon when he got home.

And try to rid himself of the creepy feeling of having been spied on.

 

* * * *

 

The rental agency sent a locksmith out that afternoon to re-key the locks. Simon paid the bill without question and had four shiny new keys in his hand when the guy left.

Against his better judgment, Simon called one of his mutual friends with Greg, the fucking kind of friend, to talk to him and tell him what happened.

“So I guess what I’m asking is have you talked to Greg lately? Did he say anything that would explain this insane behavior?”

“I know he’s been missing you. He said he was talking to you, trying to get you to change your mind and take him back.”

“Yeah, no. That’s not been happening. At all. I’d blocked his number.”

“Fuck, man. Sorry. That’s creepy as shit.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Well, congratulations, anyway. On your new guy.”

“Yeah. Thanks.”

After getting off the phone with him, he called the deputy back from that morning and updated him with that info, including the guy’s name and phone number, plus names and phone numbers of other mutual friends.

He didn’t know if they’d be able to use the info, but maybe the judge could order Greg to get counseling or something.

It was more than a relief when Victor returned home that evening a little before seven.

“Am I glad to see you?”

“Why? What happened?”

“You came home.”

“Can’t scare me off that easily. Did the locks get changed?”

“Yes, Sir.” Simon held up a key for him.

Victor stared at it for a moment before he took it. “You’re sure you’re okay calling me Sir?”

“Let’s not beat around the bush—I love you. I want to keep doing whatever the hell this is that we’re doing. You said yourself that it’s not ass-caning every night. Frankly, we’ve had the hottest sex we’ve ever had the past two days, and it was pretty damn hot to start with. I think if you keep mixing sex and that, you’re right. You’ll have me hooked. Call me your slave, if you want, because before long, I know dang well I’m going to be begging for that anyway.”

Victor slowly nodded. “There’s just one more thing.”

“What?”

Victor dropped down onto one knee and held Simon’s left hand. “If you’re going to be my slave, you need to be my husband, too. I know I said I wanted to take things slow, but it looks like at every turn, the Universe is conspiring to shove us together. I might be stubborn, but I can take a damn hint. Will you marry me?”

Simon nodded. “On one condition.”

“What?”

“You log into my laptop for me, please, and delete those fucking pictures I copied over from that asshole’s thumb drive. I don’t want them there. I have no reason to keep them.”

Victor stood, his arms around Simon. “Anything for you, baby. Anything.” 


Chapter Fifteen

 

“Are you sure?”

Simon propped his hands on his hips. “You are awfully damn whiny for a Dom, you know that? Yes, I’m sure, Victor.”

“I’m not whiny. I’m cautious.”

“Then you’d better collar me as your fucking slave and quit screwing around before you aggravate me.”

When Victor smiled, then started laughing, Simon knew he’d been had.

Again.

Victor pulled Simon in for a kiss.

Four weeks living together, and both men knew this wasn’t just for now.

It was forever.

Not only had Victor’s Domly side not scared Simon away, Simon had started craving their play. Sometimes it wasn’t more than a few slaps on his ass.

But when Victor had purchased a leather collar and matching set of wrist and ankle cuffs, Simon had dropped to his knees in front of Victor and begged to run around naked and wear them.

Begged.

And then only after Victor had relented and put them on Simon did Simon realize how expertly he’d been played.

It was that sneaky damn smile Victor had that gave him away every time.

Simon didn’t mind. In fact, he loved Victor even more for it. He’d revealed more of his sneaky Dom side to Simon, and it was then that Simon realized he was craving the good kinds of mind games from the man.

“Next Saturday,” Victor said. “At the club.”

Simon grabbed him by the head and kissed him. “Thank you.”

“Some Doms might say I’m doing this whole Dom thing wrong.” He let out a sigh. “But they’re probably assholes, so fuck ’em.”

“No, you only get to fuck me,” Simon reminded him.

Victor grabbed his ass and ground his hips against Simon’s. “That’s right baby. Only you.”

“Oh, Greg decided to plead guilty to everything in exchange for a reduced sentence.”

“He did?”

“Yeah. Check this out—his ex in New York said Greg did the same thing to him. That’s why Greg ended up moving, to avoid charges being pressed.”

“Ew.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Maybe he should go to jail then,” Victor said.

“No, I want him out of our lives. He’ll get probation, he’ll probably still keep his job, or at least be able to get another one, and they’ll issue a restraining order against him to keep him away from us. Do you really want to testify at a trial about something like this? Because I know I don’t.”

“True.” Victor rubbed noses with him. “So I’m going to collar me a submissive, hmm?”

“Uh, nooo. You said you were going to collar me as your slave.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, duh!” He poked Victor’s chest. “You stood right here and…”

Victor was already laughing.

“And you played me again.”

“Did I?”

Grin.

“Should I start calling you Master Studly Pants now or after I’m collared, Sir?”

“What happened to calling me Master Hugeus Erectus?”

“That was last week. I’ve changed my mind.”

“Are slaves allowed to do that?”

“You tell me.” He snuggled against him again. “Your rules.”

Victor let out a sigh. “Hoisted by my own technicalities, huh?”

“Suck it up, buttercup.”

 

* * * *

 

They had a good crowd for their collaring. Even though Victor and Simon still hadn’t met Tilly in person, they were friends with her two men, Cris and Landry, and their friend Bob, who apparently hung around a lot with the triad. Simon and Victor had been to their house a couple of times for dinner with the three men, although Tilly had been out of town.

Even June and Scrye were in attendance.

Victor and Simon and the others had kept their mouths shut about what they knew. The woman had obviously been through enough. No need to mention what they thought they’d seen.

If they’d even be believed.

Plus, tonight was about celebrating. Victor had popped the question last week, with every intention of waiting a few months to hold the wedding, but in that week he’d realized something.

Waiting was a stupid fucking plan.

Both of them were certain what they wanted, and that this was what they wanted.

Neither of them needed to keep being careful and cautious when even their careful and cautious friends wanted to know when they could start looking for wedding invitations.

Loren called everyone together. “Hey, we need y’all’s attention.” She smiled. “We got us a collarin’ to attend to.”

Victor rolled his eyes. “I don’t have that much of a drawl.”

Simon held up his thumb and index finger, barely apart.

“Smart ass.”

Simon stuck out his tongue at him. “Yes, Sir.”

When everyone had settled, Loren dropped the drawl and got started.

“For starters, Tilly sends her love—”

“And postcards from London, pip pip, what,” Gilo chimed in with a British accent, cracking everyone up.

“And that,” Loren said. “I always tell people this is a family, and it really is. It’s an adopted family. And we keep growing it by bringing others in. Lara, Brad, Everett, and Wylie brought in Victor. Wade, Glen, and Justin brought in Simon. And two more people found each other who might not have ever met. I never take that for granted, how special what we do here is to our lives. We celebrate and mourn together. We support each other. We keep each other’s counsel. We do some pretty crazy shit sometimes.”

“Word,” Gilo muttered, prompting more laughs.

“But what we always do above all else is done with love. For each other, for this lifestyle, and for ourselves. We learn to stand up and do what we need in this life, even if it rubs us raw in the process to keep swimming upstream, to keep fighting against the grain, take care of what we truly need to be happy. Victor?”

He held Simon’s hands, smiling down at him. “I don’t know what the hell I did right to meet you, but I’m sure glad I did. You and I have done a lot of talking, and we’ve made plans. But the only thing that matters right this moment is I need you to say out loud, for everyone to hear, that you want to be my submissive.”

“Slave, numb-nuts. I want to be your slave.”

Everyone roared with laughter, Gilo nearly falling over, he was gasping so hard for breath.

Victor grinned. “So you want to be my slave, hmm?”

“Yes. I want you to be my Master, and I’m your slave.”

“I suppose you want me to collar you right now in front of all these people, huh?”

“Damn right I do!” Simon dropped to his knees and pointed at his neck. “Right there, buddy.”

“I…can’t…take…it!” Gilo wheezed, finally having to sit down because he’d started coughing from laughing so hard. His wife, Abbey, shook her head as she pounded him on the back.

“Please don’t choke to death, John. Tilly will kill me if I let that happen.”

That only made him laugh harder.

 

* * * *

 

Simon would later blame it on the butt plug, on the fact that maybe no one else could hear it, but Simon could feel it rolling around in his ass while Victor dragged the ceremony out.

The only way it was getting shut off was if he got collared and took twenty cane strokes in front of everyone.

And he needed it shut off, soon, because if Victor didn’t shut it off, Simon was going to come.

And if he came before Victor told him to, he was going to have to spend the next three days in chastity, whatever the fuck that was.

Hell, he didn’t even know what it was, and had found himself begging to add it to the punishment list while Victor had him tied up and was going down on him and talking to him about the plans for the collaring ceremony, and…

Fuck.

I’m screwed.

Sooooo screwed.

Victor’s hand dipped into his pocket, and Simon grimaced in preparation for the explosion…except the damn sadist smiled and turned the vibrator all the way off, his pleased grin all the proof Simon needed to know that he was wrapped around the man’s fingers, but good.

Or was that butt good?

When Victor’s hand emerged from his pocket, he held a stainless steel necklace. After draping it around Simon’s neck, he held his hands out to him to help him up.

“My very good boy. I promise, as your Master, that I’ll take very good care of you. Starting with our wedding eight weeks from now.”

“Eight?”

“Okay, fine, four weeks.”

“You sadistic son of a bitch.” He grabbed Victor’s shirt and kissed him, hard. “Is this what life is going to be like for the rest of our lives?”

“I fucking hope so.”

Simon smiled up at him. “Me, too.”

“Yeah, well, that was fun,” Loren said. “Congrats, and I pronounce you, eh, whatever the hell you two are.”

“Master and one very happy slave,” Simon said.

“What he said,” Victor echoed.

 

* * * *

 

It was a gorgeous evening, and a slight breeze and the citronella candles kept any hint of mosquitoes away.

While over half of the attendees were Suncoast Society members, it was a vanilla gathering.

Well, vanilla-ish.

With Victor’s coworkers and family, Simon’s coworkers and family, and vanilla friends in attendance, they went for a sedate, short, ceremony with the focus on the fun and food of the reception. They’d asked everyone to dress for a backyard barbecue. Simon had chosen their matching shirts, bright Hawaiian print florals mostly in blue.

Victor didn’t care if they were dressed in tuxes or bare-ass naked. All he cared about was the ring he was about to put on this gorgeous man’s hand.

And the one Simon was going to put on his.

Loren smiled as everyone gathered around the men. “Hey, everybody. We have got some massively good-looking grub tonight.” A low wave of laughter rippled through the crowd. “So let’s keep this short and sweet, as per the men’s request.” She opened a small journal in her hands. “Join hands, you two.”

They did.

“Tonight is about love and trust and friendship and family. Victor and Simon have asked you all together this evening to be a part of this celebration, a witness to their commitment to each other—”

“And the psych ward,” Gilo chimed in, earning a louder round of laughs from the Suncoast Society people.

Loren didn’t miss a beat. “I’ll make sure to tell Tilly you were paying attention, Gilo.”

Gilo blew her a kiss, making her smile. “And for those of you who don’t know,” Loren said, “long story short, Gilo’s kind of a good-luck tradition among our friends.”

She got back on book. “There are all kinds of love, but when two people decide to make a life together, what they start with isn’t what they have months or years later. It grows and changes, becomes stronger, survives the challenges thrown at it. Takes root and deeply winds through the dirt to form a strong enough foundation to allow them to weather every storm.

“Victor Dumont, do you take this man, Simon Hall, to love, honor, and cherish, for every day and in every way, so long as you both shall live?”

Victor suddenly had two and then three Simons standing in front of him, the unexpected tears blurring his vision until he could blink them away. “I do.”

“Do you, Simon Hall, take this man, Victor Dumont, to love, honor, and obey, for every day and in every way, so long as you both shall live?”

Simon nodded, smiling. “I do.”

“The rings, please.”

Everett had them both for simplicity, handing Victor the ring first to place on Simon’s hand, and then handing Victor’s to Simon.

“Join hands again. With these rings, you wear a symbol of your eternal love, no beginning, no end, ever going, always growing. Know that these people who love you are here to witness your love for each other, and celebrate that love with you. May you have sunny skies and smooth sailing. May you have a life together full of riches and abundance. May you know nothing but peace and love and strength. May you feel joy and hope forever. And by the power vested in me by the State of Florida, I now pronounce you husband and husband. Congratulations. Please kiss.”

Everyone started clapping and chanting. “Kiss…kiss…kiss!”

Victor smiled, pulling Simon in for a slightly PG-13-rated snog, but as he looked down into his husband’s eyes, he knew Simon didn’t mind that at all. “Love you, Mr. Dumont.”

Simon’s smile widened. “Love you, too…Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

That night, when they finally returned to the townhouse, Victor threw Simon over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry to hoist him over the threshold. When he got inside, he dumped him onto the couch.

“Sorry. That’s as far as you get toted.” Victor kicked the front door shut behind him and locked it, turning and unbuttoning his shirt. “Get naked. Now. That ass better be lubed like I told you to, or this is not going to be fun for you.”

“Oh, it is, Sir.”

Simon had been eagerly waiting for this part of their day. Victor rounded the end of the sofa and Simon was already sitting exactly how he knew Victor wanted him, legs spread wide, knees up and back, ass at the edge of the sofa.

Victor shoved in bare, hot and hard and making Simon hiss with pleasure. “Goddamn, man. What the hell you got in that thing tonight?”

“A load for you, baby.” He pushed Simon back against the couch and crushed his lips, sucking on his tongue as Simon got a moment to adjust to his cock.

First bareback load.

“Fuck it in me good. Get it up there deep.”

In the past several weeks, not only had they plumbed the depths of Simon’s kinkyness, he’d found a metaphorical backhoe and started digging.

He’d discovered he absolutely loved it when Victor got filthy with him—because it was him, not someone else, he was talking with, about, and to.

“Gonna mark this ass real good tonight,” Victor muttered against Simon’s lips. “Inside and out.”

“You gonna tie me up and cane me?”

“Damn right I am.” Victor sat up, hands braced on the back of the sofa as he long-stroked his cock into Simon’s ass. “With that butt plug holding this load of cum in, while I feed you another load from the other end to meet in the middle.”

Tonight, Simon knew, he wasn’t going to be allowed to come until he’d paid first. With his flesh. Paddling, caning—he honestly didn’t care.

Because now every orgasm that accompanied that delicious bite felt that much stronger.

And he loved the wicked gleam in Victor’s eye when he negotiated the payment from him.

Simon had never felt so fucking horny in his entire life. He wasn’t sure when the new relationship fucking would start to wear off, but so far, they were going strong.

And sleeping great every night.

He could tell Victor was trying to hold back, make it last, so Simon played dirty and started squeezing Victor’s cock with his ass.

“Oh, you fucker!” A flurry of hard, pounding strokes later, and Victor finished deep inside Simon, throbbing, shooting that first load raw inside him.

“Oops. Did I do that?”

Victor’s laughter was contagious. Simon wrapped his arms and legs around him as Victor flipped them over so Simon was on top.

“Do you have any idea how much I love you?” Victor asked.

“Pretty good clue. You’d have to love me at least as much as I love you to dive head first down the rabbit hole like this.”


Chapter Sixteen

 

“Did you research it?”

Victor couldn’t read Simon’s eyes behind his sunglasses as he stared at the front of the house.

“I Googled the hell out of this motherfucker. No deaths, no murders, and apparently not a meth house. The builder sold it to the current owner, who is now moving out of state for their job.”

The four bedroom, three and a half bath house had a pool and a hot tub.

Even better, it had a fenced in backyard, very private.

The lots were large enough so that you weren’t looking directly into your neighbor’s bedroom window, but not so large they’d use up all their days off doing yard work.

And the kitchen had a counter island the perfect size for being tied down to and fucked upon.

“I really like it.”

Victor slung an arm around his shoulders. “Two-car garage. We can both park inside. No more dashing through the rain to unload groceries.”

If someone had told Victor he’d be involved with someone this soon after Peter, much less be married to them for a month and looking at buying a house together, he’d have told them to take their meds.

But now he couldn’t imagine life without Simon.

He damn sure didn’t want to think about his life before Simon.

The house, in the eastern part of the county, was a ten-minute drive from Tilly, Leigh, Mevi and Doyle, and Leo’s family. It’d mean a slightly longer drive to work for both of them, but the privacy tradeoff was worth it.

“I think that back bedroom overlooking the pool would be a cool dungeon.”

Victor nipped Simon’s left ear. “So is that a yes or no, baby?”

“I’m thinking.” He crossed his arms over his chest even as he tipped his head onto Victor’s shoulder.

Victor had dealt with some hard-sell clients in his years selling real estate.

Simon was proving to be the toughest of all.

Personally, he thought the house was great. They were getting to see it a day ahead of everyone else, able to slide their offer in first, if they wanted it, since it was being listed through their agency.

But it definitely wouldn’t be on the market for long.

“Can we really afford it?” Simon finally asked.

“We can pay cash for it.”

“But can we afford it?”

Something else he loved about Simon, how cautious he was with money. Not to the point of annoyance, but responsible adulting that made Victor every bit as horny as his threats to clean did Simon.

“With both of us working, yeah. I mean, it cuts into our savings some to buy it outright, but we’re both still working. I figured out the taxes, insurance, and averaged the maintenance. It won’t be much worse than paying rent every month at the townhouse. And we save the interest by paying cash for it.”

“What’d the inspector say?”

“Clean bill of health.”

Victor didn’t speak again, waiting for Simon to make the call. Who said Doms didn’t let their subs make decisions?

They damn sure did if they wanted a happy sub.

And as far as Victor was concerned, having a happy sub was more important than some mythical Dom cred.

Simon slowly nodded. “Okay. Let’s put in an offer.” He looked up into Victor’s eyes. “Let’s do this…Sir.”

Victor’s cock hardened. “Fuuuck, I thought we agreed you weren’t going to tease me at work.”

“You’re not at work. Oh, oops, I guess you are technically working.” He grinned, though, letting Victor know he knew exactly what the hell he was doing.

Victor turned, his arms around Simon. “Listen, boy. Someone better be careful, or they’ll get tied down to that kitchen island with a vibrating butt plug in their ass and forced to watch me scrub tile grout and be not allowed to come. Eh, you not allowed to come, not me not allowed to come.”

Simon’s teeth clamped onto his lower lip. “You wouldn’t.”

“Watch me.”

The stare-down lasted all of three seconds before they both burst out laughing and hugged. “Yeah, we’re officially weird,” Simon said.

Victor smiled. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

 

 

THE END
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