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Suncoast Society

Indifference of Heaven

Boyd’s avoided his loneliness by attending his friend Kent’s “parties”—full-on sexy time that helps the Dom forget he can never have Caleb. Especially since Caleb works for him, and he has no idea if Caleb’s even gay.

Recently-out Caleb decides the only way he’ll get his hunky boss out of his mind for good is by letting Kent set him up at a special private party. Caleb can be blindfolded, which makes it even hotter. But the hooded mystery Dom who takes control of Caleb for the night makes him want even more.

Horrified, Boyd belatedly realizes the mystery guy is the one guy who’s off-limits. Still, Boyd conceals his identity while enjoying the best night of his life. A night that can never be repeated.

Except walking away from Caleb is harder than he thought. When someone else wants to move in and claim the man, Boyd needs to choose between his career…or love. Or can he have both?
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Chapter One

 

Boyd stood back, away from the main throng in the living room, watching. The center of attention was the twink currently getting gang-banged over the large hassock that was part of Kent’s obscenely huge living room sectional sofa. Kent had, of course, put down sheets to protect all the furniture.

Kent might be a kinky pervert, but he was a practical kind of guy and didn’t want his furniture ruined.

Boyd had finally stripped naked a few minutes ago, once the festivities had started. More to not stand out than because he’d fully made up his mind to participate. Everyone here tonight was confirmed to be at least twenty-one because Kent wasn’t an idiot and didn’t want any underaged-drinking charges.

There were about thirty guys here tonight, including Kent. He threw one of these larger get-togethers every couple of months, smaller ones more often. Full bowls of condoms and packets of lube all over, and the only rules were use a condom if asked, no means no, don’t get sloppy drunk, everyone who drank alcohol must turn their keys over to Kent and be sober before they left if they wanted to get them back, and no drugs.

And never, ever pee in the pool or the hot tub.

That one, especially, would get you banned for life from his parties.

There were a couple of others, but the kinds of people Kent invited wouldn’t violate those rules anyway.

Kent lived in a huge house on twenty acres in east Venice, so no worries about neighbors, or noise complaints, or parking issues. Boyd wasn’t sure how Kent had made his money, and frankly, he didn’t consider it any of his business. But Kent was the kind of rich guy who could afford to have the parties he enjoyed, invite who he wanted—meaning at least one or two guys would eagerly volunteer for getting plowed by him that night—and still appear respectable to the greater Venice upper echelon social circles he mixed with.

The attendees tonight were a mix of singles and couples who liked to play around with others. Kent didn’t discriminate, either. If a guy was nice, could follow Kent’s rules, made Kent laugh or challenged Kent’s intelligent brain, he might get an invite. Rich, poor, old, young, bear or twink—Kent didn’t care. His feeling was that there was a dick for every hole, or a hole for every dick.

That was maybe the main reason Boyd liked to stay on the list. Because it wasn’t some snooty, young-and-hot-guys-only shindig. Boyd had been to dozens of Kent’s events, big and small, and had never met a figurative asshole. Sure, he’d met guys he wasn’t attracted to in terms of fucking them, but everyone had at least been nice to talk to. A young twink might actually have an interesting hobby, or be funny as fuck, someone who could hold an intelligent conversation when not filled to the brim with dick.

Or, maybe, even when he was, making him a special kind of talent.

Watching the blue-eyed twink with the buzzed blond hair currently seesawing between a heavier, older bear plowing his ass who probably had ten years on Boyd’s thirty-nine, and the silver fox who was about Boyd’s age fucking his mouth, had Boyd semi-hard.

Hmm.

The main reason he’d changed his mind and called Kent this morning to ask if he could change his RSVP from a no to a yes was Kyle.

Last night, seeing Tristan kiss Kyle at the Friday night rope group at Venture, the obvious way their relationship had shifted gears from friends and roommates to a couple, meant Boyd no longer had any kind of legit excuse to say no to Kent’s recent pleadings with him to come over.

And…come.

Boyd knew Kyle was a Top, but he’d been trying to work up the courage to ask him out. He’d suspected Kyle was bi, like Tristan.

He should have known from how territorial Tris was about Kyle in general that Tris would eventually get into the man’s pants.

Boyd’s last serious relationship had gone tits-up eight months earlier, when he caught the guy right-swiping in a dating app. Supposedly just to chat guys up, but Boyd didn’t risk it. They were supposed to be exclusive.

Fortunately, he’d never gone bareback with the guy, but he’d still marched his unhappy ass down to the clinic to get a full panel run all the same.

Last week, he’d met a guy through a dating app, and they’d had coffee and dinner together. Larry. He would have gone out with the guy tonight, if the man didn’t have to work. They were nowhere near being exclusive yet. In fact, he knew the guy had met someone last night for drinks and to chat while Boyd had gone to the rope event.

He would have invited Larry tonight except Kent hadn’t met him. Kent had a strict rule that these “special” parties were only for people Kent personally knew, liked, and signed off on in advance. No surprise guests—even if they’d previously attended one of Kent’s parties—and no talking about them to anyone, either. Must have current neg test results, too, wrapped or not.

And the sad fact was Boyd hadn’t known Larry long or well enough that he’d be willing to vouch for him to Kent and risk his own invites to these little soirees. More because even if he didn’t do anything other than get a blowjob at some of them, he liked Kent, and he liked to watch others having fun.

No one in his BDSM group of friends knew about Kent’s “parties.” He knew most of his friends from Venture and the Suncoast Society thought Boyd was all Midwest Yupper nice, not Sodom and Gomorrah.

Larry was three years younger than Boyd and could kiss great, but all they’d done was kiss. Boyd had been honest with the man that he wanted to take his time going serious after being burned the last time.

Larry wasn’t exactly a submissive, even though he did claim he was a bottom. Boyd could handle someone who wasn’t necessarily kinky, as long as they didn’t mind him playing at Venture and they themselves were a bottom.

Boyd kept watching. He thought about maybe stepping forward to take a turn.

Except…

Boyd wasn’t sure this was the scene he really wanted.

The bear came first, leaving handprints in the twink’s hips when he pulled out and went to discard the condom. Another guy stepped in and took his place, this time bare. He flipped the twink onto his back and bent him in half to pile-drive his cock into the twink’s ass.

Now that the twink was right-side up, another twink climbed into the pile to work his head between the twink and the guy in his ass and start blowing the man. Then someone stepped in behind twink number two and started fucking him.

The party had only started twenty minutes ago, after Kent went through his usual recitation of the night’s rules and other information.

Another guy made twink two stop so he could wrap the bottom twink’s cock in a jelly cockring that separated his cock and balls and would make him last longer. Boyd wasn’t sure if the twink had wanted it or not, but he wasn’t trying to make the guy fucking his throat stop, and when the other twink went back to blowing him, he grabbed him by the hair and held him in place.

Kent wandered up to Boyd, smiling as he watched the scene and stroking his thick five inches. What Kent didn’t have in length he made up for in girth, a proverbial soda can of a cock.

Literally the kind of girth Boyd thought only existed in porn and romance novels.

The first time Boyd had seen it, he couldn’t help but stare at it. Fortunately, Kent was proud of it and loved people staring at it.

And while Boyd had never bottomed to him, from watching other guys, Kent might not be much in the looks department from the neck up, and his cock might be on the shorter end of the scale, but he could apparently throw a fantastic, mind-blowing fuck. About three inches shorter than Boyd’s six one, Kent wasn’t a gym rat, a little soft in places, but still in decent shape for a guy probably in his mid-fifties. Neatly trimmed dark brown hair shot with silver here and there, and brown eyes, he waxed his chest and back and kept his bush and balls shaved.

Which made staring at that monster cock even more fascinating.

Kent usually waited to blow his load once or twice later in the evening, after asses were loosened and poppers were huffed and some greedy twink, who’d likely been edged all night and not allowed to come, was ready to have his eyes rolled back in his head by that massive hunk of meat.

“Starting out good already, right?” Kent asked.

“Yeah, another fun night.”

“Go get you some, man. I love watching you fuck.”

“I…will. You know me. I take my time.”

Kent slapped him on the ass, laughing as he walked away to talk to another guest.

Boyd was used to that, although he never would have tolerated it at a BDSM party. The rules at one of Kent’s shindigs were far looser.

Plus he’d been friends with Kent for going on ten years, so it wasn’t like he was a stranger. Boyd always cut the man some slack.

Context, yo.

Someone else had stepped in, grabbing the twink’s free hand and closing it around his cock to jack him. Boyd decided to head out to the lanai, where a few guys had moved to the pool or hot tub. He grabbed his towel and spread it on the edge of the concrete pool deck, sitting there with his feet dangling in the water.

Yeah, he was sort of hard…but he hadn’t really made up his mind yet what he wanted to do.

Rather, who he wanted to do.

Or if he even wanted to do anyone tonight.

Two guys in the pool had a third between them. From the happy OMG-face on the man in the middle, he was being DP’d. One of the Tops spotted Boyd sitting there, whispered something to the other Top, and together they moved over to stand in front of Boyd. Boyd vaguely recognized one of the Tops, the one in front, but he didn’t think he’d seen the other Top or the bottom before.

“He’s got a great mouth on him,” the guy in the back said with a grin. “He likes having both his holes filled.”

Why not?

Boyd spread his thighs in agreement.

The man in front grabbed the bottom’s hair and shoved him onto Boyd’s cock. “There you go, little piggy. Show him how good you squeal.”

Boyd felt the guy’s moans and held his head in place to take over. He didn’t want to nut yet, unsure if he’d be able to get it up a second time that evening and preferring to wait. So while that man got plowed, Boyd used the man’s mouth more as a jack toy than a blowjob, holding him still when he needed to ease back and pumping his head up and down on him when he wanted more.

The guy obviously had experience and quickly sussed what Boyd wanted.

“Feel free to come, if you want,” the guy in back said. “He loves to swallow.”

Boyd smiled. “I’m in no hurry. Just going to enjoy it, for now.”

“Gotcha.”

The two Tops had likely taken blue pills, and while Boyd couldn’t see their cocks, he’d bet they both had cockrings to last as long as they were. He had no idea how long they’d been fucking before he arrived, and they seesawed the man in the middle at least twenty minutes before the one in front grunted he was coming.

The one in back hadn’t nutted yet, so when the first pulled out, the second turned the guy so he was facing Boyd, and the DP with a side-order of BJ turned into a spitroast.

The man could deep-throat, too. Boyd toyed with him, holding him down and watching his body tense, waiting until just before he knew the man would signal he needed air to back off to his head for the man to tongue the crown and draw in air.

Just to do it to him again.

Boyd didn’t mind bottoming. Enjoyed it with the right partner. But usually at these little get-togethers at Kent’s, he didn’t bottom, much to Kent’s perennial disappointment.

The Top held on to the guy he was fucking by his shoulders and looked like he was winding up to slide into home. Boyd still remained undecided and opted to pull the man’s head deep onto his nine inches again, and sure enough, the Top came.

As soon as he did, Boyd released the man, giving him a friendly scratch on the top of his head. “Thanks, man.”

The guy looked up at him. “You didn’t come yet.”

He smiled down at him. “I’m good for now. I might hunt you down later to finish me off, depending on how things go.”

That made the guy smile and lean in to swipe the tip of his tongue over Boyd’s slit. “Wouldn’t mind having you up my ass, Sir.”

A little shiver rippled through Boyd. The guy had green eyes, and he was always a sucker for green eyes.

He also heard the capital S in the guy’s comment.

Another head scratch. “Be a good boy tonight, and you just might. But if Kent’s going to fuck you, hunt me down first. You won’t even feel me after him.”

The Top laughed. “True story. Come on, piggy. Let’s find you more cocks to suck.”

Boyd leaned back, propping himself on his hands, and looked around to weigh his options. More guys were working their way out to the pool, either having busted their nut with the party opener, or having their interest tweaked enough by the scene that they were ready for fun of their own.

On a lounger across the pool from Boyd, a chubby, older man with too many pounds and not nearly enough hair to be considered a bear was riding a nice cock that had to be at least a good eleven inches. A black guy Boyd saw at probably half the parties, Pete, walked up, and the chubby guy opened his mouth to suck him down. After a quick consultation with both of them, soon Pete was also balls-deep in the chub’s ass, and the bottom was a happy camper when a third guy walked up to fill his moaning pie hole.

Good for him.

Kent’s personal motto in action. The chub wasn’t someone who turned Boyd’s crank, but he wasn’t everyone, either.

A couple of Tops approached Boyd as he sat there, thinking maybe he was a bottom, but Boyd just smiled and gave a quick shake of his head, and they moved on without resentment.

He heard a cheer go up inside, and it was enough to make Boyd want to investigate. He grabbed his towel, dried off his legs, and headed into the living room.

The same twink was still on the hassock, but now he was riding another twink’s cock, a different bear had also worked his cock into the original twink’s ass, and both the twinks were working on Kent’s massive meat with their mouths.

Kent saw Boyd standing there and smiled. “We’re getting him ready for me later.”

“Is he tonight’s chosen one?”

“One of.” Kent ruffled the buzzed and practically nonexistent hair of the blond, blue-eyed twink. “Begged me to fuck him. Never had him before. Want to help fist him later to loosen him up for me?”

Boyd smiled. “Maybe.” That twink would likely wake up sore and drained tomorrow morning, and probably walking funny for a few days, at least. And likely feeling very proud of himself.

If he was anything like any of the others Boyd had watched take Kent’s cock, he’d be practically addicted to it from that point on, another size queen who’d never be happy with a decently hung guy like him again.

Another reason why Kent liked to rotate his party rosters. He didn’t want any of his “boys” getting jealous or thinking they had a claim on him or his cock.

Which was another reason Boyd was invited to all of Kent’s events, even though he declined far more invites than he accepted. Kent knew Boyd had a particular type, and it wasn’t him. Kent also liked that Boyd was a sadist, and it wasn’t unusual for him to have party guests wanting Boyd’s specific kind of attention.

Hence why Kent had set up his back bedroom the way he did, with Boyd and a few others in mind.

Boyd drifted through the kitchen to get himself a soda, and then into the great room, where Spaceballs was playing on a sixty-inch plasma screen TV on the wall. It was set to mute and the captions were on, because over the speakers Kent had some generic, techno house music to fuck by playing.

He shook his head, laughing, because Kent really was like a big kid, in some ways.

An older guy was on his knees in front of a black guy Boyd had seen at several of the more recent parties, and a tall, lanky redhead Boyd had never seen before. Boyd laid his towel down, even though there was a sheet on the sofa, and sat to watch the show.

The men were taking turns fucking his mouth, nothing at all easy or gentle about it. Apparently that’s how the guy liked it, because despite the tears and snot streaming from him, he kept his hands laced together behind him and had to be pulled off one to the other, back and forth.

As Boyd watched, a couple other guys joined in, and another dropped to his knees on the floor to have fun, too.

Yeah, he wished he had a guy over a spanking bench tonight and was laying stripes on his flesh, but this was a close second.

The movie was halfway over when Kent walked in, plopped down next to Boyd, and leaned in. “Next Saturday, any plans?” Kent asked in a soft voice.

“Why?”

“Private.” He held up five fingers, leaning in closer. “Newbie wants to have his horizons broadened and his ass caned. Cutie. Green eyes.” He winked. “You, me, him, and three cuties who’ve been begging me to break them in, who I’m going to also turn loose on the newbie at the start of the night.”

“That’s six.”

Kent counted them out and grinned. “Damn, you’re right. Anyway, so other than the beginning of the evening, where Green Eyes wants to be used as a party favor, he’ll be all yours, if you want him.”

“You’re not going to fuck him?”

“Would love to, but I’d split him open. He’s not ready to leave the kiddie pool yet.”

Hmm. Wouldn’t be the first time Kent had set him up in a good way. Man had never let him down before. And he knew Larry had to work. “Sure.”

“Excellent. Eight o’clock. Oh, slightly unusual request, he wants to be blindfolded all night. Guess it’s a major fantasy of his. Doesn’t want to know who’s doing what. Or once you have him all to yourself, you can wear a hood or something so you can see his eyes. I mean, I’m talking literal emerald eyes here, Boyd. Nearly creamed myself when I met him. You’re gonna love him. Haven’t seen him naked, but he’s fucking adorable. Dark hair, not even thirty yet. I’ll set you up with him in the back bedroom.”

Even more interesting. Kent had a very comfortable king-sized bed in there, and a very nice spanking bench and St. Andrew’s cross.

Wasn’t like he had plans. “Sure. I’ll bring my gear bag.”

“Excellent. I’m hoping maybe he’ll want to be a regular. I know he’d be a busy boy all night at one like this, if he enjoys himself this first time.”

“How’d you meet him?”

“Referral. He’s fairly new to the area, and the voucher works at the same place he does. He’s kind of skittish to go out in public, so this is a perfect fit for him.” Kent was a stickler for privacy and Boyd knew he wouldn’t say much more about the guy without the man’s permission.

“Sounds like a date.”

Kent looked at the TV for a moment, watching. “I fucking love this movie.” He stood and headed back to the living room.

Boyd slowly stroked himself with one hand as he sipped his soda. The show in front of him was heating up as more guys joined in. Someone else had shoved an eager bottom to the floor to suck the first guy’s cock as he was basically passed from cock to cock to suck them.

He was trying to decide if he wanted to join in or not when the green-eyed piggy from the pool wandered in, spotted him, and smiled. He walked over and dropped to his knees in front of Boyd without prompting, a gorgeous slave kneeling position, thighs spread wide, back straight, shoulders back, feet tucked under his ass, and hands palms-up on his knees.

“I’ve been told I’m going to be offered to Kent later, Sir, so I should find you and offer myself to you, if you still want me. I was also told to let you know that beyond no permanent marks, no harm, and no brown or yellow, I am free for you to have and use however you wish until I’m called for around midnight. I rinsed with mouthwash and cleaned out and lubed, Sir.”

Ahhh. So there was more to this guy’s dynamic than just fucking. Maybe that’s why he had found him interesting.

That and his green eyes.

Mouthwash meant he wouldn’t be kissing some other guy’s cum who he didn’t know, and cleaned out meant if he wanted to fuck him bare he wouldn’t be squishing around in a sloppy hole. Not that he would fuck the guy bare, but still, nice to have options.

Hmmm.

“Including sex?” Boyd clarified.

The man grinned. “Yes, please, Sir.”

Boyd leaned in so he could talk to the guy in a low voice. “Safeword?”

“Red, Sir. Unless Sir prefers something else.”

He really wished the guy had a collar he could hook his finger through and use to pull him close.

“Who’s the Top you’re with?”

“My husband, Sir.”

Interesting. They weren’t wearing rings, or any jewelry at all. Although at these parties, sometimes partners didn’t, not wanting to spook potential fucks before they even happened.

Even better, meant it wouldn’t get awkward at a future party if Boyd didn’t want to screw around with him, because the guy likely wouldn’t glom onto him.

“Does he like to watch?”

“He’s not a sadist, Sir, and Kent told him you can give me pain.”

The entire picture snapped into focus. “Want to be deep in subspace before Kent takes a crack at you, hmm?”

He nodded, smiling. “We already have a fuck sheath he bought to stuff in me so I don’t tighten up.” His face turned an adorable shade of pink as his voice dropped to a whisper. “He’s loaning me out to Kent this week for a few days for a business trip to Miami. We do work for him, and Kent asked if he could borrow me to take with him. Not to share me, just for him at night after our business meetings are over.”

“Is he now?” This was fascinating. Kent, you kinky bastard. “You sure you should be telling me this?”

“Kent said you’re one of the only people he wouldn’t mind me talking to. He trusts you. He said you might ask me questions before we play. He also said if I play with you that I can’t talk about personal details about you to anyone except him or my husband, because you need privacy.”

Now that was news to him. That he had made it into a deeper circle of trust with Kent than he knew about before. Guys he fucked here, he never told anything about himself.

But he did need to know more about someone when he actually played with them.

“Can I call you something besides piggy? I get that it might be your thing, but I’d rather know your name, or a more…human nickname.”

“Paul.”

Boyd stood, grabbed his towel, and held out his hand to the guy, wiggling his fingers at him to get him to take it. “Come on. Let’s go play.”


Chapter Two

 

Kent was talking to someone in the dining room while two guys were on their knees and worshipping his cock.

Boyd leaned in. “Back bedroom free?”

“Yep. It’s all yours tonight. You know the code.”

“Thanks.” He stepped to the side with Paul. “Where’s your husband?”

He looked around and then pointed out to the lanai. The man was sitting on a lounger and smoking a cigar, talking to a couple of guys while another guy was worshipping his cock.

“What’s his name?”

“Tim.”

Boyd led Paul out to the lanai and around to the side of his chair, where he could offer him his hand without stepping on the guy sucking his cock. “Boyd.”

Tim smiled and shook with him. “Tim. He found you? Good.”

“He told me his limits, just wanted to confirm them.” Tim ticked off the identical list Paul had. “He’s going to have marks,” Boyd warned.

“Marks are fine, as long as they fade, nothing permanent, and his suit will cover it for work. Then we’re good. He’s way overdue for a hard beating. This works out, I might want to talk to you about getting together more often and turning you loose on him on a regular basis. Kent vouched for you.”

“That would definitely be in my wheelhouse.”

“Excellent.” He smiled and took a puff from his cigar. “Then everyone’s a winner, and I’ll have a happy boy. I’m a Daddy, not a hard-core sadist.”

“Ah. Midnight?”

“Yep. Then he’s all Kent’s.”

“If I don’t have him out by then, we’re in the back bedroom.” Boyd held up his bare wrist, but indicated his naked state. “Don’t have a watch on me.”

Tim gave him a thumbs-up and a grin. “No worries. Long as I know where to find you.”

That would give him over three hours with Paul.

It’s a start.

The back bedroom was large, almost as large as Kent’s master bedroom, and had its own attached private bathroom.

It was also well-stocked for any manner of play the above-average kinky guy might want to get up to. The comfortable bed had restraint points, and the closet held a variety of things.

“Have you been in here yet?” Boyd asked him.

“Just to see it. I haven’t played in here yet, Sir. Kent scened with me last Saturday in his bedroom.”

The rules were printed and framed right next to the inside of the door, and after Boyd let them in by punching the four-digit code into the lock and closed it behind them, he pointed them out and made Paul read them.

“You’ll be cleaning everything when we’re done, boy,” Boyd said, dropping into Dom tone. “Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Those who didn’t clean up after themselves weren’t allowed back in the back bedroom, much less invited back to Kent’s parties.

Although Boyd wasn’t cruel enough to harsh the guy’s subspace buzz he planned to leave him in when he handed him over to Kent for the grand finale. He’d make sure he had him dropped back down before then.

“So what do you call your hubby usually? When you’re alone?”

The more time Boyd spent with the guy, the more adorable Boyd found him. His cheeks pinkened again. “Daddy.”

“How old are you?” Although he knew he had to be at least twenty-one. Kent was a stickler for that.

“Thirty-six.”

“Damn. I seriously thought you were about ten years younger. You’re only three years younger than me.”

He smiled. “Everyone thinks that. I get carded all the time. I’m three years older than Daddy.”

Boyd couldn’t hold back the laugh. “Okay, then. Lucky bastard. I might have to beat you extra hard for having good genes.”

He found a leather collar in the closet and walked over to Paul. Then he snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor.

Paul dropped to his knees. “So your Daddy has given me permission to give his boy some pain, hmm? Any problems with me calling you boy?”

“No, Sir.”

“If I use your real name while we’re playing, it means I want to talk person-to-person. You call red or yellow immediately if you need to for anything. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“If you need to talk to me, you can call me Boyd to drop us into person-to-person. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Between what I’m about to do to you, and what Kent’s going to do to you, you realize sitting down will be interesting for the next couple of days, right?”

He grinned. “I hope so, Sir.”

Boyd smiled and buckled the collar around Paul’s neck. “Any allergies or health issues I need to know about?”

“No, Sir.”

“Medications? Blood sugar issues?”

“No, Sir.”

Boyd leaned over and checked the mini fridge and found it fully stocked with water bottles. He grabbed two and set them on the bedside table.

“Any positions you can’t hold, back trouble, any of that?”

“I don’t like upside down, Sir. Makes me queasy.”

“Good to know and duly noted. Open.”

He did, and Boyd slid his cock into his mouth. Paul easily deep-throated him.

Boyd stroked Paul’s hair. “Excellent skills, boy. Your Daddy taught you well.” He noticed Paul melting a little at that, already dropping into subspace for him.

Boyd reluctantly pulled out and went to the closet, humming as he rooted through the basket of gags, each one in a plastic zipper-top bag with a date written on it, indicating it’d been sanitized. There were two plastic baskets in the bathroom where guests were expected to put toys they borrowed and then washed when they finished with them, one for items like gags and blindfolds, the other for insertables used on the other end.

Tomorrow, Kent himself would take the washed items and wash them again, spray them down with bleach, and then run them through a dishwasher in his utility room that he used only for sanitizing toys. Back in fresh bags, dated, and ready for the next guest to enjoy.

He was a considerate host like that.

Normally, when Boyd had a submissive of his own, they had all their own things. Using borrowed stuff was like sharing a toothbrush.

Except he didn’t have his implement bag with him, and he wanted to play with Paul.

He picked a fairly large ball gag and opened it, tossing the bag and putting the gag on the bed. From the implement bins—which were clearly labelled because if Kent wasn’t at least a little OCD then Boyd was Freddy fucking Mercury—he picked several paddles and canes. All of those he’d wipe down with the provided wipes before returning them to the bins.

Humming to himself, he found a set of leather wrist and ankle cuffs that would fit Paul, and got them buckled on him. Then he pointed at the spanking bench, a well-padded kneeler type, not a horse-style that was straddled.

Paul immediately rose and walked over to it, climbing on and positioning himself.

Boyd used the attached clips to hook his cuffs to it, then grabbed the ball gag.

“I’m going to leave this loose enough you can spit it out, okay? But you’re going to want something to bite down on, because this is going to get really, really loud on your end.”

“Yes, Sir.” His green eyes sparkled, eager. Ready. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Have you been allowed to come tonight?”

“I’m allowed to, Sir, but I haven’t yet. That’s up to you. Whether I come tonight doesn’t matter.”

“Does your Daddy make you come, or do you have to rely on the kindness of strangers?”

“If I haven’t by the end of the night, Daddy usually does, Sir.”

“How many are you good for a night?”

“Two or three. One time, Daddy got five out of me in an hour, but I thought my dick was going to fall off by the time he finally stopped.”

Boyd chuckled. “Okay.” He leaned in, grabbed Paul’s hair, and wrenched his head up and back. “Would you like to come for me, boy?”

He actually shivered. “Yes, Sir.”

“I think when I finally fuck you, I’m going to make you come so I can feel your ass squeezing my cock.” He smiled. “Will probably be the last time you can do that until you’ve recovered from Kent borrowing you.”

Paul laughed, but it sounded a little slurred. “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir. That sounds like fun.”

Boyd leaned in and kissed him, hard. He’d seriously considered just giving him a fast, hard spanking and then fucking his brains out, but now that he knew a little more about Paul and his needs, he wanted him to have a memorable night.

It damn sure would be for him.

Boyd buckled the ball gag around Paul’s head, leaving it loose enough it could be spit out. There would be drooling, so Boyd grabbed an extra towel and placed it under Paul so he didn’t end up with a puddle. Then Boyd started with bare-handed strikes, slaps he rapidly stepped up to pummeling, and the man quickly settled into it, relaxing. Once he’d gauged Paul could definitely take a higher gear, he grabbed one of the lighter paddles from the closet and started in on him with that.

Over his ass and thighs, he didn’t hold back, the man’s moans making Boyd’s cock hard.

And drool wasn’t the only puddle—Paul was accumulating a puddle of pre-cum under him on the padded bench.

At one point, Boyd scooped some onto his fingers and wiped them around Paul’s lips, on the ball gag. “You’re making a mess, boy. Think I need to spank you harder for that.”

More moans, of the good kind.

Boyd grinned.

After nearly an hour, and adding canes and crops to the play implements, Paul was well-beaten, and Boyd was aching to come. Fortunately, the kneeler was the perfect height for Boyd to fuck the man like that without taking him off the bench. He rolled a condom on, not wanting to go bare now that he knew Paul wasn’t exactly a monk. Nothing against the guy, but it was more for Boyd’s peace of mind.

He reached up and unfastened the gag, wanting to hear the man’s moans like this, too.

Paul’s ass was red and hot and criss-crossed with marks and bites, and after adding lube to Paul’s ass and around his sheathed cock, Boyd easily slid inside the man. The deep, needy moans rolling from Paul made Boyd’s cock throb.

“Please, fuck me, Sir!”

Boyd raked his nails down Paul’s back, leaving red furrows behind. “Oh, I plan to, boy.” He grabbed Paul’s hips and fucked him, hard, viciously, the man trying to fuck back against him with every thrust. It was nice knowing he had a willing partner who wanted this level of savagery inflicted upon them.

You betcha.

Sure, he could play sensually and sweet, but he rarely had the combination of masochist and sexual partner who could keep up with all of him and play to his level.

Paul’s ass wasn’t so loose Boyd couldn’t feel him, but it was obvious he wasn’t an amateur, either.

Boyd swiped his hand through the puddle of pre-cum under Paul and used it to jack his cock as he fucked him. “Okay, boy. If you don’t come before me, you’ll have to hold it until your Daddy makes you come later.”

Paul actually whined as he fucked Boyd’s hand as much as his restraints would allow him to move, frantic, needy.

Boyd struggled to hold back, and it was a relief when Paul finally exploded, his back arching and his moans music to Boyd’s ears. The man’s ass squeezed his cock, tighter and stronger than Boyd had expected, and he finally came with relief, filling the condom.

He slapped Paul’s ass. “That was excellent, boy.”

“Thank you, Sir.” He lay limp and spent on the bench.

Boyd took care of the condom and cleaned up before unhooking Paul. Then he made him help take care of the implements and the bench. With that done, Boyd stretched out on the bed and patted the mattress next to him. He cuddled Paul against his side, draped over him, wanting a little snuggle time.

“Don’t get too comfy. That was part one. I’m going to turn you over ready for Kent to play with, which means you need a fisting.”

Paul moaned, but it was an oh, goody moan. “Thank you, Sir.” He pressed his lips to Boyd’s flesh and licked him.

“I take it you’re no stranger to that?”

“No, Sir. I enjoy it.”

“Excellent.” He trailed his fingers up and down Paul’s back. “Anything you’d like to talk about? Harder, too hard? More of, less of?”

“No, Sir. That was fantastic. Best scene I’ve ever had.”

“And we’re not even done yet.”

Paul actually giggled. “Oh, boy.”

“You can say that again.”

After ten minutes, he put Paul onto all fours on the bed and, with a large tub of fisting lube and a gloved hand, Boyd started working him up. He started with two fingers, which was a smart move and saved him a little time, because they easily slid inside him with no resistance. He made sure to play with Paul’s prostate, and to stroke his cock with his other hand.

“You’re not allowed to come this time,” Boyd said. “I want you eager for whatever Kent’s going to dish out. But you can fuck my hands, if you want. Long as you hold back.”

His head had drooped and that slurred tone returned to his voice. “Yes, Sir.”

Yep, deep in subspace again.

It took Boyd less than thirty minutes to work Paul up to taking his full hand. By that time, Paul was desperate to come again. Boyd slowly, carefully thrust his lubed and gloved hand in and out of Paul’s ass, fascinated by how responsive he was.

Tim is a lucky fuck.

Finally, after making sure Paul was well-lubed and loose, Boyd ditched the glove, washed his hand, and lay on the bed to let Paul worship his cock some more.

He ran his hand through Paul’s hair as he did and tried not to think about another pair of green eyes from his past. 


Chapter Three

 

The cable box over the TV displayed the time. About ninety minutes earlier, Boyd had heard cheering out in the living room that he knew meant Kent had claimed his first victim of the night.

From the sound of the bottom’s ecstatic moaning, Boyd suspected Kent had converted another one.

At five ’til midnight, Boyd led a very glazed-eyed Paul out of the back bedroom and into the living room, where he found Kent lounging on the sofa and having his cock worshipped by the now dazed-looking blue-eyed twink Boyd assumed Kent had just recently fucked, as well as another guy. Tim was sitting on the other end, chatting with Kent and being sucked by yet another guy.

Kent grinned when he spotted them. “You tenderize him for me?”

“He’s all ready.”

“Do I need to fist him first?”

“Do I look like an amateur?” Boyd teased.

Kent slapped his thigh. He laughed and pointed at Boyd as he talked to Tim. “Told you he’s good. I trust him.”

“Did you thank him for taking care of you?” Tim asked Paul.

Paul turned to Boyd and kissed him, hard. “Thank you, Sir,” he softly said, winking at him.

Green eyes.

Boyd shoved thoughts away about the first guy he’d loved, the guy who’d broken his heart.

His green eyes.

“You’re very welcome, boy. Make me proud.”

“Stay and help,” Tim offered, tapping his fluffer on his head and indicating for him to stop. “He’s going to need some distracting.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. Let me see your ass, piggy.”

Paul turned around.

Boyd carefully watched Tim, catching just a flicker in his eyes that Tim carefully schooled before he smiled. “You are going to feel that tomorrow.”

Paul grinned and nodded.

Tim lightly flicked Paul’s hard cock. “Didn’t come?”

“I made him come once,” Boyd said, “then edged him while I was fisting him.”

“Ah. Smart.” He stood and slapped Paul’s raw ass. “Go say hi to Kent, piggy.”

Paul crawled up onto the couch and kissed Kent.

Tim leaned in and offered a fist bump to Boyd, which he returned. “Thanks, man,” Tim whispered. “I appreciate it.”

“We okay?”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. Absolutely, we’re okay. That’s why I loan him out for the stuff I can’t do. Sex, that’s hot. The other stuff isn’t my thing. But he needs it or he starts getting kind of depressed. He’s really looking forward to going to Miami with Kent on Monday.”

Boyd knew Kent had a little bit of a sadistic streak in him, but not a fraction of his own level. “What’ll you do while he’s gone?”

Tim snorted. “Sleep. There’s been times I’ve had to order him to go run five miles on the goddamned treadmill while wearing a vibrating butt plug in the middle of the night because he wakes me up humping me, he’s so goddamned horny. He’s always been like this.”

“Ah.”

“When Kent invited us to our first party, I was like thank you god, answer to my fucking prayers!”

“He told me he was usually only good for two or three in a night.”

“Ha! That’s in addition to two or three in the morning, and one or two in the afternoon.”

Now Boyd had the full picture and newfound respect for Tim. Tim loved his husband, and found a way to get his needs met so they were both happy.

“So you’ll help out?” Tim repeated. He didn’t sound like he was just being polite, but like he genuinely wanted Boyd’s involvement.

“Yeah, I’ll help.”

Kent had Paul on his knees, taking over fluffing duties from the others. Now that it was apparent the king was about to conquer again, the room’s mood had shifted to eager anticipation.

The man could put on a show when he wanted to.

And it was one of those things, you couldn’t believe it until you saw it done for yourself, that massive cock sliding into an ass. No matter how many times Boyd saw it done, it never got old watching it.

Paul wrapped both his hands around the monster, on either side of it, and mouthed the head of Kent’s cock, licking and sucking and barely able to fit the tip between his lips.

Kent laced his fingers together on top of his head and grinned down at Paul. “That’s it, boy. Get acquainted with it. Gonna be your new best friend for a few days.”

He let Paul do that for about ten minutes, and Boyd knew damn well what Kent was doing. He was trying to psyche Paul out, or up, either way. Finally, Kent tapped Paul on the head. “Time to get to work.” He patted the couch, on a towel spread out next to where he was sitting. “Right here. Boyd, did I hear right that you’re helping?”

“Yeah.”

“Excellent.” Kent grinned. “The more, the merrier.”

“How you want him?” Boyd asked.

“Wishbone him for me.”

Tim and Boyd knelt on either side of Paul, pinning his hands over his head against the couch and each man holding a leg, spreading Paul wide open. Kent used a lube syringe to shoot Paul’s ass full of extra, and slathered his slab of meat with more.

Excitement hummed through the spectators who gathered around to watch. Boyd had seen this show before, and while interesting, he was more interested in watching Paul’s face when he felt Kent breach his ass for the first time.

Kent stepped between Paul’s legs and stroked his cock. “Ready for ruination?”

Boyd clamped down on Paul’s wrist to help drive him harder into subspace, since the man had confessed he enjoyed being restrained and that it made things hotter for him, both sex and his BDSM play.

Paul nodded.

“Make all the noise you want.” Kent grinned. “I like it when guys moan.”

Kent went in bare. Boyd wasn’t even sure if they made condoms that would fit around Kent’s cock. Plus Boyd hoped Paul was up for a ride, because if he was victim number two of the evening, that meant Kent was easily good for twenty minutes or more before he popped. He’d once seen Kent ride a guy for nearly forty minutes.

The man pressed his cockhead against Paul’s rim, rubbing it around with his hand. “I suggest you push out.” Paul did, gasping as Kent pressed forward. “Yeah, you feel that, don’t you?”

Tim’s eyes widened as he watched Kent’s monster cock slowly disappearing inside his husband’s ass. But from Tim’s hard cock, Boyd could see the man was enjoying the show.

Boyd watched Paul’s eyes practically roll back in his head, the way he bit his lower lip and moaned, how he shifted his hips even though he and Tim had him spread open like a Thanksgiving turkey being stuffed.

Paul’s gaze settled onto Boyd.

“You can take it, boy,” Boyd told him. “You will take it. You had my hand up you not that long ago and you were begging for more.”

“He’s going to get more, all right,” Kent joked. He had maybe an inch of his length stuffed inside Paul’s ass.

Kent had a routine. Once he was buried all the way to the balls inside the guy, he liked the guy to try to flex his ass around his cock. Some could, some couldn’t.

Boyd remembered seeing one twink who flexed his ass and made himself come because of the way Kent’s thick member was wedged against his prostate.

Kent made deliberately slow progress, both because he savored it and because he didn’t want to hurt the guy in a bad way. He’d withdraw a little and press forward, slowly, his audience watching with fascination, as they always did.

It fed Kent’s ego and his exhibitionist side.

“Oh, god!” Paul gasped. “Oh, my god!”

“Be glad he’s not longer,” Boyd joked.

Tim laughed. “You are going to have a loooong few days in Miami,” he softly teased.

Kent looked like he was enjoying himself, too. “Oh, he’s going to be riding my cock at least twice a night, and probably every morning, too. Maybe even at lunch, if there’s time. That’s when he’s not worshipping it with his mouth and hands.”

Sometimes Kent liked to sit there and watch a guy impale himself and do the work, but he usually reserved those times for repeat victims.

Something about Kent’s demeanor with the man told Boyd that Paul was about to rise to the top of a very short list of guys Kent would repeat-fuck on a regular basis.

Paul’s rigid cock twitched, pre-cum puddling on his abs where it was dripping in a near constant stream. He arched his body in their arms, trying to work with Kent and take him faster than Kent was going.

“More, please!” Paul gasped. A cheer went up from the spectators.

Kent grinned. “Did he just beg for more?”

“Yes he did,” Tim said with a smile.

“Damn, boy.” Once Kent had his cock all the way in, sure enough, he ordered Paul to flex his ass around him, and he did, making Paul moan and gasp with pleasure.

“Oooh, boy,” Kent said. He stroked the backs of Paul’s thighs and squeezed fistfuls of flesh. “You and I are going to have some fun.” He withdrew slowly, until just the head remained inside Paul’s ass, followed by another slow thrust forward.

Paul whined, needy.

“Someone distract him so he doesn’t come yet,” Kent said. “I want to enjoy this ass for a while.” Boyd and Tim both waved in guys to hold Paul’s legs open. Then they climbed onto the sofa, their cocks in front of Paul’s mouth for him to suck and lick, even as they kept his hands pinned over his head.

“That’s better,” Kent said. “I like noises, but no fun for anyone if it ends too soon.”

Boyd and Tim alternated fucking Paul’s mouth, each taking several thrusts before pulling out and letting the other man in. Paul was in carnal heaven. Boyd knew Kent would want the privilege of jacking Paul himself, just before he was ready to come, so this was the next best way to keep Paul in the game until Kent was ready to stop playing with him.

Maybe next time I’ll DP him with Tim, if they’re up for that.

Having someone this masochistic and eager squirming on his cock was always fun.

Kent lasted nearly thirty minutes, the spectators cheering him on. Finally, Tim couldn’t take it anymore and fucked himself to completion in Paul’s mouth. When he made way, Boyd followed suit, holding himself deep while Paul swallowed, making him struggle just a little.

When Boyd pulled out, Kent was stroking Paul’s cock as he fucked him, now really pumping his massive cock into Paul’s ass, shoving hard into him with each thrust.

Boyd grabbed a fistful of Paul’s hair and held his head up. “Watch him fuck you, buddy. You’ve just been ruined by a pro.”

“Ooohhh gaaawwd!” Paul’s body went rigid as he climaxed, spooging Kent’s hand while the crowd cheered again.

Kent grinned. “Yeah, that’s what I’m…talking…about!” He finished with a ball-jarring thrust, his eyes falling closed and his body tensing and flexing as he filled Paul with his cum.

Tim leaned in and whispered to Paul, then kissed him, tenderly, lovingly.

Even with another guy’s cock and cum up his ass, and tasting like yet another’s.

Love is strange.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd was enjoying the hot tub when Kent sought him out a little later and joined him. “How are the lovebirds?” Boyd asked.

Kent grinned. “They’re staying over tonight. We crammed a fuck sheath up Paul’s ass, rolled him over onto his stomach, and he just smiled, stuck his ass up, and four more guys fucked him like that. Kid’s amazing.” He pointed at Boyd. “One of these days, I’m going to get you in my bed. I love blond and blue-eyed guys like you, you know that.”

Boyd chuckled. “Dude, I know I can’t handle you.”

Kent leaned in. “I’ll let you fuck me.”

Tempting, just for the novelty, but… “Again, I can’t handle you. I know my limits. I haven’t had a fisting in years. I’m no size queen.”

“Enough lube and practice and patience, and anyone can take me, if they’re dedicated.”

This wasn’t the first time they’d had this go-round, so Boyd didn’t take offense. “I’m flattered, but no, thanks.”

“Spoilsport.” He smiled. “Gonna let me watch you next Saturday?”

“You could’ve watched me tonight, if you weren’t ruining another twink.”

“Oh, man! The blue-eyed guy? He squirted all over himself tonight when I made him squeeze, then he got hard again while I was fucking him, and I was able to jerk him off.”

“That explains the cheering I heard.”

“Yeah. He’s a winner.” Kent relaxed. “Hope you like the newbie I’ve lined up for you.”

Boyd cocked his head to study him. “Why are you so intent on this?”

He shrugged. “I like my friends to be happy. I see guys come and go—and go and come—and they pair up eventually. You never do.”

Boyd struggled and managed to keep his composure. “Don’t get your feelings hurt if we don’t hit it off beyond one hot night.”

“I won’t. But I know you—you like green-eyed guys. Like Paul in there. You’re gonna love this guy. Have I ever paired you with a dud?”

Boyd thought about a new guy at work he’d hired a few months earlier, green eyes, nice guy. Hot. But the sweet kind of hot, a guy who didn’t know it, not an asshole who took gym selfies all the time.

Totally off-limits, too, since Boyd was his boss. Plus he didn’t even know if the guy was gay or straight—or bi, or other—or single or not. As the boss, those were conversations Boyd stayed away from unless an employee brought them up first, and even then he tried to avoid them.

“You haven’t screwed me yet, Kent.”

Kent grinned. “I would, if you’d just let me fist you first, buddy.” 


Chapter Four

 

Around two a.m. Boyd was thinking about going home when Kent led a very happy-looking Paul over to him. Paul kissed Boyd, sliding down his body to his spent cock, where he started sucking him. Earlier, he’d seen Tim snuggling with Paul on one of the couches in the great room, where Deck the Halls was now playing on the TV.

Kent, you sadistic bastard, playing Christmas movies this time of year.

“Stay the night,” Kent invited. “Tim and Paul will sleep in bed with me. You can have the guest room.” He grinned. “Wouldn’t you like to wake up to a blow job…or more? Tim said Paul is a great cook.”

Kent reached down to where Paul was doing his damnedest to coax interest out of Boyd’s cock and fondly ruffled his hair. “We’ll have brunch and everything.” He leaned in. “Tim might have admitted to me he wouldn’t mind riding your cock tonight. Leave your bedroom door open and you’ll have a fun night.”

It wasn’t like he had to be anywhere in the morning, and no pets to care for. He was going to the Suncoast Society munch, but that wasn’t until in the evening.

Paul’s green eyes stared up at him, inviting.

“Sure.” He stroked Paul’s hair and felt his cock twitch with interest inside the man’s mouth. “Thanks, man.”

The other guests had all left by three. Paul, stuffed ass and all, was tasked with walking through the house with a pair of nitrile gloves, a container of wipes, and a garbage bag to clean up. Kent’s guests were usually well-trained—part of the deal about being invited—but every once in a while something got overlooked and didn’t make it into the garbage, usually a cup or plate.

Boyd followed Kent to the master bedroom. Boyd had donned a towel wrapped around his waist even though Kent and his exhausted monster, and Tim and Paul, were all naked.

“Can we talk a sec?” Boyd asked.

“Sure.”

“Paul tells me I’m inside a circle of trust I didn’t know about?”

Kent grinned and smacked him on the shoulder. “Yeah, you are. That’s one of the reasons I fucking love you—you aren’t a pretentious, assuming asshole. Just a sadistic bastard.”

“I appreciate that, buuuut…how’d I end up there?”

Kent sat on the end of his bed. “Like I said, I consider you a friend. Not just another guest. I mean, I know we haven’t done bonding over beer at a bar or bullshit like that, but you’re…different. I know I can trust you. Guys come and go, but there’s a reason you are always on my list, and you can always show up, even if you RSVP’d a no—because I like and trust you. You and maybe two other guys.” He pointed at the bedroom door. “Well, four, now, adding Tim and Paul.”

“I appreciate that. I just wasn’t expecting it.”

He grinned. “And that’s another reason why you’re there.”

The guest room had its own bathroom and was literally next door to the master bedroom. With both bedroom doors open, Boyd heard it when, just as he was dropping to sleep, Paul let out an unmistakable moan, followed by Kent’s hoarse voice.

“Yeah, boy. Ride that fucking thing.”

Boyd thought about peeking his head in to see if they wanted company when a shadow appeared in his doorway.

Hmm.

Tim didn’t have green eyes—his were a sweet, smoky brown—but that was okay because his oral technique was every bit as good as Paul’s had been.

Boyd fisted his brown hair and humped his mouth for a few minutes, until Tim sat up and Boyd heard a condom being unwrapped. Before he could ask what Tim planned to do with that, he felt it being rolled down his cock.

Okay, then.

Boyd was better hung than Paul. Maybe Tim wanted a little realistically-sized joy of his own. As Tim climbed on and impaled himself on Boyd’s dick, Boyd bent his knees and braced his feet on the mattress. He held Tim still as the man leaned in and kissed him, a less desperate technique than Paul’s, calmer.

In the background, Kent was getting his groove on and Paul sounded like he might not be able to walk in the morning.

Not that Paul would mind that.

“He’s been dying to get reamed by Kent for a while now,” Tim softly said. “Spent this past week working him up with butt plugs and the fuck sheath. He likes it large.”

“Hence the DP.”

“Yeah, he fucking loves that. Always has.” He could hear the smile in Tim’s voice. “I love to watch, but I needed a fuck, and Paul is both occupied and in a total bottom headspace right now.”

“And you’re not exactly up to Kent’s speed yet.”

“Yeah, not even close.” Tim leaned in and kissed him again. Boyd let him start riding him. “But damn, that was fucking sexy as hell to watch.”

Boyd wasn’t a sharer once he had a partner. If he wasn’t attached, and if the other parties were all on board with it, he wasn’t averse to swinging, under safe circumstances.

“The guys Kent fucks seem to love it.” Boyd wondered if Tim was working up to something and hoped it wouldn’t get weird suddenly.

Relatively speaking.

Confirmed by Tim’s next statement. “How hard would it be to do that?”

“Depends. You been fisted lately?”

“Been a couple of years, but I have a big plug I like to wear when I’m fucking him at home.”

Hmmm.

“Well, it would be in the spirit of hospitality to let the host fuck you in the morning, if you’d really like to try it.”

“Yeah.”

So there would be a morning orgy in Boyd’s future.

Cool.

He rolled Tim over onto his back, threw his ankles over his shoulders, and plowed him as Tim begged for it. He felt Tim reach between them and start jacking himself, so Boyd slowed down and tried to time it right for the guy. Once he felt Tim starting to come, Boyd pounded him and quickly followed.

Best night in a long time.

In the master bedroom, Paul was still moaning while Kent was talking to him. After they cleaned up, Boyd followed Tim back there just out of curiosity.

Sure enough, Paul sat astride the beast. Kent was pinching Paul’s nipples as he slowly rose and fell, and Boyd smiled and shook his head as he watched. Paul was likely in for a long ride, because the rare times he witnessed Kent getting it a third time, the guy could last forever. And since Kent had few guys who could readily take him on demand, he never turned down a chance for this kind of repeat fun.

Tim gave Boyd a kiss before Boyd returned to his room and, this time, was able to fall asleep.

Door open.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd didn’t know what time it was, except it was daylight, and the two mouths eagerly working on his already hard cock belonged to Tim and Paul.

Hmm. Nice.

He cracked open an eye to see Kent—naked, of course—lounging against the bedroom door frame while sipping coffee from a Doctor Who TARDIS mug. “There he is. Was beginning to think you weren’t going to wake up to join the fun.”

Boyd patted both men on the head. “Three sugars, no cream, please. If we’re going to have fun before breakfast, I need caffeine.”

Paul was the one to leap up and off the bed to go make it. Boyd spied a glimpse of the marks he’d left on Paul’s ass last night, and it made him smile.

He also spotted that both men now wore matching wedding bands.

Tim sat up, smiling, and Boyd could see the guy was hard and horny.

“And I need to freshen up first,” Boyd said.

“Festivities to immediately take place in the back bedroom,” Kent said. “I let you sleep in, and that gave them time to, eh, prepare. You’re welcome. Squeaky clean, both of them.” Kent hoisted the mug at him in a salute. “Allons-y!” He headed down the hall, and Tim followed.

Boyd chuckled. In the bathroom, it took a moment for him to soften enough to go. Then he splashed water on his face, unwrapped a new toothbrush that was on the counter, and brushed his teeth, adding a gargle for good measure.

He followed Kent down the hall to the back bedroom, where the door now stood open. Paul brought Boyd his coffee, and he sipped the sweet, strong caramel-flavored brew.

“Good coffee.”

“Right?” Kent asked. “I don’t buy the cheap shit, but that’s one of the Publix ones, and man it’s pretty damn good.”

“What, exactly, is on the menu this morning?” Boyd asked. “I mean, before breakfast?”

Tim smiled and held up a finger.

Meaning him.

“Just out of curiosity, what changed your mind?”

The loving glance he cast Paul twisted Boyd’s heart and reminded him how alone he was. “Well, my boy seemed to enjoy it. As his Daddy, maybe I should try it at least once.”

“Can’t argue with that logic.”

Because Kent was a generous host, and because he loved watching Boyd fuck someone, he let Boyd fuck Tim first. Boyd put the man on his hands and knees on the bed and had Paul get under him and edge him by sucking Tim’s cock for him. With that out of his system, after disposing of the condom and cleaning up, Boyd got started helping Kent prepare Tim.

They put him on his back for that part with Paul still edging him and keeping him needy and horny. It took an hour, and a lot of lube, but Boyd was finally able to get his hand all the way in there with Tim moaning and rocking his hips and begging for more.

Boyd stripped off the glove. “He’s all yours. How you want him?”

“A first-timer? On his back with his legs spread like a sweet little bitch, of course. I love watching their faces when they meet the monster for the first time. You know that.”

Boyd had already grown hard again and planned on putting that load down Paul’s throat once they finished ruining Tim. Boyd sat against the headboard and spread his legs so Tim could lie against him and Boyd could hold his ankles for him.

Paul would be on deck to help distract Tim during the process.

Boyd pressed his cheek against Tim’s. “I suggest deep breaths, at first.”

“Fuck, that thing looks bigger from this angle.”

Kent was slathering lube along his slab. “Second thoughts?”

“No, because I might not be brave enough to try this again.”

“Make all the noise you want, buddy.” Kent grinned. “Not often I get to tap a matched set.”

Kent knelt between Tim’s thighs while Boyd nibbled on Tim’s earlobe, prepared to bite down to distract him if it got too intense. Paul slowly stroked Tim’s cock, which had wilted a little when Kent pressed the head of his against Tim’s rim.

“Push,” Kent told him. “And you can always tell me to stop if you need to.”

Tim shook his head. “Don’t stop,” he gasped.

Without a crowd to play to, Kent took his time and slowly worked his way into Tim’s ass as Tim moaned and swore and begged for more. Took Kent the better part of ten minutes to bottom out inside him, and Tim let out a gasp when Boyd told him he was there.

“Fuuuuuck!”

“Good job, you,” Boyd said.

Paul leaned in to kiss Tim. “God, I hope I looked that hot last night, Daddy.” Tim, beyond words apparently, only nodded.

“You did.” Boyd smiled. “Really hot.”

“Flex your ass, buddy,” Kent said. “Let’s see what you got.”

More moaning and gasping from Tim, then his cock jerked and exploded, ropes of cum shooting all over his belly as he came.

Kent laughed. “Oooh, I got me a squirter. Damn, boy. That’s fucking hot.”

Paul dove in to lick him clean and suck on his limp member while Kent slowly fucked Tim. It only took Paul about two minutes to get Tim hard again, and then Kent playfully shooed him out of the way.

“My turn.” He grasped Tim’s cock in his hand and slowly jacked him while he fucked him. Tim squirmed against Boyd, in heaven, his head thrown back against Boyd’s shoulder and getting kisses from him and Paul.

“Told you, Daddy,” Paul joked. “Knew you’d love it.”

Kent wore a languid smile. “Yeah, this is great. Gonna need seconds from you before you leave today. Sit there and watch TV with you riding my cock for a while and your boy tonguing my balls.”

From the way Tim was moaning, Boyd suspected that was exactly what was going to happen.

“You ruined another one, Kent.”

He grinned. “Fuckin’ A, I did. I tell you, Boyd. You and me, it could be a beautiful thing.” He winked.

Boyd chuckled. “Never change, Kent.”

Apparently Kent didn’t want to wear Tim out his first time, so he picked up the pace and got Tim off right before he came. Once Paul had cleaned Tim up a second time, Boyd released Tim’s ankles and slid out from under him. Then Boyd grabbed Paul’s head. He needed no further prompting to dive onto Boyd’s cock.

Five minutes later, all four of them were contentedly sprawled across the bed.

“Well?” Boyd asked Tim.

He gave a thumbs-up but otherwise didn’t move.

Paul laughed. “I think Kent wore Daddy out.”

 

* * * *

 

Boyd grabbed a quick shower and dressed while Paul cooked breakfast and Tim dozed on the sofa with another of those fuck sheaths stuffed up his ass. It didn’t bother Boyd, with just them, that he was the only one dressed.

“God, I almost hate to have to work this week,” Kent said. “Only thing gonna be good about going to Miami is borrowing Paul.” He reached over and slapped the man’s ass where he stood at the stove.

“So what do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?” Boyd was now on his second mug of coffee. Now that he knew he was inside the “circle of trust,” he decided to ask Kent the kind of questions he usually avoided at these parties so he didn’t risk violating anyone’s privacy.

“Started out running an automotive parts distribution business, but years ago we branched out into logistics and creating distribution solutions for other industries. I met Tim and Paul when I’d hired their software company to rewrite and integrate some software we were using that wasn’t doing enough for us. Had to export all sorts of data into separate programs. Plus I wanted app access for manufacturers and other vendors, set up on a per-need basis. So that if I want one manufacturer to see not just where something is in the system but anticipate sales trends, I can do that. And we can run pretty much any kind of report we want, from how long something takes to sell on average, how long it takes to manufacture and transport—everything.”

“That’s interesting.”

“It really is. With the IoT now, we have so many more options open to us. I kind of ended up with a whole new line of work before I realized it. The meetings in Miami are with a couple of other software vendors. What do you do? Don’t you work for Charlotte County or something?”

Kent was a great guy, but his memory for details he didn’t feel he needed to retain sucked balls. “Close. I was a planner for Sarasota County when we first met. I’m now head of their planning department and report directly to the head of Planning and Zoning.” He smiled. “But you make me feel like a slacker.”

“Can’t talk you into staying later today, huh?”

It was nearly two. “I need to go home and get some things done before next week if you want me here next weekend. Plus I’m going to a munch tonight.”

“Understood. Thanks for helping out this morning.”

“Hey, the pleasure was all mine.”

Kent sipped his coffee as he seemed to absently rub at his chest with his other hand.

“You all right?”

“Yeah, just angina. So tell me about green eyes? Or tell me to go fuck myself, if it’s none of my business. Won’t hurt my feelings.”

Boyd didn’t often talk about it, but with this small group of people he knew his privacy was safe.

“First guy I was ever with. Guy in Germany. My dad was stationed over there. Older guy, a local. I’d just turned eighteen and I thought he was in love with me. I was damn sure stupid in love with him. I was ready to live in Germany permanently to be with him.” He stared into his coffee. “Annnd…I was a naive idiot. So when I graduated from high school, I had a full scholarship to USF in Tampa, because I’d wanted to go to school where it was fucking warm. Parents bought me a plane ticket, and I’ve lived in Florida ever since.”

Kent sucked in a breath. “Sorry, man.”

“Yowch,” Paul said. “That sucks.”

Boyd shrugged. “I was a gay kid in the closet who’d mostly grown up in Minnesota, and I didn’t know any fricking better at the time. It was a valuable, if not painful lesson.”

“Never been with a woman, huh?” Kent asked.

“One time, literally. Girl in high school, just one night. She moved right before we did, and it confirmed what I’d been thinking.”

“Eh, I’d give you honorary gold-star status.” Kent grinned. “Except I don’t even have it.”

“You seriously got a woman to let you fuck her with that?”

He cackled. “Buddy, I had a cottage business on the side in college with rich cougars dying to ride the beast. I could have had as much pussy as I wanted.”

“So you’re bi?”

“Oh, hell no. That was just for fun. And fringe bennies.” He grinned. “I used to tutor jocks in math and biz-ad classes. Guaranteed they wouldn’t get benched for academics if they worked my plan.” He winked. “Guess how I took my payment and kept their interest?”

Boyd snorted. “I’m sure I know.”

After a delicious brunch, Boyd stayed just long enough to watch the start of Kent’s round two with Tim. And yes, he had the man mount him on the couch in front of the TV, while Paul was on his knees on the floor between Kent’s legs and mouthing his balls.

On the drive home, Boyd remembered to stop for groceries. Next weekend, at least, would be interesting.

Might be lonely before then, but at least it gave him something to look forward to.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd enjoyed the Suncoast Society munches. Tonight, because he arrived a little later than he’d planned and seats had started filling, he ended up at the table next to Kyle and Tristan’s, seated directly across from them and able to watch them.

He tried not to feel…jealous wasn’t the right word, exactly.

Envious hit closer to the mark, especially on top of his fun at Kent’s. Yeah, he enjoyed blowing off some steam…but it would be nice to have someone at home to blow off steam with.

Someone to call his own.

Tristan and Kyle had looked happy Friday night at the rope group, and they looked even happier now. Both of them seemed to radiate calm serenity with more than a little sexy, gonna-fuck-later vibe thrown in.

Lucky bastards.

Boyd had halfway hoped that, one day, he might have a chance with Kyle. There never seemed to be a right time to approach him when he wasn’t with Tristan or involved in play.

Not anymore. The door had closed on that opportunity. The men owned each other’s hearts, and Boyd couldn’t blame either of them. Tristan was a good-looking guy, but something about Kyle had always drawn him in, even though Kyle was also a Dom.

Obviously it was working for Tris and Kyle. Who said it couldn’t work for him, too?

Is it too much to ask to want an honest, kinky guy who isn’t a player, who doesn’t mind bottoming at least half of the time?

That’s all he wanted.

Which led him to think about Larry. He had to work tonight, too, or Boyd would have tried to talk him into coming to the munch.

Except Larry wasn’t sure he was kinky. Curious, definitely, but he couldn’t give Boyd any assurances beyond that. And Larry didn’t seem eager to join in on group events, either.

Boyd hadn’t been paying attention to the empty chair to his right. He’d been talking with Rusty and Eliza on his other side.

“Hi, is this seat open?”

Boyd looked up at the guy. He thought maybe he’d seen him at another munch, but he wasn’t sure. “Yeah, go ahead.”

“Thanks.” He looked young. “Jackson.”

They shook. “Boyd. Nice to meet you.” The guy wasn’t bad-looking, either. Maybe a little younger than himself.

Boyd was going to start chatting to the man when a young woman he recognized as a recent addition to the rope group regulars plopped down at their table, taking the last seat. “Hey, Boyd!”

“Hi, Ella.” She was blonde and blue-eyed, early twenties, and had sought him out at the last couple of rope nights, and at play nights at Venture, as well as asking him questions via FetLife and on Facebook about rope.

At least she hadn’t been asking him to play, and wasn’t hitting on him, which was a relief.

“You weren’t at Venture last night,” she said. “I wanted to talk more about what you showed me on Friday night. I had some questions.”

“Yeah, sorry. I had something…come up.”

Me. I came…up.

And came.

But he couldn’t say that. What he did at Kent’s was totally apart from what he did with his kinky friends. Well, his BDSM-kinky friends. In fact, some of them might not understand the sex parties.

Many of them would likely be shocked that “nice guy Boyd” attended those kinds of parties in the first place.

He knew the image he projected. It usually worked to his advantage, except when it came to some women not wanting to take the hint that he wouldn’t be interested in them as anything other than play partners or as his rope bottoms.

Before Ross called the munch to order, Jackson’s attention was drawn to someone else and he actually moved tables to talk to them, leaving Ella to slide into the seat he’d left vacant to talk to Boyd.

Oh…goodie.

Although he wouldn’t be rude to her. It wasn’t that he didn’t like her, but she radiated an intensity toward him he wasn’t sure how to process, yet he didn’t want to come off like a standoffish dick toward her. He did like to help teach rope, and he didn’t want to alienate someone new to the community.

But…there was something.

Then again, maybe it was nothing more than him being gun-shy after all the women he’d had to deal with and reject over the years.

By the time he was ready to leave that evening, Ella had asked if they could get together alone to talk during the week. Since he already knew he was meeting Larry for dinner on Wednesday, he agreed to meet her at the same restaurant, an hour before he’d see Larry, so he’d have a set time limit for her to move on ahead of his date. They exchanged cell phone numbers and e-mail addresses in case either of them had a change of plans. She’d already friended him on Facebook.

He made the time constraint plain to her, and she readily agreed.

As Boyd drove home later, he felt a little guilty that he couldn’t even talk to Larry about his night—and morning—at Kent’s. He had no one to share it with outside of Kent, Tim, and Paul.

But he and Larry weren’t at that point yet. They still weren’t even sure if they were going to sleep together, much less take the relationship to a deeper level.

He was…alone.

Unless he didn’t show up for work one day, there really wasn’t anyone to miss him immediately. His closest friends would, he hoped, think something was amiss after a week or two.

No siblings, his parents were gone.

No kids.

Then again, kids hadn’t really ever been on his radar, even before he finally understood he was gay and what that meant. Sometimes, he watched his friends with kids and wondered “what if,” but that ship had sailed. Sure, he could have adopted or had a surrogate, but having a kid without having a life partner just didn’t make sense to him. Especially when he didn’t have a deep biological urge to have one.

Usually he had no complaints about his life, or his job, and few regrets. He had a lot of friends, of the vanilla and kinky persuasion, some of them even ticking both boxes. Not much to complain about, really.

Until he dove too deep into his navel-gazing and started looking around and it really sank in how alone he was.

Even then, that wasn’t a complaint so much as it was a realization he tried to shove away so he didn’t let it eat too deeply at him. 


Chapter Five

 

Monday morning, Boyd sent Tim a text to check on him and Paul. That led to a quick, friendly phone call to confirm that everything was okay. Boyd liked to follow up with people he played with, in case they had subdrop, or if there were things they wanted to talk about regarding the scene.

“Paul can’t wait to play with you again,” Tim told him. “He had a blast.”

“Did you?”

“I had a lot of fun.”

“But are you okay with how I played with Paul?”

“Oh, yeah. Don’t mind me and my little freak-outs over marks. That’s my issue, not yours. He was a happy camper. Even had me take pictures of his ass for him to remember it by.”

“I’m glad I could help. Any time you want to schedule more play, just let me know.”

Wednesday, Boyd was scheduled to meet with Ella an hour before he was to meet Larry at the restaurant. That’d work out fine, because he didn’t want to mix the two streams quite yet, so to speak.

Especially since Boyd didn’t really know Ella outside of the rope group at Venture and the munch, and Larry was skittish in some ways when it came to his private life. The man wouldn’t be comfortable with a stranger sitting there while they chatted.

Frankly, after his weekend at Kent’s, Boyd was hoping maybe something more could develop between him and Larry.

The love Tim and Paul obviously had for each other couldn’t be missed. Despite the hot sex he’d had with both men, it only drove home how lonely Boyd felt outside those types of encounters.

Then there was the subtle torture of watching Kyle and Tristan together.

Boyd arrived a few minutes early to get the rear corner booth he wanted, ensuring privacy. Ella arrived right on time. When Boyd saw her walk in, he held up a hand in greeting and she quickly joined him.

“Thanks for meeting with me,” she said. “I appreciate it.” She acted a little…subdued tonight, as opposed to the other times he’d encountered her.

“No problem. I only have about a half hour, though,” he fudged, but reminding her of his time limit. Just in case they ran a little long, it built in a cushion. “I’m meeting someone else, and nothing personal, but I’m just getting to know them and they’re pretty private.”

“That’s fine. This won’t take long.”

“Just didn’t want you to think I’m giving you the bum’s rush or something, eh?”

“No, I get it. It’s fine.”

“So. What’d you want to talk about?”

“I couldn’t help but notice your accent,” Ella said. He thought it was an odd segue. “Sounds like you were raised in Minnesota.” The blue-eyed, blonde woman once again struck him as vaguely familiar, for some reason.

“Yah, mostly, aye?” he said with a smile, emphasizing the accent. Then he dropped it. “Until we had to move. My dad was in the military. My mom’s family was from Minneapolis. Dad was stationed at Minot, but Mom and I mostly stayed in Grand Forks with Mom’s cousins, because of my school and her job. Left when I was seventeen, when Dad was transferred to Germany.”

Her gaze fell to her hands. “Does the name Helen Stinton ring a bell?”

Boyd stared at her. “I’m…” He hadn’t really thought about Helen in years. “I knew a girl by that name. Back in high school.” A flood of memories washed in and, this time, they didn’t involve green eyes or a guy who took a chunk of Boyd’s heart with him when he left his bed.

For the first time since his early twenties, he really…thought about her, instead of generically remembering he’d only slept with one woman.

Back then, she hadn’t been a woman, and he definitely hadn’t been a man.

An unseasonably cool late summer night and an old blanket in the back of a pickup truck. A clear, starry sky, and two kids fumbling and not knowing what the hell they were doing.

Especially him.

Doubly especially since he’d already suspected he was gay, but when she’d asked him to be with her that night, he couldn’t bring himself to tell her no.

Mostly because he wanted the question answered once and for all in his own mind, and partly because he knew he’d never see her again. She and her parents were moving to California for her father’s next post, leaving the next day.

What Boyd hadn’t told Helen was so were he and his parents. Not the next day, but moving less than a week later. Heading to another country for his last year of high school, he wouldn’t have to deal with any rumors of whether or not he liked boys better than girls.

Mainly because he’d be somewhere new, where no one knew him. When his dad had offered Boyd the option of staying behind with cousins to finish school there, he’d eagerly jumped at the chance to leave.

“‘Knew’ her?” Ella asked, barging into his memories.

A cold feeling started congealing in the pit of his stomach. “We…sort of dated. For a while.”

“‘Sort of dated’?”

“Are you going to question every answer I give you? And why are you asking me this, anyway?” Except…as he started doing the math in his head…he knew.

Ella’s behavior, especially tonight.

The familiar blue eyes, because they stared back at him from the mirror every morning. The blonde hair the same shade as his.

“You slept with her one time, before she moved? Only once?”

He numbly nodded. “Yes. She asked me to. She was in love with me.”

“Congratulations, asshole. You’re my father.”

Oh…fuck.

He’d used a condom that night, passed to him by one of his friends when he’d asked if he had one.

Except he’d been a stupid, clueless kid, and it’d been the first time he’d ever used one. Hell, who even knew if the damn thing had been expired, or had a hole in it? How long it’d been in his buddy’s wallet?

He struggled for words and finally, lamely, settled on, “H-how is she, then?”

“Dead.”

“What?”

“Five years ago. Logging truck jackknifed, lost its load, and took out her and three other cars. I was sixteen.”

It felt like a punch in his gut. “I…I’m sorry.”

“Not nearly as sorry as I was, I’m sure.” She sat back. “Try figuring out how to file for emancipated minor status so you can settle your mother’s estate while taking AP high school classes so you can land a damn academic scholarship to college. Mainly, because same single mother couldn’t afford to send you to college.

“Fortunately, the logging company had insurance and was eager to make a fast payout to keep me from going to the media about it. They were trying to get more logging land opened to them, and I could have made them look reeeeally bad. At least they paid for her funeral for me. I had twenty dollars to my fucking name when she died, because I couldn’t access her bank accounts until probate went through.”

She crossed her arms over her chest and stared at him. He suspected if looks could kill he’d be nothing but a smoking pile of ash and bone fragments.

He didn’t know what to say. Nothing he said would be right.

She continued. “How many Boyd Nybergs could there possibly be in the world, I asked myself.” She leaned forward. “Turns out there’s a lot more of you fuckers than I thought. It was only because I located a couple of your cousins in Grand Forks and tracked their Facebook feeds that I was finally able to find you. Saw you’d marked yourself as going to events at Venture, and that led me to digging around. Hell, I thought surely you’d have a wife, kids.” She studied her fingernails for a moment. “Kind of family I never got to have.”

“I don’t have any other kids,” he softly said. “Your mother was the only woman I ever slept with. I’m gay.”

“Duh. I figured that out when I started going to events at Venture and asked about you. Got to meet you.”

It felt like he couldn’t even think, much less form coherent sentences. “What about your grandparents? Why didn’t they help you? Why didn’t they ask the military for help locating us when she found out she was pregnant?” At war within him, shock, and more than a little indignation that no one tried to tell him back then.

“Ha! They disowned her when they found out she was pregnant. Literally bought her a bus ticket back to Grand Forks, told her not to let the door hit her where the good lord split her, and to not show up on their doorstep again unless she was married to her baby’s father. That last part they left a little iffy, because apparently they would have accepted marriage to anyone.

“But she loved you, asshole. Imagine her surprise when she returned to Grand Forks and found out you were gone.”

She waved her hands in front of her. “Poof.”

When she next spoke, she sounded like a caricature. “She was sixteen goin’ on seventeen, aye? On ’er own and desperate, aye, she was. She had no fuckin’ clue how to ask dem dere military folks for help, ya see. She ended up in Fargo, dontcha know, aye? Ya, youbetcha.”

Ella scowled and dropped the accent. “Met a woman who worked for a church school who took her in and got her a job. She had me. Worked her ass off. Friend of hers from high school ended up moving out to Oregon when I was in junior high and asked if Mom wanted us to come with and share expenses, and Mom said yes. That’s where we were living when she was killed. Only by then the friend had flaked out and we were on our own. Again. Correction—I was on my own.”

Stunned and horrified, he stared at her, clueless as to what he was supposed to say, or do. “I-I’m so sorry. I didn’t know.”

“Obviously.” She sat back and stared at him.

“I mean…I…” He was still trying to process he had a daughter. That she was his he had no doubt. He wouldn’t insult her intelligence trying to deny it or demanding DNA proof, unless she thought she’d try to extort money out of him that he didn’t have.

On top of that, that Helen was…

Dead.

“I-I’m so sorry,” he softly said again. “If I’d known…” He sat back and his gaze fell to the table. “I’m sorry. I know my parents would have…” He sighed, feeling old and a deep, unnamable ache throbbing inside him. “I’m so sorry.”

An uncomfortable silence settled between them for several long, struggling moments. “Yeah, well…I’m sorry, too. She was a great mom. She loved the fuck out of me.” She angrily brushed at her eyes and sniffled. “She fucking deserved better than she did, from my grandparents and from you.”

He slowly nodded. “You’re right.” He could barely breathe, barely talk. “She did.”

Ella looked like she wanted to say something, then angrily shoved herself out of the booth. He tried to go after her, but she turned and held out a hand. “No. Just…no.”

He watched her practically run out of the restaurant. He finally collapsed back into his seat, his mind swirling and spinning, struggling to comprehend this new knowledge.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd couldn’t drive Ella’s voice from his head.

Dead?

A daughter?

Fuck me.

After Ella left, Boyd sat there, stunned, until Larry showed up.

Larry immediately frowned as he slid into the booth, where Ella had occupied the seat just a short while earlier. “What’s wrong?”

There was no easy or tactful way to say it. “I just found out I have a twenty-one-year-old daughter, and her mother is dead.”

Larry frowned as he stared at Boyd, then leaned forward. “If this is a prank you really need to work on your technique, because it sucks.”

Boyd shook his head. “It’s not a prank.” Boyd met Larry’s gaze. “We just talked. Before you got here. I…she tracked me down, found out about me being kinky, and pretended to be interested in rope to get to know me. Told me she wanted to meet with me to pick my brain about shibari.”

“What? Well, what does she want?”

“I don’t know. We didn’t get that far before she left.”

“You told me you didn’t have any kids. How do you even know she’s yours? I thought you hadn’t been with any women?”

“I…in high school, just once, one girl. I told you that.”

“And you knocked her up and are just now finding out about it?”

He slowly nodded. “Her mom died five years ago, when Ella was sixteen. Car accident.”

“Why’d she wait until now to track you down?”

“I…I don’t know.”

Larry leaned in and dropped his voice. “How’d she track you?”

“Facebook, then over to FetLife.”

Larry sat back. “So…let me make sure I’m understanding you correctly. You’re saying she knows you’re kinky?”

“I’m open, you know that.”

“So, what, she just showed up, said she’s your daughter, and…why? What does she want from you?”

“I…I don’t know. She left. I tried to follow her and she told me no.”

Larry studied him for a long moment before speaking. “Yeeeaaah, I’m going to have to tap out, sorry.” He moved to get out of the booth.

“What?”

“You might be open, but I’m not. Most of my family doesn’t even know I’m gay. Sorry, but I have no desire to be revenge-outed to them, or at work, or be linked by her to someone kinky, all because she’s pissed off Daddy wasn’t there to tuck her in and read her bedtime stories when she was a kid, and she decides to burn your life down and take mine with it.”

“What?” He knew Larry was private, but not that he was still deep in the closet to his family and his employer.

Larry had already slid out of the booth. “Sorry. You’re a great guy, and you’re hot, but you’re too nice and trusting. I can’t afford to get caught up in some sort of revenge plot and have my name splashed all over. Not to mention, I told you when we met that I don’t want kids. You told me you didn’t have any kids, that you didn’t fuck women, and now I’m finding out you have a kid?”

“I told you I slept with a girl in high school.”

He waved that away. “Irrelevant now. That’s one dangerous loose end waving around out there, and I’m not getting caught up in it. You’re too fucking nice, Boyd. She’s going to throw your life in a woodchipper. Why else would she show up this many years later? I wish you well, but you’re on your own. No hard feelings, and good luck with all that.”

Stunned, Boyd watched him walk out.

It felt like the second gut-punch in a row.

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the seat. Maybe I’m stuck in a nightmare.

He bitterly laughed at the irony that everyone had some sort of nice-guy opinion of him, even the people who knew he was a sadist.

If only they knew about Kent’s parties. 


Chapter Six

 

Boyd sat at his desk early Thursday afternoon and stared at his computer. He just…couldn’t get Ella out of his mind. He’d called her last night after arriving home from his disastrously truncated date with Larry, and had tried again that morning. He even left a voice mail for her both times to please call him, that he’d like to talk to her, but…

Silence.

Not that he blamed her.

His next step would be trying to contact her through Fet or Facebook, but he’d prefer to actually talk to her, like a human being.

He wasn’t sure what she wanted, though. Yeah, of course he would like to get to know her, if she was open to that. She was his daughter, for fuck’s sake. Why else would she go through all the trouble of tracking him down?

Although based on her demeanor, and what she’d said, he wasn’t sure she wanted to get to know him better.

It left him feeling shitty that she’d been through such hell, alone, when he could have been there for her.

Left him feeling even shittier she’d grown up and he’d never even known she was alive. All the things he missed out on with her.

All the things poor Helen had to deal with alone.

Had he just known about Ella. He’d never really wanted to be a father or had plans for it, but he felt heartsick that Ella had grown up without him and never knowing he would have been there for her had he known about her.

Would have loved her and helped raise her.

Would have taken care of her, and her mother, even if his relationship with Helen would have been doomed, eventually. He never would have turned his back on Helen in this situation.

He would have helped her.

He wouldn’t have been…indifferent. He would have owned his responsibilities. He also knew damn well his father and mother would have helped him take care of them. Would have doted upon a granddaughter.

Goddammit.

When his personal cell rang, he grabbed and answered it so fast he didn’t look at the screen first. “Hello?”

“Heeeey, there. How’s my favorite sadist?”

Kent.

“Um, hey.”

“Wow. That’s not the greeting I expected.”

“Sorry, I’m at work.”

“You all right?”

“Yeah, I’m…fine. What’s up?”

“Still on for Saturday night, right?”

He thought about canceling, then checked himself. Maybe exactly the thing he needed was a distraction. Otherwise, he knew what he’d do to himself—sit alone at home, probably drink, and spend the weekend berating himself for being a shitty human being.

“Yeah. I’ll be there.”

“Great! I just finished talking with the newbie again. Had lunch with him up in Sarasota and I’m on my way home now. He’s really eager and fired up. Also wanted to let you know we’re going to change the start time Saturday to four. One of the other guys, a family thing they had got cancelled, so he can get there earlier.”

Boyd couldn’t focus on this right now. “Four. Got it. Looking forward to it.”

“Also wanted to extend the offer that if you want to spend the whole night with him, he’s not busy on Sunday. You’re welcomed to stay over all night.”

“You remember the part where I said don’t get your feelings hurt if I don’t hit it off with him, right?”

“He’s adorable, Boyd. Come on, he needs someone like you. I don’t like to break my toys, you know that. I have a good feeling about this guy. He’s your fucking unicorn.”

Boyd rubbed at his forehead, a headache threatening. “There is no such thing.”

“Sure there is. Look how well you, Tim, and Paul hit it off.”

And Tim and Paul were married, meaning he could remain emotionally indifferent, even as he enjoyed them in bed.

Not to mention they’d been fucked by Kent’s monster and were ruined for normal cock. They’d crave that thing.

Then there was the fact that he wasn’t poly, and he wasn’t an emotional masochist. Having sex with others when unattached was different than being in a committed relationship. And when it came to a relationship, he didn’t share or swing.

“I thought you were supposed to be in Miami?”

“Got back this morning.” Kent giggled. “Got an early start after cramming in one last fuck with Paul. Heh.”

“So how’s Tim and Paul doing?”

“Tim’s already saying he wouldn’t mind trying again. He’s a real trooper. Heh. Paul’s whistling in the wind if he wears loose shorts after being with me since Saturday, but man that kid can fuck.”

“He’s thirty-six.”

“Seriously? I thought he was like thirty, tops.”

“That’s what I thought. I asked him. He’s a year older than Tim.”

“No fucking shit? Wow. Lucky bastard. I wish I looked that good at his age. I can’t remember ages. I can barely remember names. Damn sure can’t remember jobs and shit like that. He’s over twenty-one and neg when I sign off on him, that’s all I care about, and the rest don’t matter. I have more important things in my life to keep track of than to make what’s supposed to be a fun hobby too much like work. That means you’re definitely in Saturday, right?”

“Yes, I’ll be there, but I need to get back to work.”

“Oh, yeah. Heh. Sorry. Later!”

Kent was definitely a big kid, in some ways.

X-rated and kinky ways backed by a big bank account, but still a big kid.

And yes, Boyd really did need to get his mind back on his work and focus. He had a staff meeting that afternoon he needed to prepare for. He reported directly to the head of Planning and Zoning, and was the head of the county’s planning department, overseeing twenty-five planners, in addition to more than a dozen other support personnel.

They were preparing for an important county commission workshop that was only a few weeks away. They had to make several presentations to the Board of County Commissioners about comp plan changes the commissioners wanted to discuss, and his people needed to be ready. Today’s meeting was about checking the status of his people’s progress and making sure everyone was on track, especially when they had to coordinate with a couple of other departments in the process, like Zoning.

He turned at the sound of a knock on his open door to find Caleb Prevost, the newest planner on his staff. He’d recently moved to Sarasota from Virginia when Boyd hired him a couple of months earlier. Twenty-nine, about six inches shorter than his own six one, slender, and fucking adorable.

Except Boyd was his boss, and he had no clue if Caleb was gay or not. No ring, but that didn’t mean he was single, even if he did happen to be gay or bi. Which, with Boyd’s current string of luck, the guy probably wouldn’t be.

Still, nice wank fodder for him.

Especially with his intense green eyes, bordering on emerald, in the right light.

“Come on in,” Boyd said. “Whatcha need?”

“I just got back from lunch. Before I get buried again, can I go over some stuff with you before the meeting?”

“Sure…”

Twenty minutes later, Caleb was returning to his cubicle and Boyd caught himself watching the guy’s ass in his khakis as he left his office.

Shit.

That was dangerous territory. He needed to keep it strictly confined to his fantasies in his own bed, not let his guard down for a minute at work.

At least it was a nice distraction that could help keep his mind off Ella.

 

* * * *

 

Speaking of…Ella still hadn’t returned his calls by the time he returned home from work that evening.

Was he too nice?

Did she have some sort of nefarious plot?

Was Larry right, and he was setting himself up for something really bad on the back side of this revelation?

Was she going to try to burn his life down? Not that the county would care he was gay and kinky.

He didn’t work with kids, he didn’t have a morals clause, and he was a civil servant, not a politician. No one would care he was kinky.

That was kind of the point of his life, unfortunately. A dreary, indifferent punctuation on top of everything else.

No guy in his bed, a guy just for him.

A daughter, who he just learned about, and who apparently didn’t want him.

Add on to that his guilt over Helen, and what she went through. Alone. Guilt he was still trying to process and absorb.

Getting drunk tonight was a very tempting option. He’d walked into the kitchen to explore what kinds of liquor he had in stock when his personal cell phone rang.

Hoping maybe it was Ella—or perhaps Larry admitting he’d been rash and wrong—he grabbed it…

And the number, while from Sarasota, wasn’t coming up as a saved contact.

He answered anyway, in case it was Ella. “Hello?”

“Um…hello? Hi. Sorry, hi. Boyd? Boyd Nyberg?”

The voice sounded familiar, kind of. “Yes?”

“Hi, it’s Caleb. Prevost. From work?”

Recognition aligned and snapped his brain into work mode. “Oh, yeah. Hi. Sorry, I don’t have your number programmed into my personal cell.” Boyd returned to the kitchen and opened the cabinet. “What can I do for you?”

“Your…oh, my gosh, I’m so sorry. I thought I hit the one for your work cell.” He sounded adorably mortified.

“Caleb, it’s all right. What did you need?”

“I have a question about one of the reports I’m working on…”

And that led to a forty-five-minute call, where Boyd left the liquor cabinet standing open and powered up his work laptop so he could access the county’s system and reference what Caleb was talking about in real time.

Once the call ended, Boyd stared at his phone and then added Caleb’s number to his contacts. It didn’t bother him he’d called him on his personal cell, because Boyd gave everyone who worked under him his personal cell number in case they needed him and he wasn’t answering his work cell.

Sometimes reporters needed comments after-hours, or sometimes there were rare things that had to be dealt with on weekends, or commissioners had questions—all sorts of odd and weird stray items that sometimes couldn’t wait until he was in the office. And it had been important enough Boyd would rather deal with it tonight, if the guy was willing to be working after hours, so he could start the day off tomorrow having handled it already.

It actually spoke well of Caleb’s work ethic and reinforced Boyd’s decision in hiring him.

He returned to the kitchen yet again and stared at the open cabinet, the bottles in there.

Tempting.

Too damn tempting.

He shut the cabinet and headed for his bathroom.

I can jerk off to fantasies of fucking Caleb’s mouth.

Especially now that he had the man’s voice stuck in his head.

 

* * * *

 

Friday morning, after a night plagued by bad dreams of Helen dying and before Boyd headed to work, he sent Ella a text message.

 

If you don’t want any contact from me, please tell me, and I’ll leave you alone. Otherwise, I would like to talk to you. But I’ll wait for you to contact me. I’m sorry I didn’t know about you. I wish I had. I would have been involved in your life had I known. I would have been there for you.

 

He wasn’t going to smother her with a flurry of messages, blow up her phone with texts.

The ball was now in her court.

She’d sought him out. He had no idea what her life was really like, or if she was even married, or had kids. Hell, maybe she didn’t even live locally, and had travelled to hunt him down. Who knew?

Maybe she’s finding a local lawyer who will want to sue you for back child support.

Maybe having dropped that personal atomic bomb on him, she’d switched to indifference since the outrage was now purged from her system.

Or maybe I’m going to drive myself crazy because I just don’t fucking know.

Maybe Helen would still be alive if he’d known about Ella. He would have been helping support her, and Helen might not have moved to Oregon.

It was useless to torture himself, and he knew that. But guilt still ate at him.

I need a fucking distraction.

He didn’t do waiting well. Not like this, not this kind of impatient purgatory.

Caleb stopped by his office before lunch to go over more items, which Boyd didn’t mind at all. The guy was actually picking up things faster than he’d expected him to, considering how new he was and how much larger and more densely populated Sarasota County was compared to where Caleb had moved from, their logistics far more intense and complicated than Caleb was used to.

“You want to grab lunch with me?” Boyd asked despite his brain trying to send him warning signals. “There’s a sandwich shop down the block we can walk to.”

Caleb smiled. “Sure. I’d like that. Thanks.”

“Excellent.” Hell, it wasn’t unusual for him to go to lunch with his subordinates or coworkers. He sometimes ate out with others once or twice a week, and he hadn’t yet had lunch with Caleb.

Once they’d placed their orders and had grabbed a two-person table along the wall to wait, Boyd scrolled through his work phone like he was checking e-mails, but he was really watching Caleb.

He was fucking adorable. Last night’s fantasy had been ordering him to his knees and fucking his face, then finishing in what he suspected was an adorably tight bubble butt beneath his khakis.

Talk about gorgeous green eyes. If the guy Kent had arranged for him was half as cute, he’d be tempted to kiss Kent out of thanks.

It was hard to focus when Caleb’s green eyes met his.

“So how are you liking Sarasota so far?” Boyd asked.

“It…it’s great. Definitely different than where I’m from and what I’m used to. I really like it here.”

“Any plans this weekend?”

Caleb’s cheeks pinkened. “Um…yeah. Spending…uh, spending it with friends.”

Boyd’s radar went up, but with his supervisor brain screaming reminders about sexual harassment and hostile work environment training at him, he didn’t tease, didn’t press. It wasn’t his business unless Caleb wanted to say something.

“So you’ve made some new friends since moving here? That’s good, huh?”

More pink.

The shade of pink I’d love to turn his ass.

“Yeah. Lon, over in Economic Development, he’s, um, introducing me to people.”

“That’s nice of him.”

“Yeah.”

Boyd was going to try to work in an indirect question about Caleb’s personal life, but then their orders were ready, and the opportunity passed.

Probably for the best. Pleasantly indifferent bosses don’t get fired for perving on their subordinates.

After lunch they returned to work, and Boyd tried to keep his mind focused on work. Now he was desperately looking forward to tomorrow and meeting the newbie Kent insisted would blow him—and blow him away.

I could use the distraction. 


Chapter Seven

 

Boyd went through his implement bag Saturday afternoon and tried to slim it down a little. If the guy was a newbie, there were things Boyd wouldn’t be using on him tonight.

Then again, maybe he would.

Fuck it.

He repacked it and set it by the door after making sure he had his leather hood in there. He had a lycra hood he could also wear, but the leather hood made a statement. It would be fun watching the guy at future parties and knowing who he was, but watching him searching, seeing if he recognized anyone, trying to figure out if the people who’d done him tonight were in attendance.

Kent was right. If the guy was as cute as Kent said he was, Boyd knew he’d want to see the guy’s eyes, watch his expression as he played with him, enjoy making his eyes water as he face-fucked him.

If the guy’s eyes were the same or similar shade of green as Caleb’s, even better.

He took his shower, shaved, and opted for jeans, a black short-sleeved button-up shirt, and his black leather motorcycle boots. If he was going to be in Dom mode tonight, he liked to dress the part. Especially if the guy was a newbie. Give him the full experience.

He also remembered to pack an overnight bag, just in case. Hell, wasn’t like he had to be anywhere tomorrow, except here.

There were already four cars parked in Kent’s front yard when Boyd let himself onto the property with his personal gate code and drove up and parked in the shade of an oak tree. He didn’t recognize any of the other cars parked there. Kent already had the front door open, a grin on his face to greet Boyd as he made his way up the walk.

“There’s my Dom of the day!”

“Hey.”

Kent scowled. “You all right?”

“Yeah, just—” He knew there were people inside and dropped his voice. “We can talk tomorrow after everyone leaves. Vanilla personal stuff not related to this. I could use a nonjudgmental ear to bounce stuff off of.”

Serious Kent immediately appeared. “Work? Money? Health?”

“No, no, and no.”

“Sure. You want to talk now? I’ll tell them to chill for a little and we can go out back.”

“Nah. It can wait until tomorrow. Frankly, I’m looking forward to the distraction.”

Kent shifted gears immediately and grinned. “Oh, he’s gorgeous. He arrived before everyone else, and I already prepped and blindfolded him.”

“‘Prepped’?”

“Not fucked, jeezus, I promised you a fun night.” He laughed and dropped his voice to a whisper. “Had to teach the kid how to clean himself out, if you can believe it. That’s how new he is.” Kent poked him in the shoulder. “Lucky bastard. You really will be breaking him in.”

“Huh?”

“I told the twins they’re not allowed to fuck him.”

“I thought there were three of them?”

“Twins, triplets, whatever. It’s a figure of speech, anyway.” Kent poked him again and grinned. “You got yourself an ass virgin, buddy.”

Alarm bells rang in Boyd’s brain. “Whoa, wait a minute—”

“Don’t worry, he’s had toys up there himself, and he’s sucked a couple of cocks and had his cock sucked. Apparently he went up to the Toucan one weekend, but he couldn’t make himself go all the way. In fact, I told him to bring his own toys with him, and he’s got one of his own butt plugs up there now. Yes, he put it in. I haven’t touched him like that yet.” Another grin. “I’m letting you unwrap that present, buddy.”

Boyd wasn’t sure he wanted to be someone’s first. Sure, for some guys he saw why it was an ego boost, but if it went bad it could also leave him with a lifetime of guilt.

He was living proof of the other side of that.

And Boyd was currently and unexpectedly finding himself overbooked in the guilt department as it was. Especially since discovering the only other first fuck he’d been for someone had resulted in a daughter he hadn’t known about.

At least the guy can’t get pregnant.

Still, he followed Kent inside.

After dropping his implement and overnight bags in the same spare bedroom he’d be sleeping in, Boyd joined Kent in the kitchen. For now, Boyd wanted to keep his clothes on.

“Where is he?”

“I have him in the back bedroom, naked and sitting on the bed, blindfolded, cuffed, and collared. Wanted to go over a couple of ground rules I negotiated with him.”

“Sure.”

“No names. Well, except for me, because you all know who the fuck I am. We’ll call him boy for the weekend, and he’ll call you Sir. The triplets are One, Two, and Three.”

Boyd arched an eyebrow at him. “Seriously?’

“You want to call them Moe, Larry, and Curley, and have everyone cracking up?”

Boyd rolled his eyes but waved for Kent to continue.

“He’s going to always be blindfolded while outside the back bedroom. Inside, he can either be blindfolded, or you can be hooded, but he doesn’t want to see anyone’s faces. When he leaves, it’ll be either after you all have gone, or before you do, but so he can’t see you.”

That was a little…obsessive. Or excessive. Or…both. “Why?”

Kent shrugged. “I look like a shrink? He wants to feel submissive and helpless, and what better way to do it?”

“That’s starting to feel like do-me-sub territory there, and that’s not something I’m into.”

“I’m summarizing. You talk to him once he’s all yours, and you waste your time psychoanalyzing him instead of beating and fucking him, and get back to me.”

“So much for you getting to watch me fuck him.”

Kent shrugged. “I got three cuties to keep me busy today. I can deal.”

Boyd ignored Kent’s snark. “What else?”

“Standard limits. No marks he can’t hide for work, nothing permanent. No scat or piss. Red is his safeword, and he knows he can use it and it won’t stop the weekend, just that particular activity. You’re the only one who will actually fuck him tonight, but he’ll be, heh, used in other ways by all of us. The triplets will be able to suck him, but they are under orders not to make him come. I’m leaving that up to you. Those last two are my rules, and he’s agreed to them. I figured you’d want that honor.” He grinned. “You’re welcome.”

“I still need to negotiate play with him. Especially if he’s that new.”

“I know, and I told him that. But you can negotiate with him blindfolded, can’t you?”

“Yeah, I suppose. I’ll need his name and number though, so I can check up on him later.”

“Nope.”

He’d had about enough of this. “No? I thought you were setting us up?”

Kent smiled. “I’m going to have him back next Saturday, unmasked, with you here. I’ll ‘introduce’ you two then. I’ve already been talking you up to him like crazy. He seriously does not want to know who did what, and he doesn’t know you’re the guy I’m going to introduce him to next Saturday.”

“How am I supposed to check up on him?”

“I’ll take care of that, don’t worry.” He pointed to himself. “Not a Dom, but also not an idiot. I warned him if he has a problem, I will be giving you his number. Don’t worry.”

That only slightly reassured Boyd. “He gets no alcohol this weekend. Hard limit. He might be subspacey already, if he’s blindfolded. Especially a guy that inexperienced. Don’t need him impaired.”

Kent nodded. “That’s fair. I’ll tell him.”

“Tops get safeword rights, too,” Boyd said. “I will stop everything if I think he’s in trouble in some way, or if I’m not into it.”

“I already warned him that was a possibility, yes. And you’re in charge of directing the group activities with him. He knows all that.”

At least Kent had thought ahead somewhat. That reassured Boyd a little. “Where are the other guys?”

“TV room. Come on.”

One of the guys—dubbed One, ironically—Boyd had seen at last Saturday’s party. Two and Three, Boyd had never met before. One was tallest, Two the middle, and Three the shortest. They were all dressed. After the introductions, and Kent going over the rules and tentative schedule of events—they would grill steaks around eight, but Kent had put out munchies for them—Kent went to fetch the guy from the back bedroom.

Boyd stood off to the side when Kent brought the guy in and paid close attention to the man’s body language. Despite Boyd’s slight unease over the arrangement, his cock stood up and cheered and wanted to give Kent a high-five.

The boy—metaphorically speaking—was gorgeous. Trim and slim, slightly more defined muscles on him than a twink, but with a subtle softness that maybe spoke to an active lifestyle, but not gym-centric. He looked vaguely familiar, but then again, a lot of guys did when naked.

Boyd stepped forward first and circled the boy, where Kent had left him standing. Everyone remained quiet, and the sound of his boots on the tile could be plainly heard. Boy wore the same collar and cuffs Boyd had used on Paul last weekend. Dark hair, black, on his head, but he was clean-shaven and had also shaved his chest, back, bush, and balls, or Kent had done it for him.

Not only was he wearing a wide blindfold that Boyd knew completely blocked his vision, but Kent had also tied a black shemagh around and over the top of it, which further obscured his face. It also covered most of the top of his head, and Kent had wrapped the ends around the blindfold’s strap before tying it in place, to help keep it from moving and to cover even more area for extra insurance around the outer edges of the blindfold in case it slipped.

Boyd suspected Kent had opted not to use a hood because boy was either claustrophobic, or Kent didn’t want to get one all spooged up with boy about to have his face fucked by all five of them. The shemagh and blindfold would be fast and easy to remove, especially by boy, as well as easy to wash.

Boyd nodded to Kent. “Boy,” Kent said, “say hello to your Sir for the weekend.”

The guy’s voice sounded so soft Boyd could barely hear him. “Hello, Sir.”

He wouldn’t make him repeat it. Not right now. He sounded nervous-scared, and it made Boyd’s cock even harder.

Boyd was fairly certain he could make boy find his voice in other ways soon enough. “Hello, boy. You ready to play this weekend?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And say hello to One, Two, and Three,” Kent said.

The guy did, and the other three men introduced themselves by their monikers.

Kent smiled. “I turn him over to you, Sir.”

After signaling to the others with a finger to his lips for them to remain silent, Boyd stepped directly in front of boy, inches away, and waited. He knew he stood close enough the man would feel the heat from his body and start to hear the way ambient sounds changed based on where Boyd stood in relation to him.

Sure enough, after a few seconds, boy started leaning toward him a little. Boyd reached up and gently cupped the man’s chin. Only the very briefest of resistance before boy relaxed. He stood around five seven, and his semi-hard cock, a solid seven inches or so, twitched and finished inflating while Boyd held his chin.

Boyd dropped his voice, really starting to get into the game. “I hear you’re looking to get a few cherries popped this weekend, boy.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Kent told me your limits. Any you wish to add?”

“No, Sir.”

“We will be negotiating again when we take it private and before I get sadistic on you. I need to know you’re consenting.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Boyd released his chin and took boy’s left hand in his right. “Kneel, boy.”

He did, putting his mouth exactly at Boyd’s cock.

Perfect.

Boyd released his hand and grabbed boy’s head, pressing his lips against his denim-clad bulge so he could feel it. “Why the blindfold, boy?”

Fuck Kent, he wanted to know now. He didn’t like not knowing if there were emotional landmines he might trip over.

Boyd let boy turn his face so his cheek was pressed against his bulge and boy could answer. “B-because I have trouble turning off my brain, Sir. If I can’t see, it will force me to focus on what I hear and feel instead of everything else. I…I need a forced mental vacation, Sir. It’s been a rough few months, and I need a…”

He seemed to be looking for the word.

“A reset, boy?”

He nodded as much as he could with Boyd holding his face pressed against his crotch. “Yes, Sir. That’s a good word. A hard reset.”

Behind boy and a few feet away, Kent smirked and arched an eyebrow at Boyd, but he ignored him.

“Why do you need that? What happened? Shortest version possible, pick your words carefully. Ten words or less.”

Boy seemed to need a moment. “Family stress, long-distance move, new job.”

Boyd tenderly stroked his hair, scratching his scalp. “Good boy,” he murmured, feeling relieved. Those were all huge stressors on a person. He could understand the need for a mental break under those conditions.

A distraction. “I’m going to ask a lot of you while we’re together. Are you prepared to give it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Excellent.” He nudged boy’s naked left knee with the toe of his right boot. “Bend down and kiss the tops of my boots, boy.”

Boyd’s cock was trying to figure out how to burst free of its denim prison as boy put his hands out to find Boyd’s feet, and then scooted back enough he could lean in and press long, tender kisses to the tops of his boots.

Fuuuuuck me.

“Excellent. Now take them off me, and my socks.”

Working strictly by feel, especially when you didn’t know what was going on, could be tricky. Boy seemed game, however, and ran his hands over first his right boot, helping pull it and his sock off, even remembering to tuck the sock inside the boot, and then his left.

Boyd set them to the side. “Stand up and undress me. Shirt first.”

Boy reached out to find Boyd’s legs and ran his hands up the sides of his jeans as he stood, felt his belt, and up. Then around to the back of his shirt and down again to tug his shirttails free before his hands returned to Boyd’s front and followed the line of buttons up to start unbuttoning them. Boyd held his arms out so boy could get the shirt off him and took it from him to toss it on the couch.

Next, boy fumbled his belt for a brief moment before opening it, then the button and zipper of his fly. With every brush of boy’s flesh against his, Boyd felt his cock aching to be planted inside the man.

Yeah, this was the distraction he needed this weekend. Guilt-free sex and sadism, with a side order of anticipation over next weekend’s “first meeting.”

But if it did work out between them, he would reveal to the guy he’d been the Dom.

If it didn’t work out…no harm, no foul.

Once Boyd was naked, he had boy run his hands all over him, front and back, exploring, kissing, ending with him using his mouth on Boyd’s cock just to go down on him once and pull off immediately, followed by a kiss on the tip.

Fuuuuuck.

The kid had a damned eager mouth.

He pulled boy to his feet. “Now Kent.” He waved Kent in and enjoyed watching boy’s shock as he discovered exactly how big Kent’s cock was.

With Boyd now barefoot and naked, boy would have to pay especially close attention to where Boyd was. He walked behind boy and squatted behind him without touching him to whisper in his ear, enjoying his startled response when he spoke in boy’s left ear while boy had both hands around Kent’s cock and was licking the head.

“Just be glad I’m being selfish this weekend and that monster isn’t going up your ass, boy. Maybe some other time, but definitely not while I’m here this weekend.” Boy softly moaned, and Boyd reached down to cup his ass and squeeze hard. “You’re going to have a bellyful of cum by the time I take you to the back bedroom, but the only cum going inside this ass tonight is mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” boy half-moaned against Kent’s monster.

Boyd held boy’s head in his hands, making him stay in place and explore Kent’s cock. “I control when and what you eat and drink this weekend. You are to ask me for water any time you need it, and if you have to use the bathroom, you’re to tell me immediately.”

That would be another way to make him feel helpless and dependent. Not to mention Boyd found feeding someone by hand incredibly erotic. Especially if they were bound and immobile.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good boy. Time for you to get to know the others.” 


Chapter Eight

 

Once Boyd had boy repeat the same procedure with the others, he moved the party into the living room, to the giant sectional sofa in there. Which, of course, Kent had already covered with sheets.

Boyd knew if he didn’t nut, and soon, he wasn’t going to be able to think straight. He also wanted plenty of time to recover so he could last a while when fucking the guy for the first time. He and Kent sat on the sofa, and Boyd started out with boy on his knees in front of him, sucking his cock while Boyd held his head and gauged how deep he could take him.

Pretty damn deep, actually. Almost all the way to the root. He wasn’t going to work on boy’s deep-throating skills just then, however.

Boyd had also dropped the silence requirement, and all the guys talked to boy, narrating, all the dirty, sexy stuff Boyd knew would help reinforce the subspace he was pretty sure boy had already achieved. One, Two, and Three knelt around boy as he worked on Boyd’s cock, kissing and stroking his body, teasing his nipples, nipping, quick sucks and strokes on his cock to tease and not get him off.

Yeah, Boyd couldn’t hold back. Boy’s eager mouth was too damn good. And as Boyd talked boy through it, how he liked his cock sucked, how and where he liked boy’s tongue to work, he felt his climax quickly build, until he couldn’t hold back.

“First load to swallow, boy. Keep track of all of them, from all of us, because there will be a quiz later.” He forced boy’s head down on his cock as far as Boyd thought he could take without gagging as his cum erupted, waiting until he knew the guy would need a breath to ease him back to the head.

“Very good, boy.” He stroked his hair, scratching him like a puppy. “Excellent. You made me very happy. Such a good boy. Now take care of Kent.” He passed him over and watched boy struggle to get the tip in his mouth.

Kent laughed. “You don’t have to get me off this time, boy. I just want to feel that mouth of yours for a few minutes. I already have plans for all these loads.”

After Kent let him go, Boyd switched places with One on the couch, and so it went until boy had swallowed three more loads.

Boyd had grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. After Three released boy, Boyd knelt behind him, pulled boy’s body back against his chest, and cupped his left hand around the front of his throat to tip his head back. He gently touched the bottle to his lips and tipped it up so he could drink. When boy instinctively reached up to take the bottle, Boyd pulled it away and clucked in his ear.

“No. Hands down. You tell me when you’ve had enough.” He let him drink again, boy finally pursing his lips and drawing his head away once he’d had enough.

Without releasing boy’s throat, Boyd passed the bottle to Kent, who’d held the cap for him. Then with his other hand, he reached around boy and wrapped his fingers around his cock. “Do not come. You don’t have permission.”

 

* * * *

 

The boy was in…heaven.

Already, this was beyond what Kent had promised would happen this weekend, far better than even his wildest fantasies.

The Dom had a smooth, mellow voice, not a smoker, and reminded him a lot of—

Nope.

Not going there this weekend.

He hadn’t told Sir all the reasons he needed this hard reset. The guy didn’t need to know them.

Wasn’t his business.

He hadn’t even told Kent all the details. Especially since, in their initial meeting, Kent had recommended that he keep personal details to himself if he didn’t want someone to be able to weaponize them later. The only things that mattered, that had to be shared, were things directly relating to whatever was going on at the party, or health issues.

Since he didn’t have any health issues, he was going to take Kent’s advice to heart and keep his mouth shut regarding most everything else.

Not hard to do. He’d done that most of his life as a survival mechanism with his family.

What the boy needed was a solid, real-world experience to help offset all his frequent, unrelenting, and unrequited fantasies that could never become reality.

He needed to know—to experience—that there were men out there who were available to him, so he could set aside the relentless fantasy that could never become reality and devote himself to actually opening himself to an attainable partner.

Not a blue-eyed guy who would never even notice him. Or who wouldn’t do anything about it, even if he did.

As the hand slowly jacked his cock, the one around his throat didn’t choke him, but held him securely pressed against the man’s body. Warm, firm muscles, didn’t feel like he was really hairy, not that it would have mattered.

He’d given over choice and trusted Kent, based on his friend’s recommendation.

For this weekend, names didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except shutting down the noise and static that could keep him awake at night lately as his new job grew more demanding, until he broke down and fantasized about Him, the one guy completely out of his reach, and jerked off to fantasies about being on his knees in front of the man.

This weekend, all of them—well, except Kent, and holy fuck what the hell was he hung with, an elephant’s trunk?—could be Him in his fantasies.

Especially Sir.

Monday morning he would go to work with a set of hot memories and a hard mental reset to kickstart the next leg of his life’s journey.

No family looking over his shoulder now and judging him.

New friends who knew the basic truths about him and who either shared those interests or didn’t judge him for them.

A chance to start over, to find someone for himself. Someone he could be with, serve, be appreciated by.

For now, he’d just be.

Be Sir’s good boy.

And fantasize about a particular set of blue eyes and blond hair as he did.

 

* * * *

 

The men spent lots of time teasing and playing with boy, who thought this might be heaven on earth. Two and Three both came in his mouth again, and he spent time learning how to properly worship cocks with Kent, Sir, and One.

When Sir got hungry, he made boy lie on the breakfast bar, and they dumped dip and hummus and other things on his body, on his cock, using him to dip chips on, licking it off him. A human party platter.

Boy was hand-fed by Sir, made to lick his fingers, suck on them, his desire spinning him down into a sweet, fuzzy haze he never wanted to leave. His world started and ended here, with the hands and mouths and men and pleasure.

Nothing else existed, and he loved it. For the first time in his adult life, he could simply enjoy and let things happen.

The whole time, his cock throbbed, aching, made worse when someone would close their lips around it and tease him just enough to make him whine and beg for more before releasing him.

They spun him around on the counter, so his legs hung off one edge and his head off the other. Two men held his legs spread wide open, Kent pinned his hands down while letting him lick his cock, and another dove between his legs, licking and sucking his balls, rimming him, going down on him.

It was Sir who spoke up from between his legs. “I want to taste you, boy. You may come.” A hand cupped his sac as Sir’s hot mouth devoured his cock.

“Oh…fuuuuuck!” he moaned against Kent’s cock. Boy exploded almost immediately, feeling horrible he couldn’t last longer, but it felt too damn good.

Except it seemed to please Sir. He nipped and bit the insides of boy’s thighs, sucking hard, leaving marks, boy was sure.

Then Sir started licking his cock again.

Almost immediately, blood rushed back into it, and Sir had him hard.

“Good boy.” His legs and arms were released and he was helped to sit up and get down from the counter. “Let’s go to the hot tub to relax and rinse off. Blindfold stays on, of course.”

“Heh,” Kent said. “That’s perfect. He can work on my cock some more.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

They moved him to the hot tub. There were hands and cocks to lick and suck, playing with his body and cock, and fingers up his ass—sensory overload of the best kind. It seemed like forever and only a few minutes before Kent asked how he wanted his steak. Sir helped him out of the hot tub and dried him off, then sat him on a mat next to a patio table set.

He heard knives and forks on plates, and then the feel of Sir’s fingers on his lips. “Open.”

He did, and a small, perfectly cooked piece of meat was popped into his mouth.

He leaned against Sir, resting his head against his thigh, waiting with his mouth open for the next piece, and thinking this was possibly the most perfect day and night of his life.

Ever.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd barely survived dinner without blowing his load in his lap from how fucking sexy boy was sucking the food from his fingers.

Boyd also had a hard time focusing when all he wanted to do was plow this guy’s adorable ass, right now.

First, he wanted him alone.

Then he wanted to blow him again. Followed by beating him and marking his gorgeous ass.

Then he wanted to work him up again, get him all horny, and have him begging for Boyd’s cock up his ass.

I owe Kent big-time for this.

After bidding their good-nights to Kent and the triplets, Boyd led boy to the back bedroom. There, he closed the door behind them and after helping boy take a piss and washing their hands, he walked boy over to the bed and sat him down on it.

“Wait here. Do not move.” Boyd went to his implement bag, where he’d moved it after dinner. He dug the leather hood out and went into the bathroom so he could see what he was doing to lace the back of it, used the bathroom, and washed his hands.

That finished, he returned to the bedroom. “Okay, boy. I have my hood on. I’m going to take your blindfold off now. I want to watch your eyes when I fuck you for the first time and make that sweet ass mine. You still okay with that?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Boyd untied and removed the shemagh first. Then he reached behind the guy’s head, found the blindfold’s buckle, and unfastened it.

When he stepped back to get his first good look at this delicious man who would become his next weekend, it took every ounce of self-control Boyd had not to scream in horror as boy’s gorgeous green eyes looked up at him, a sweet, glazed, subby smile on his face.

Caleb.

He was Caleb fucking Prevost. 


Chapter Nine

 

Nononononono!

Boyd stared, but it wasn’t wishful thinking on his part that maybe the guy held a strong resemblance to Caleb. The guy didn’t change into someone else, and he wasn’t simply an uncanny likeness.

It was Caleb.

Jeezusfuckingchristohmyfuckinggod!

Boyd kept his jaw clamped shut on the scream threatening to break free.

I’m going to fucking kill Kent.

Caleb’s smile never wavered as he blinked and looked up at Boyd. “Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome, boy,” he hoarsely said, on auto-pilot until his brain could recover from the fucking shock and—

Boyd’s cock twitched. No, you dumb fuck, you are NOT about to fuck him—you already sent one load of career-ending cum down his fucking throat, you stupid fucking bastard!

But I didn’t know it was him!

And here he was, already more than halfway in love with the guy.

A guy who can NEVER know who I really am.

Shit!

This was baaaad. This wasn’t just baaad, this was career-ending bad.

This was…

This was…

This was bad.

Caleb’s brow furrowed a little. “Are you all right, Sir?”

“I-I’m fine.”

Oh, yeah, now he knew why Caleb had been blushing and stammering at lunch the other day when he’d asked him about his weekend plans.

Fuck!

Except…

Fuck.

Am I really considering going through with this, even though I know who he is and what a horrible, bad, disastrous, no-fucking-good plan this is?

…

…

…

He stared at boy.

Caleb, he corrected himself.

…

…

…

And…stared…

He could feel the mental ellipses take on form and substance and heavy, guilty weight.

…

Yep, he really was.

Stupid mutherfucker.

His brain waged war, each side pro and con viciously fighting for dominance. And as he stared into Caleb’s gorgeous green eyes, his cock weighed in, made the decision, and ended the fight with a full knock-out.

Mainly because Boyd knew that he could never meet with Caleb next Saturday, like Kent had planned for them.

Couldn’t date him.

Couldn’t fuck him…again.

And if Caleb was going to be a regular addition to Kent’s party roster…it meant Boyd couldn’t be there at those same parties.

He couldn’t risk his fucking job.

That more than anything made up his mind for him. He’d have this one night for himself, make it exceptional for Caleb, to give him a great memory, and then…

The mystery Dom would never be seen again.

Caleb would get his wish that he could never know who did what.

He silently groaned.

Motherfucker.

He turned and walked over to his implement bag to rummage through it so Caleb couldn’t read the anguish in his eyes.

Sonofabitch.

The right thing would be to walk away now, claim a family emergency or something, and…leave after making profuse apologies to Caleb.

Let one of the triplets get to be Caleb’s “first.” That way it wouldn’t be him, the guy who fucked him, and then walked away.

Even as Boyd thought that, his soul rebelled, aching, hating himself.

He…

Shit.

FUCK!

At least he couldn’t get him fucking pregnant.

 

* * * *

 

Caleb sat on the bed and relished the swirling, fuzzy sweetness engulfing his mind.

Calm.

Peace.

Even more perfect, the guy had blue eyes, making it even easier for him to fantasize about Boyd. With his eyes closed, he’d been able to pretend the guy was Boyd, because of his voice.

Work every day was sweet torture, aching for the man he could never have. He’d even gone so far as to call Boyd on the man’s personal cell one night, asking him stuff he could have waited until the next day to deal with.

He could never admit to the man that, while they’d been talking, he’d been naked, dripping hard, slowly stroking his cock with one hand and working on his laptop with his other and his phone in speaker mode so he could do both at the same time.

It’d been a dangerous, naughty, and hotter than hell orgasm he’d quickly stroked out of himself seconds after ending the call with Boyd.

But this was good. Perfect, actually. He could get Boyd out of his system, prove to himself being hung up on the guy didn’t mean he couldn’t find someone else, and next weekend throw himself totally into—and onto—whoever it was Kent insisted he’d hit it off with.

Sir helped him off the bed and onto the kneeler bench, then clipped his wrists and ankles to it.

“You ready to take me, boy?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“You take my marks, then I’m going to fuck that sweet ass. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say red if you need to. I’d rather you did.”

“Will you please fuck me bare, Sir?”

He didn’t answer at first. “Why?”

 

* * * *

 

Boyd wasn’t sure he might not explode right there the way his cock was throbbing.

“Because…” Caleb swallowed. “Because I’m trying to forget a guy, Sir. I want a good memory I can take with me.”

Shit. He could understand that.

And it wasn’t like Caleb had been a slut. If he was the first guy Caleb had been with—and he knew Kent was strict about test results—then sure, he could fuck him bare.

Caleb could never—would never—know it was him.

But he’d know.

At least he could always know and treasure the memory.

“All right, boy. But that means taking more from me first.”

“Yes, Sir. Please?”

God help him, the guy even wiggled his ass at him.

Hmm.

Boyd laid out his implements then started slow, bare-handed spanking, to gauge his tolerance.

It didn’t take long to work him up from there, stroking Caleb’s cock as he used paddles and crops and canes on him, making Caleb cry in pain even as he eagerly fucked his rigid, dripping cock into Boyd’s fist.

When it came time to fuck him, he moved Caleb to the bed and put him on his back, using his fingers and lots of lube and long, gentle kisses as he stretched him with one, then two, and finally three fingers. Only when he was sure he wouldn’t hurt him, he lubed his cock and took his time slowly breaching Caleb’s ass, loving the soft, sweet, needy gasps the man made.

Sitting up, he reached between them and stroked Caleb’s cock in time with his thrusts, determined to hold back this first time—

Oh, shit.

Yeah, he was planning on spending the night.

And fucking him all night.

Because, what the hell, if he was damned already, best to go all the way, right?

Right.

He timed it perfectly. Caleb’s ass squeezed Boyd’s cock as he started coming, and Boyd was able to finish with him, filling him, marking him.

His.

But he couldn’t be. Not really.

Not like this.

Maybe if Caleb worked in another department, sure.

But…

Not like this.

Especially not after taking him like this and knowing who he was.

But he would make the most of this night, because it’d probably be the last perfection he would know for a long time.

 

* * * *

 

It was well into the night when they finally fell asleep in the guest bedroom after Sir had blindfolded him again. Even with the door closed, Caleb could hear Kent fucking in the master bedroom, and someone’s pleasured moans as that monster of a cock filled him.

All night, in the background, he’d heard the sounds of moans and fucking from various parts of the house, and Sir had told him it was Kent and the three guys.

Holy crap.

He didn’t even know how that thing could fit inside a guy, much less how a guy could enjoy it.

But maybe…

No. He didn’t really want to have Kent fuck him. What he really wanted was to meet the guy next weekend who Kent promised him would knock his socks off.

Even had blue eyes.

The guy’s a genius.

Tonight had done so much toward helping him. He now knew he could finally work through his unrequited lust over Boyd and make himself look elsewhere. Find a guy who he could actually have.

Boyd was gorgeous and had hardened Caleb’s cock the first time he met him for the interview before he was hired.

But Boyd was his boss. And probably straight.

No way would he fuck up his job. He’d escaped his family’s reach—finally—and could build a life for himself without religious whackadoodles trying to fix him up with women he had absolutely zero interest in, or make him “repent” every time he turned around.

People who would hate him just because of who he loved.

People who supposedly “loved” him, but if they knew his secret, they were the people who would also in the same breath tell him how disgusting he was and that he was damned and going to hell.

No more.

He would be happy, find his happiness, make it.

Do it.

And with a job and friends, he’d figure it out somehow.

Even if it could never be with Boyd. 


Chapter Ten

 

The weekend had been…amazing.

Except for the heaping order of guilt Boyd carried in his soul over it. He left on Sunday morning, using “work” as an excuse after blindfolding Caleb again and giving him one last, gentle, tender kiss good-bye.

The last kiss he’d ever be able to share with the man.

And the days following had been hell on Boyd. Every time he saw Caleb wince, he remembered the marks he’d put there. He knew what the curve of his ass looked like.

How he sounded when he came.

How he looked when he came.

How he tasted.

He’d filled Caleb’s ass with his cum several times, as well as his mouth.

Friday morning, Boyd called Kent before he left for work.

“Hey, man! Ready for tomorrow?”

Sick at heart, Boyd couldn’t lie to him. “I…I can’t. I’m sorry. I have to cancel tomorrow.”

“What? Why?”

“Because he fucking works for me, Kent. I know who he is. He’s Caleb Prevost, and Caleb works for me. He’s one of my goddamned planners—I’m his fucking boss. I just hired the guy a couple of months ago. I could lose my damn job over this.”

“Shit.” Not a trace of humor remained in Kent’s tone. “Wow. Man, I…wow.”

“Yeah, wow. Fuck me, I’ve been lusting over the guy ever since I hired him, and dammit, I didn’t realize it was him until I took his blindfold off.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I wanted to get out of there Sunday morning before he realized it was me.”

And he’d spent the week struggling with the decision to cancel. Part of him demanded that he had to, that this was the right thing.

It still broke his heart.

“But…you fucked him. Spent the whole night with him.”

“Yeah. Because I knew I’d already crossed a line, but it can never happen again.”

“He really doesn’t know it was you? Are you sure?”

“No, he doesn’t know it was me. And he can never know. I…” He wanted to cry. This, on top of Ella disappearing into the ether, and Larry, it was like the hat trick of heartache. “I appreciate you trying.”

“But…but I thought you liked him.”

“I was practically in love with him when I realized who he was. He’s…he’s perfect. You were absolutely right about that. He’s fucking perfect for me.”

“Except for the job thing.”

“I can’t lose my job, Kent. In a few more years, I can draw a pension. If he worked in a different department, sure. But he’s probably gonna hate me as it is if he ever finds out who I am and that I fucked him even after I realized it, which is why he cannot find out who I am. You can’t tell him.”

“But he’s damn sure in love with Sir. How the hell am I supposed to break this to him?”

“I don’t care. Tell him I had an emergency or something. I…I don’t know. I’m sorry, but he cannot know who I am. If you want to take me off the party list, I understand.”

“No…fuck. I’ll make sure you two aren’t at the same one. Goddammit. I thought this would be perfect for both of you.”

“It is…was. Listen, I need to get to work.”

“Yeah. Sorry.”

“Not nearly as sorry as I am.”

As Boyd drove to work, he struggled not to cry.

There can’t be a heaven or a god. If there was, they wouldn’t be so damned indifferent to the people getting fucked sideways.

 

* * * *

 

Friday morning, Caleb sat in his car in the parking lot at work and struggled not to cry as he talked to Kent.

“If the guy can’t meet with me tomorrow, what about Sir?”

“He…he’s busy, kid. Sorry.”

“I’m available Sunday.”

Kent sighed. “He can’t see you again, kid. I’m really sorry.”

“But what did I do wrong?”

“Nothing, kid. You did nothing wrong. It’s him.”

Fuck.

Here he’d wanted a way to get over Boyd, and now he’d fallen for another guy, who he didn’t even know his name or what the hell he looked like except for his blue eyes, and his heart was breaking all over again.

I’m an idiot.

“You okay, kid?”

“What are you doing tomorrow?” Caleb quietly asked.

“What?”

“You. Do you have plans? Or is there a party?”

“Why?”

He took a deep breath. “I want to meet the monster.”

“Um…don’t make a rash—”

“I mean it, Kent. You said you wouldn’t mind fucking me. So…I want you to fuck me. I want to spend the whole night getting broke in. Ruin me.”

He harshly laughed. “You can’t take me, kid.”

“You said enough patience and lube and persistence, and anyone can take you.”

“Look—”

“Unless you don’t want me, either.”

Sure, it was a cheap shot, but he was done being slammed around by life’s storms.

Time for me to make my own goddamned waves.

“You’re serious?”

“I am.”

Kent went quiet for a moment. “Okay, then,” he said. “I’ll see you at four o’clock tomorrow at my place.” His tone changed, dropped, hardened.

Dom-ish. “Prepare to spend the night and most of Sunday. You’re gonna do what I say, and you’re gonna probably hate me by the end of the weekend. I’m gonna ruin that tight little boycunt, and you’re probably gonna wish you hadn’t asked for it when I’m finished with you.”

“The triplets didn’t seem to hate you. From what I heard, they were begging you for as much as they could take.”

He sighed. “Yeah, but they’re experienced sluts with loose asses, and they’re also not satisfied with anyone else now, either. And I ain’t available for you for anything other than the occasional fuck on my terms and times. That something you can live with?”

“Yeah,” Caleb said. “I can live with it.”

At least it’d feel like someone wanted him the way he was.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd was apparently a masochist, because he asked Caleb—who looked heartbroken, so he figured Kent must have told him the bad news—to have lunch with him.

Once they were seated and had their orders, Boyd asked, “What’s wrong? You look kind of down.”

“Nothing. Plans I had fell through. I made other plans, though, so it’ll work out.” Caleb looked…grimly determined.

Boyd bit back the urge to ask him what the hell plans he’d made, and who the fuck he’d made them with, but he stopped himself.

Barely. I gave up the right to know. “Sorry.”

Caleb shrugged, but didn’t look at Boyd. “How about you? Any kids to do stuff with?”

Boyd’s emotions shifted gears so fast it almost stripped his mental transmission. “Yeah, that’s…wow. That’s a heavy topic.”

Caleb looked up, those green eyes gutting Boyd. “What’s wrong?”

He sighed. “This is between us.” He told him about Ella, leaving out the parts about the kinky stuff and about him being gay, and truncating that part of the story to Ella found him on Facebook, befriended him in a group, and then dropped the whammy on him before disappearing.

It was actually an easier subject to talk about and a way to keep his mind off how morose Caleb looked.

And the fact that Boyd not only knew why he looked like that, but that he was the cause of it.

“I…I’m sorry.” Caleb’s gaze dropped to his food. “Guess we’ll both never get what we want,” he quietly said.

Boyd didn’t try to decipher that statement. The rest of his work day sucked balls, and it got worse when he arrived home and Kent called him shortly after.

“What, dude?”

“So, listen. I talked to Caleb today.”

“I figured, because at lunch he seemed miserable.”

Kent’s tone turned wary. “You had lunch with him?”

“Yeah. Apparently I’m a fucking emotional masochist. And no, before you go there, I didn’t talk to him about what happened last weekend. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t even know I’m gay. He still has no clue it was me.”

Kent sighed. “Here’s the deal—kid’s coming over tomorrow, four sharp. He asked me to fuck him. Demanded to meet the monster.”

Boyd’s heart painfully hammered in his chest. “What?”

“Yeah. So…you got a problem with that?”

Boyd didn’t know what to say. “I guess it’s not my call to make, is it,” he finally managed.

“Really?”

“Really.”

Kent didn’t speak for a long moment. “Hmph. Okay, then. So by five o’clock, I expect the monster to be meeting that sweet little ass. You sure you don’t have a problem with that?”

“I…I’m sure.” Boyd thought he was going to throw up.

“We’re friends. You tell me no, and I’ll call him back and cancel. No hard feelings on my end. I’d rather tell him no than lose you as a friend. But he sounded pretty damned heartbroken that not only was he not going to get to meet the great guy I’ve been talking up, but also that Sir was never going to play with him again. He seemed to think it was something wrong with him. When he asked me to fuck him, practically begged me, I felt so damned sorry for him, I said yes.”

More guilt.

“Sorry.” Boyd sucked in a deep breath. “I don’t have the right to tell you not to,” he softly said. “I can’t have him, no matter how badly I want him. I don’t want to stand in his way.”

“All right, then. You change your mind, you know the deadline to call and tell me to stop. And I will.”

“Yeah.” He forced himself to breathe. “Have fun. He’s a great guy.”

“He could be your guy.”

“No, he can’t.” He felt his throat trying to tighten up and prevent the words from being given voice.

No, Caleb could never be his, even if it broke Boyd’s heart to let him go.

“Suit yourself.” 


Chapter Eleven

 

Kent’s words rang in Boyd’s ears. He didn’t sleep all night, lying there tossing and turning and thinking about his night with Caleb contrasted to how sad he’d seemed at lunch.

Saturday morning, he found himself starting to call Kent several times, just to end the call.

He can’t be mine.

As the afternoon ticked on and four o’clock came and went, Boyd found himself jumping into his car and racing toward east Venice, punching in his gate code to let himself into Kent’s.

It was five after five by the time he parked next to Caleb’s car and ran up the front walk.

Kent had left the front door unlocked.

Boyd threw it open. From the direction of the back bedroom, he heard loud music playing, the house-techno-to-fuck-to that Kent loved. Boyd slammed the front door shut behind him, running down the hall to the back bedroom, which stood open. Aiming for the doorway, he skidded as he raced through it, the soles of his loafers sliding on the tile.

Kent stood there, smirking at him, arms crossed over his chest.

Fully dressed.

Sonofabitch.

On the bed lay Caleb, naked, blindfolded and restrained faceup, spread-eagle.

Kent had laid out lube, gloves, various butt plugs and toys…

Including one dildo nearly the girth of his monster.

Except…Kent wasn’t naked.

If Kent was playing, he was always naked. He didn’t like to get spooge or lube or anything else on his clothes.

In fact, he was dressed nicely, all the way to his expensive loafers—impeccably pressed slacks, short-sleeved button-up dress shirt.

Fancy watch on one hand, and a ring and bracelet on the other.

Like he was heading out. Not like he was about to start fisting a guy to prepare him for the monster.

Most times he’d seen Kent wearing clothes at home—if he was even wearing clothes at home—it’d usually been just shorts, rarely even a shirt. Easily removable.

Boyd’s pulse pounded, trying to absorb what he was seeing, trying to process—

Trying not to hope this wasn’t what he thought it was.

Still smirking, Kent walked over to him and patted him on the shoulder. He leaned in close and whispered so low there was no way Caleb could hear him over the music.

“Took you fucking long enough. I could only stall for so long before I would have had to fake a goddamned headache and send him home disappointed, and that would have reeeally sucked for my goddamned image and his ego. I have dinner reservations at a restaurant over on the island at six, asshole, and you almost made me late for my date.”

Kent squeezed his shoulder. “I’ll lock you guys in, and we won’t interrupt you when we come home. You can spend the night in the guest room. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen—you know where everything is. There’s plenty of groceries in the fridge. Use the grill, whatever, just clean up after yourselves.”

He slapped Boyd on the back, hard. “Claim your boy for fuck’s sake, dumbass. He’s already in love with you. He’s in love with Boyd. Until he played with Sir last weekend and fell hard for him. I talked to him when he got here. You’re the guy he was trying to get over. You, Boyd. He’s had a hardon for you ever since he started working for you.

“He doesn’t want me, or anyone else. He wants to try to figure out how to stop being in love with you. Well, both of you, because now he thinks Sir doesn’t want him, and he thinks you, you stupid asshole, will never notice him at work, much less want him.”

Boyd stood there, speechless, unable to form a coherent thought as he processed Kent’s words.

“And no, I didn’t tell him who Sir really was, or that Sir was the guy I was going to introduce him to today before you canceled. That’s for you to do. The job shit will work if you make it work,” Kent continued. “Stop being a terrified pussy and Dom up, for fuck’s sake. Life is too fucking short, and you two are perfect for each other. You’re already in love with each other, and have been. Fucking do something about it already.”

Kent walked out and quietly closed the door behind him.

That...

That…

…

…

That sneaky goddamned motherfucker.

He loved the hell out of that man.

Boyd quickly stripped and walked over to the bed.

No, wait.

He walked over to the stereo and changed that goddamned fucking shitty music to classic rock, lowering the volume, too, so they wouldn’t have to shout to hear each other.

As Led Zeppelin filled the speakers, Boyd relaxed. He walked over to the bed, staring down at Caleb.

His boy.

He climbed onto Caleb and kissed him, loving the eager way Caleb moaned when Boyd ground against him.

“Sir?” Caleb whispered, his hopeful tone twisting Boyd’s heart into a knot around the man. And…

Fuck it.

He stretched, leaned, grabbed a tube of lube and a towel and slicked Caleb’s cock.

Raw. He wanted him now, and he wanted him bare.

Caleb gasped as Boyd took his time impaling himself on Caleb’s cock. It’d been a while for him since he’d bottomed, and he winced as he felt pinchy, burning discomfort when the head of Caleb’s cock pierced his rim. Giving it a moment, he stroked his cock to offset the pain with pleasure, finally working his way deeper.

Below him, Caleb’s hips rocked, trying to fuck him.

He kissed him again, wrapping his arms around him, his hands tucked under Caleb’s shoulders. Caleb eagerly kissed him back, hungry, needy.

Boyd broke his silence, a whisper, a prayer sent up to an indifferent heaven he didn’t believe in. “Do you really want me, boy? Or should I go get Kent and bring him back to finish what he started?”

No hesitation. “I only want you, Sir.”

“I’m the man he was going to introduce you to today.”

Caleb froze, his head slightly cocked, as if processing. “Really?”

He liked that Caleb sounded hopeful. “Really.”

“He said you had to cancel, both of you. I…I thought you weren’t coming today. Either of you. I mean—”

“I know. It’ll make sense shortly. But do you really want more of me?”

“Yes, Sir!”

Boyd flexed his ass around Caleb’s cock. “We do this, you get me, and only me. And that goes for me, too. No one but you. I’ll use whatever toys you want on you, will do anything for you to give you the next best thing, but I have to be enough. I do not share or swing once I’m in a relationship. If you can’t agree to that now, no hard feelings, and maybe we can try again when you—”

“You.” He sounded desperate, close to tears. “I only want you, Sir. Please?”

“I’m the first guy who ever fucked you. How do you know it’s not just subfrenzy? You don’t want to sleep around some first?”

“No, Sir. I can’t imagine being with anyone but you.”

“You could go to Kent’s parties and play around.”

“I don’t want to play around.”

“Kent said you’re trying to forget someone.” He needed to hear this from Caleb before he crossed that final line with him.

Caleb swallowed, licked his lips. “Yes, Sir,” he softly said.

“How do I know you won’t leave me for him one day?”

“I won’t, Sir. He doesn’t even know I like him.”

“Who is he? If you can’t be honest with me now, this won’t work.”

His voice hitched. “My boss, Sir. I can never have him, and meeting you proved to me I could meet someone else.”

Well, well, well. “So why did you come here today to fuck Kent?”

“You said…” Caleb swallowed. “Kent told me you said you couldn’t see me again, Sir. When I first met Kent, he’d offered to…” He shrugged as much as his restraints would allow. “I…I want you. I thought maybe Kent could help me forget you. That’s why he…that’s why he introduced me to you in the first place, to help me forget my boss. Except he didn’t know that before today.”

“Why should I believe you when you are tied up in this bed right now and waiting for Kent to fuck you if you really wanted me?” Yeah, it was mean, but he needed to be absolutely sure.

Once this was done, it couldn’t be undone, and it could completely undo his life if he was wrong.

Caleb sniffled. “Because after Kent talked to me when I got here and made me tell him about my boss, he asked me if I trusted him, and I do. I…it almost sounded like maybe he had a plan. And part of me was hoping you’d show up and stop him before he went through with it. He told me that he told you the time he’d be starting. Made sure you knew it. He was stalling for time, I could tell.”

The guy was making it hard for Boyd to come up with more arguments. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“I trust you. I know Kent trusts you. He said he’s known you for a decade and trusts you with his life. Said you’re a good man, you have a good job, you’re honest. Said I would definitely be attracted to you. Said I would never be disappointed in or by you. Please, Sir. I only want you.”

Those were big expectations to fill, but Boyd damn sure wanted to try.

Kent, you sneaky fucking bastard.

He made a mental note to order a case of Kent’s favorite fisting lube to have sent to him.

Fuck, he’d order him a fifty-five gallon drum of livestock birthing agent.

“What if I shock you when you find out my real identity? What if you hate me?”

“You can’t—and I won’t.”

“You sure?”

“Yes, Sir.” He firmly nodded.

“Close your eyes and keep them closed until I tell you.” Boyd unsnapped the clips on his ankles and wrists, then removed the blindfold.

Caleb didn’t move his arms or legs, leaving them spread. Leaning in, Boyd kissed him. “Open your eyes.”

He watched Caleb slowly open his eyes, blink, then they widened as recognition swept in.

Boyd fully expected him to push him away, but when Caleb grabbed him and pulled him down for a fierce, possessive kiss, Boyd went with it.

“I love you, Sir,” Caleb whispered.

He smiled. “So who’s the fucker whose ass I have to beat that you wanted to forget?”

Caleb smiled back. “You, Sir. I’ve been in love with you.”

Fuck. Me.

Boyd peeled Caleb’s hands off him and laced fingers with him, pinning them over his head against the mattress. “We absolutely cannot let anyone at work know.”

He nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

“I mean it. We need to jump on the first good transfer opportunity to move you into another department. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir!” His joyful smile made Boyd’s cock throb.

“You really thought I wasn’t interested in you?”

“You did a good job hiding it, Sir. I didn’t know you were gay.”

“How long have you had a thing for me?”

His cheeks pinkened. “From the interview, Sir.”

“You never told anyone else?”

“Only Kent today when we were talking.”

“Not your friend in E-Dev?”

“No, Sir. I told him I needed to meet a guy to forget another guy. He thought I meant someone from Virginia.”

“Okay.” He sat back, wiggling a little and enjoying the feel of Caleb’s cock embedded in his ass as he ticked off points on his fingers. “No one but us. Do not lie to me. If you want out, we talk and end it as adults and we stay professional at work. We cannot let anyone know at work. You will always be naked when we’re at home, and—”

“Sir?”

“Well, you’re going to be over at my place a lot, buddy. In fact, most of the time you’ll be at my place. I have a house, and you live in an apartment. We can get as loud as we want at my place.” He had a thought. “You do want to be in my bed every night, right?”

Caleb eagerly nodded. “Yes, Sir!”

“We can’t get rid of your apartment yet. First of all, you need to make sure you won’t get sick of me crawling all over you every damn night. And the whole we have to pretend we’re just friends and co-workers stuff. Once it’s safe at work, then we can be open and pretend like we just started dating and then ‘move you in.’”

Boyd leaned in. “And I am openly gay. I figured everyone knew it at work, or that someone else might have said something to you about it. I don’t scare vanillas, but in the kinky parts of my life, I’m as open there, too, as I can be. No one knows about Kent’s parties, though. I don’t even tell my kinky friends about these. Obviously, this situation with us is different, and it has to stay secret for now. But once our jobs are safe, we are officially an item. Understand? No closets allowed.”

More nodding, and Caleb’s smile grew impossibly wide. “Yes, Sir.”

“How will your family take that?”

His smile faded. “Not well, but I don’t care. I want to live for me, not them.”

“Okay, then. Your family might hate me, but I don’t give a fuck. We make a family with us and our friends.”

“And…your daughter?”

That’s right, Caleb knew about her. “If she ever decides she wants to contact me again, maybe. That’s up to her now.”

“I want all that, Sir. Please?”

He only let him spin for a moment before smiling. “Then you’d better put a load in there and make it official, baby. Seal the deal. Because once you get yours, I’m going to get mine, and then we’re going to retire to the guest room and make love all night.”

“Sir?”

He braced his arms on the bed, caging him with his body. “I want to make love to you, Caleb. I don’t want to just fuck you. I want to show you what I’ve been trying to hide from you, and I want you to know I’m as much yours as you are mine. Make me yours, baby. Been a long time since I had someone to make love to.”

Caleb braced his feet and fucked him, holding Boyd’s hips as Boyd bounced on him and met him stroke for stroke, thrust for thrust. Boyd reached down and pinched Caleb’s nipples, and that tripped him over the edge.

The sweet, gorgeous O-face he made would remain forever etched in Boyd’s mind.

They rolled over, and Caleb didn’t even bother slicking Boyd’s hard shaft. He’d been lubed already, and sank onto Boyd’s cock with a happy moan Boyd felt to the depths of his balls.

Boyd grabbed Caleb’s hands and laced fingers with him, squeezing as he stared up into Caleb’s eyes. “Ride me, baby. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you, Boyd,” he desperately whispered, his cock already inflating again. “Come for me. Please, come for me.”

Boyd’s climax caught him off-guard, and he clamped down on Caleb’s hands as the orgasm slammed into him. As he caught his breath, he pulled Caleb down into his arms, holding him. “I love you, baby. I love you so fucking much.”

Caleb nuzzled his face against the side of Boyd’s neck, his breath warm against Boyd’s flesh. “I love you, too, Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

They climbed out of bed, cleaned all the toys, including the collar and cuffs, which Boyd removed from him.

The next collar and cuffs Caleb wore would be ones Boyd put on him.

Then he led Caleb out of the back bedroom and to the guest bedroom, shutting the door behind them and taking him into the shower there, where they used up all the hot water bathing each other, kissing, exploring.

Loving.

In bed, Boyd lay on his side, facing Caleb and taking his time as they explored each other’s bodies. By the time they fell asleep hours later, they’d come several times each and exhausted each other.

When Boyd awoke the next morning, he found Caleb smiling down at him. “Good morning, Sir.”

Boyd smelled coffee. “Good morning, baby. Grab yourself a towel from the bathroom, wrap it around you, and go get me a cup of coffee, please. Black, three sugars.”

“I don’t mind being naked, Sir.”

Boyd’s hand shot out, fisting Caleb’s hair and pulling his head down to him. He used Dom tone on him. “Only I decide when and where and for whom you are naked, boy. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Sir!” Against his thigh, Boyd felt Caleb’s cock harden like granite.

He gentled his hold immediately and kissed him, stroking his head. “That’s my good boy. I don’t give a shit if others are naked in front of you, but you’re mine, and who gets to see you like that is my call.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Besides, I don’t know who Kent brought home. A towel, or clothes, is a silent signal for hands-off. I’d hate to have to beat up a guy this morning when we’re guests in Kent’s home just because he put hands on my boy.”

Caleb laughed. “Yes, Sir. Thank you.”

Boyd cupped his cheek and kissed him. “Let’s see if you’re still thanking me in a few years.”

He smiled. “I know I will be.”

The guests turned out to be Tim and Paul. Caleb didn’t know that at first, though, until he returned with the coffee and described the other men to Boyd. Boyd let Caleb get dressed when he told Boyd that breakfast would be ready in a few minutes.

“This isn’t going to be fun at work for a while,” Boyd warned Caleb. “We have to be careful.”

“Yes, Sir. I swear.”

“I’ll expect even more out of you now. You won’t be allowed to slack off.” He smiled. “I might have to punish you in private at home if you disappoint me at work.”

Caleb grinned. “I’m good with that, Sir.”

He pulled him in for a hug. “I guess we have ourselves a relationship, buddy.”

Caleb rested his head against Boyd’s shoulder. “You have no idea how much I want this, Sir.”

Boyd sipped his coffee, pulled on his clothes, and finally led Caleb out to the kitchen.

Paul stood at the stove, dressed in nothing but his wedding ring, an apron, and the fuck sheath up his ass. Tim was sitting at the kitchen table, a towel in his chair, and from the slight odd angle to the way he was sitting, Boyd guessed he was probably sporting something in his ass.

Kent was, of course, naked and grinning, sitting there splayed in one of the chairs, a towel under him, too.

“There’s the lovebirds. Good night?”

“I should fucking punch you, Kent, but I love you too much right now, you sneaky motherfucker.”

Kent laughed. “I can’t even feel sad about never getting to fuck either of your asses, buddy. I’m too happy for both of you.”

“At least it frees up two spots on your roster.”

“Nah. You two can still come. Wear shorts or a jock or something to let people know you’re just spectators. I’ll make an exception for you two. Then you can hog the back bedroom or guest bedroom after you get horned up. I still like watching you fuck. Just because you’re not free-range anymore doesn’t mean the two of you can’t put on a show for the rest of us.” He lifted his mug of coffee in a salute.

Boyd turned to Caleb and arched an eyebrow.

He smiled and nodded.

“Sounds like a plan,” Boyd said, dropping Caleb a wink. No, he didn’t care who watched him with his boy, or who his boy watched.

As long as it was hands-off watching.

He had to admit, it was fun watching Kent ruin twinks. If nothing else, it would be fun to sit there with Caleb sucking on his cock while he watched Kent do his thing.

It’d be even more fun to have Caleb bent over and be fucking him while watching the festivities.

Besides, for all the years of fun Kent had provided Boyd, the least he could do was entertain the man by letting him watch the two of them playing and fucking.


Chapter Twelve

 

After breakfast, Caleb followed Boyd back to his house so they could talk. During the entire drive his mind spun, struggling to accept not only had his dreams come true—

But in more than one way.

This wasn’t something he was used to.

At all.

He’d honestly been convinced, deep inside, that he’d never find true happiness. That it would always be snatched from him just when he thought it was within his grasp.

In retrospect, it now made total sense that he’d fallen for the mysterious “Sir” as hard as he’d fallen for Boyd. Good fortune finally smiling on him.

No, it wouldn’t be fun at work for a while. It’d be a constant struggle not to fantasize about the things they’d done in private while trying to keep his focus on his job.

It’d also be damned hard not calling Boyd Sir in front of people. The saving grace there was at least it wasn’t uncommon for that title to be used in the office, more as a polite form of address.

No one else would know he meant it with a capital S.

Except Boyd.

Boyd lived in a decent house, better than the one Caleb had grown up in but modest, in an older neighborhood. As soon as Caleb had stepped inside and Boyd closed the door behind him, Boyd grabbed him, staring down into his eyes for a long, silent moment.

“This is crazy,” Boyd hoarsely said.

His pounding pulse was now from fear, not eager desire. “Please don’t tell me to go. I’m willing to do whatever I have to do to make this work.”

Boyd’s expression eased, softened. “I didn’t mean I’m letting you go. I meant we’re both insane, and it’s going to be stressful, for a while.”

“I know. Worth it.”

When Boyd leaned in and kissed him, it took everything Caleb had not to melt against him. His hands found Boyd’s hips, and he hooked his fingers through his belt loops, holding on, never wanting to let him go.

“We need to talk today,” Boyd said when he finally lifted his mouth from Caleb’s. “And I mean actually talking, not just ending up in bed again. Although I do want to end up in bed with you. Multiple times. And you’re sleeping here tonight. We’ll go out later and get your things from your place.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Boyd sighed. “That. You cannot do that at work.”

“I know, Sir.” Caleb smiled.

A soft growl escaped Boyd. He grabbed Caleb’s hand and placed it over his bulge, where Boyd’s cock was hard again. “Because of that, boy. You’ll have me hunting for any lockable conference room where I can bend you over and fuck your goddamned gorgeous brains out if you call me that at work.”

Caleb’s smile widened as he squeezed Boyd’s cock. “If that’s what Sir wants.”

“Yeah, that’s what Sir wants, but Sir also doesn’t want to get either of us fired.”

He led Caleb into the living room, to the couch. “Normally,” Boyd continued, “I’d expect you to be naked when we’re alone at home.” He sat and pulled Caleb down with him, snuggled in his lap. “Except we need to talk, and I can’t talk to you when you’re naked. Not yet.”

“Why not?”

He smiled. “Because my cock demands to be inside you when you’re naked, that’s why.” His smile faded. “And I’m not strong enough to say no. Not anymore.”

Boyd stroked Caleb’s cheek, cupping it, and Caleb laid his hand over Boyd’s. “I don’t want you to say no, Sir.”

“That’s why we need to talk.” Caleb didn’t interrupt, instead focusing on Boyd’s blue eyes, struggling not to spin deep into the memories of how great he was in bed.

How everything Boyd had done to him had exceeded any expectations or fantasies he’d ever had.

“I want to start over from the beginning,” Boyd said. “Talking. Expectations. All right? We skipped all that, and that’s not how I like to do things.”

Caleb nodded but didn’t speak.

“I need you to talk to me, to say no and negotiate if you need a change. This can’t be one-sided. Not if we want it to last for life. To clarify, I do want this to last for life.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Boyd smiled, his thumb stroking Caleb’s cheekbone. “God, I love hearing you call me that.”

“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to call you that, Sir.”

“You really had no clue it was me that weekend?”

“No, Sir. I thought it was a great coincidence you both had blue eyes. I threw myself into the weekend and what I was feeling.”

“You didn’t recognize my voice?”

Caleb felt himself blush. “I might have thought it was even better that you sounded very similar, and I pretended Sir was you.”

Boyd chuckled. “I nearly had a goddamned heart attack when I pulled your blindfold off that night.”

“You hid it well, Sir.”

“Yeah, well, we both need to be good at hiding things for now. You have to keep your apartment. But once we’re at a place with your job where we can be open, we can get rid of it.”

Boyd went quiet for a long moment, staring down at him. “How much of a problem will your family be?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Yeah, it kind of does.”

“No, it doesn’t. They’re probably going to disown me when they find out I’m gay. I’ve already accepted that. It’s another reason I wanted out of there. I was hoping to find a job far enough away from them that I wasn’t within a short drive.”

Boyd laced fingers with him. “I don’t have any family. No close family. No siblings, and my parents are dead.”

“You have your daughter.”

“Not really. She’s ghosted, and I still don’t know what kind of relationship she wants with me. From the looks of it, she doesn’t.” He brought Caleb’s hand to his lips and feathered them over Caleb’s knuckled. “I want to take you to munches and collar you in front of all my friends. I want to marry you and blast it all over Facebook, but I can’t yet. And that fucking sucks.”

Caleb tucked his head under Boyd’s chin as the man wrapped his arms around him. “I’m happy for whatever we can have now, Sir. I’m patient. The rest will happen.”

“Weren’t too patient to wait for Sir, hmm?” But he could tell from Boyd’s amused tone he was only teasing.

“I wasn’t even sure if I’d be able to go through with it,” Caleb admitted. “He kept telling me I could safeword without hard feelings. But from the way Kent was talking, I really hoped you’d show up.”

“And save you?”

“Claim me.”

“And if I hadn’t?”

“I probably would have safeworded. It felt like Kent was trying to get me to. Maybe he would have called it off first, I don’t know.”

 

* * * *

 

Boyd should have known the sneaky motherfucker wouldn’t have gone through with it. Especially from the way he was talking to Boyd Friday afternoon.

In retrospect, Kent was setting it up to ensure Boyd showed up in time. “He was dressed for a date.”

It didn’t seem to surprise Caleb. “So that’s what he was doing.”

“What do you mean?”

“After I was tied up on the bed, he left the room for a minute, said he’d be right back. Told me to yell if I needed him. After that point, when he came back, he never touched me, just kept talking to me.”

Sneaky motherfucker. “I need to know what your hard limits are. I meant it when I said I don’t want this to be one-way.”

“What we already talked about. Just the two of us. That’s it.”

“And you’re okay going to Kent’s parties as a spectator only? It’s okay to say no.”

“As long as it’s just as spectators, or we’re only playing with each other, yes, Sir.”

What he wanted to do was propose to Caleb right then, except they’d rushed things enough already. It was time to start doing the hard work that no amount of good, frantic fucking could make up for. “You don’t know much about me.”

“Kent knows you. I trust him. And I do know you.”

“From work.”

“I know I’ve been in love with you.”

Boyd ran his hand through Caleb’s hair. “We’ll use our time between now and when we can get you transferred to get to know each other. To really date the right way.”

“I’ve never really dated before. Not a guy.”

“What am I going to do with you, boy?” He stroked Caleb’s hair again. “I don’t want to be your biggest regret.”

“You’re not.” He sat up and kissed Boyd. “Not now, you’re not. You came back for me. I’ll never regret being with you.”

His certainty simultaneously thrilled and terrified Boyd.

They spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon sitting there and talking. Despite how Boyd wanted to take him to bed and make love to him again, talking had to happen.

They’d not only done things ass-backwards in terms of how they got together, but they had the extra stress of keeping everything secret for now.

Caleb wasn’t just smart—which Boyd already knew because he’d hired him—but he was sweetly funny, too. Besides BDSM, they had a lot in common. Caleb loved to read, and they had similar tastes there, too. Music, TV, movies—they were a perfect match.

“I can be a homebody at times,” Boyd warned. “Especially when work gets crazy, and all I want to do at the end of the day is curl up on the couch and not brain. Some weekends, I don’t want to do anything or go anywhere. I’m not into partying or clubbing. Not counting Kent’s parties, or the play parties. I mean like going out dancing or something.”

“That’s fine with me, Sir. I’m not really into that scene, either.” An adorable scowl filled his face. “Had a taste of that, and that was more than enough.”

“Sounds like a story.”

He shifted position in Boyd’s lap and stared up into his eyes. That was another thing—Caleb felt perfect in Boyd’s arms and had been happy to lay snuggled with his head in Boyd’s lap during their talk.

“I went up to St. Pete one weekend, to the Toucan. Do you know about it?”

Boyd nodded. “I’ve been there before.”

“I’d been down here, in Florida, a couple of weeks at that point. I didn’t sleep with any guys while I was up there, although I guess I probably could have. Got my first blow job, and gave a couple, but I realized that I was in over my head. I wasn’t ready to randomly play around.”

“And yet you ended up at Kent’s private party.”

“That was later. If I hadn’t met Kent, I probably would have ended up at the Toucan again. Eventually.”

Boyd brushed Caleb’s hair away from his face. “Glad you didn’t.”

He smiled. “Me, too, Sir.” His hand curled around Boyd’s. “I’m glad you were my first. You were perfect.”

“I’m just a guy. I’m going to screw up. We both will. That’s part of life and being in a relationship. The important thing is that when we do screw up that we admit it, work through it, and move on and learn from it.”

Caleb’s green gaze stared up at him, as if there was something he wanted to say and couldn’t.

“What is it?” Boyd gently asked.

“This is so different from how I was raised,” he softly said. “I wasn’t allowed to be…me. What if I’m too screwed up to have a good relationship?”

“The fact that you can ask that means you aren’t,” Boyd assured him. He stroked the man’s cheek. He couldn’t get enough of touching him, assuring himself Caleb was really there in his arms.

“Maybe you’ll regret being with me.” Caleb almost sounded convinced of it. “You don’t know what my family’s like.”

“Since they live in Virginia, and we live here, it doesn’t matter to me what they’re like. They aren’t a part of our lives, and I won’t let them make your life miserable. Period.”

He snuggled against Boyd again, almost as if trying to burrow inside him. “I’m really scared. I mean, good-scared, but scared. I don’t want to screw this up.”

“I’m scared, too, boy. That means we’re doing something right. I’d be worried if you weren’t scared. And you should be worried if I wasn’t.”


Chapter Thirteen

 

The next Friday, Caleb made it back to Boyd’s before Boyd did.

Which was okay, because he had his own key now, and an alarm code. Boyd also had a key to Caleb’s apartment, just in case.

Not that Caleb needed to go home much. He’d already cleaned out his fridge, and had a lot of his clothes stashed in Boyd’s spare bedroom.

They hadn’t spent a night apart since last Saturday, and Caleb hoped he wasn’t dreaming.

Or if he was, that he never woke up.

The past six days, literally, had been the best of his life, because he wasn’t alone anymore.

They were extra careful at work to make sure they didn’t even give so much as a hint of something going on between them. Despite Caleb’s teasing, he didn’t call Boyd “sir” at work—capital S or lowercase. They hadn’t even had lunch again together.

But every night, Caleb was happy to do what he was doing right now—strip naked at the front door and don the set of leather collar and cuffs Boyd had given him to wear. They weren’t the final set he’d wear, they were a set Boyd already had.

Boyd had ordered a set specially for him. They’d be arriving early next week.

Every night that week, after work they’d returned to Boyd’s, where they cooked dinner together and spent the evening talking, making love.

Playing.

It was sweet torture sitting down at his desk the first thing every morning and feeling whatever marks Boyd had left on his ass the night before.

Or even, as in the case of today, that very morning. Before Boyd let him get dressed, he’d put ten cane strokes across his ass, leaving him hard and horny and wanting to be fucked.

It had amused Boyd to leave him needy and wanty and send him to work like that.

At work, with the county commission workshop looming in their near future, it wasn’t too hard to focus on his job if he wasn’t within visual distance of Boyd.

The only direction he had about tonight, however, was a text Boyd had sent him from his personal cell.

 

Don’t start dinner. Wait for me. We have plans.

 

Caleb had no clue what those plans were. If or when he was supposed to know, Boyd would tell him.

Letting go to the man, submitting to him, was the most freeing feeling he’d ever experienced in his life. Even beyond the sex—which was amazing—was the dynamic they were quickly building between them.

It felt…natural. Easy.

Right.

Submitting in every way to Boyd soothed Caleb’s soul and settled his mind. He’d slept better the past week than he had in his entire life, without his mind spinning in a thousand directions as he struggled to fall asleep.

Boyd hypothesized it might be due to all the endorphins, between their play and sex.

Caleb didn’t care why. All he knew was that he’d do whatever he had to do to keep this feeling of peace permeating deep within his soul.

He felt like he belonged. Not just to someone, but like he was where he had always been meant to be.

He texted Boyd back.

 

Yes, Sir.

 

Boyd quickly replied.

 

Good boy. :)

 

Even that made Caleb smile. Always did.

While he awaited Boyd’s arrival home, he started a load of laundry and did some cleaning around the house. Boyd insisted on a division of chores, not turning Caleb into nothing more than a house slave. Caleb didn’t even mind doing all the chores, but he was even more intent upon following his Sir’s rules.

And Sir insisted that he would do some of the chores—Caleb would be his good boy and not argue.

 

* * * *

 

Boyd knew Caleb had to be wondering what he had up his sleeve for their evening plans, but he didn’t want to spill the beans too soon. They’d spent the past week hiding out in Boyd’s house, when they weren’t at work.

Yes, he was a homebody sometimes. Yes, he wanted to spend every free waking moment playing with or making love to Caleb.

But they needed more than that. They needed to come up for air and be a couple. It wasn’t fair to Caleb to do nothing but snuggle with him and not be able to go be a real couple and enjoy doing other things.

Except for the problematic issue of Sarasota being a relatively small city. It wasn’t even how many people he knew personally, but how many people likely knew him from their contact with the county, or seeing him at commission meetings when he had to speak, or any other number of encounters.

People he might not even know who knew him.

He couldn’t risk their jobs like that.

The perfect idea had hit him that morning, and a quick search on his phone had given him the answer.

When he arrived home, he found Caleb exactly where he should be—naked, cuffed, and collared, and kneeling in the entryway.

Peace filled Boyd as he smiled and walked over to him, even before setting his things down. He stroked Caleb’s head. “Good boy,” he softly said. “Very good. Take my things.”

Caleb stood and took Boyd’s laptop case and lunch cooler from him. Boyd leaned in for a kiss, smiling. “I’ll lay out your clothes. Wash my lunch stuff, then come get changed.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He headed off, not even a question about what their plans were.

Dammit, I love that man.

Whatever he wanted to do, Caleb was right there, eager and ready.

Trusting.

In the master bedroom, he quickly changed from his jeans and collared polo shirt with the county logo embroidered on it into a pair of slacks and a button-up dress shirt. Before he even buttoned his own shirt, he walked over to the guest room and found slacks and a shirt in Caleb’s closet, bringing them back to his bedroom and laying them on the bed.

He wouldn’t need briefs.

He was allowed to wear them at work, but when they were alone, that was Boyd’s decision. Frankly, he loved the sweetly anxious discomfort on Caleb’s face, watching him trying to adjust to the feeling of going commando.

It also amused Boyd to see that Caleb was far more comfortable being naked than commando.

He was working on his tie when Caleb joined him in the master bedroom and spotted the clothes laid out.

The exact moment Caleb realized he was being denied briefs appeared as adorable pink spots on his cheeks.

“Problem, boy?”

He shook his head. “No, Sir.”

“Cuffs and collar off. Leave them on the bed.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He also had a little surprise he’d picked up for Caleb after lunch that day, on his way back from a meeting down in Venice at the southern admin center.

Twenty minutes later, they were in Boyd’s car and heading for I-75 north. “Questions?”

Caleb smiled and shook his head. “No, Sir.”

Boyd squeezed Caleb’s thigh, where his hand was resting, Caleb’s on top of his. “Good boy.”

St. Pete was less than an hour north, and easily accessible from the Interstate. They were just missing the tail end of the evening rush hour. After Boyd found them a parking spot in a garage next door to the Sundial complex, they were soon on their way over to a steakhouse just across from the movie theater there, holding hands the entire way. They were even ten minutes early for their reservation.

Once they’d been seated at their table, Boyd smirked. “Order what you want, boy. My treat.”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.”

Boyd reached across the table and laced fingers with him. “This is only part of our evening.”

“Part, Sir?”

“When we finish here, we’re going to go see a movie and not have to worry about anyone recognizing us enjoying ourselves.” He brought Caleb’s hand to his lips and kissed it, feeling free, reveling in the ability to actually publicly show his boy how he felt.

Caleb’s adorable smile filled his face and cranked Boyd’s cock right up. “That sounds wonderful, Sir.”

 

* * * *

 

Caleb hated feeling like a rube, but the steak house was nicer than any place he’d ever eaten before. The food was delicious, and it was nice sitting there, talking with Boyd, and not worrying a single time if there was anyone around who knew them.

They could be a real couple.

Like when they’d walked over from the car, they’d held hands the entire way.

That wasn’t something he’d ever thought he’d be able to do with anyone.

Be himself.

Feel truly…free.

After dinner, they once again held hands and made their way down to the courtyard area, where a huge statue in the fountain towered over the entrance. Boyd walked over and sat on the edge, pulling Caleb down to sit next to him, ignoring the other people in the waning light.

“I know we still have a ways to go before we can be open. But there’s one thing I want you to have now, if you want it.”

Boyd’s hand dipped into his pocket and emerged holding a bracelet. He fastened it around Caleb’s right wrist, then brought it to his lips and kissed it before his gorgeous blue eyes focused on Caleb’s.

“I love you. The first step, the thing I can do, right now, to show you how I feel, is collar you. I want to officially collar you later, in front of our friends so I can publicly show how I feel, but right now I felt I needed you to have something to remind you how I feel.”

His fingers gently squeezed Caleb’s hand. “I swear to you I’ll take care of you. I’ll never lie to you, I’ll always put you first in my life. I’m not asking you to give me more right now than you’re willing to give, but I wanted you to know how I feel. Please tell me you’ll accept my collar and wear it and be my slave.”

Caleb blinked, trying to clear the sudden tears blurring his vision. The chainmaille bracelet was made with blue and silver rings interlocking in an intricate pattern. He found himself nodding even as he stared at it.

“I want to be yours, Sir.” He looked up to find tears in Boyd’s eyes. “All I want to be is yours.”

Boyd smiled and cupped Caleb’s cheek with his free hand, leaning in and kissing him.

If Boyd didn’t give a shit who could see them, neither would Caleb. He lost himself in the kiss, a relatively chaste one considering how they’d devoured each other over the past week.

Boyd rested his forehead against Caleb’s. “I promise we’ll get through this. I’ll keep a close eye out for a transfer for you. I just need you to be patient.”

He squeezed Boyd’s hand. “I will, Sir. I promise.”

The corner of his mouth curved in a sexy smile. “Such a good boy. My good boy.”

Caleb’s cock throbbed inside his slacks. “Do we have to stay for a movie, Sir?” he whispered.

Boyd grinned. “Saaaaadist,” he said, pointing at himself. “Yes, we do. We came up here to be a normal couple.” His smile faded. “I don’t want to cheat you out of any experiences. I don’t want you wondering a few years from now what it might have been like with someone else. I want you to have every opportunity to back out if you decide I’m not who you really want.”

“That won’t happen, Sir.”

“How can you be certain? I’m the first guy you’ve been with.”

“Because like a smart man once said, if that was really an issue, you wouldn’t even be worrying about it.” 


Chapter Fourteen

 

Monday morning, Boyd sat at his desk and tried to focus on his e-mail. The two of them had spent most of Sunday up in St. Pete at Fort De Soto Park, and they were both a little sunburned, very exhausted, and Boyd had realized he’d never felt more at peace than he now did.

A lot of fear accompanied that revelation, sure, because he still worried how Caleb might feel about him when they could finally be open and public.

I’m willingly back in the closet at thirty-nine. How the fuck did I get here?

At least he wasn’t there alone.

While they walked along the beach yesterday, Caleb had opened up a little about his family, but not much. It was a topic Boyd didn’t want to push him on because he could see it upset him.

He also wasn’t going to force Caleb to come out to them. They’d handle any situation dealing with them as it arose. Caleb’s family had no clue about their relationship, because the only interaction he had with them was through Facebook and the occasional phone call, usually from his mom. And while he and Caleb were friends on Facebook, they obviously hadn’t changed their relationship statuses there.

He just wished Ella would respond to him.

Boyd had tried to focus on work again when his personal cell rang.

Kent.

“So how’s my favorite sadist doing today?”

Boyd sat back in his chair. “I’m officially off the market, if that tells you anything.”

“Mazel tov! When’s the wedding?”

“We still have to keep things on the down-low because of work, but you will be the first person to get an invite.”

“So I guess that means you two are keeping things really quiet, huh?”

“We’re going up to Pinellas to do things, if that tells you anything.”

“The Toucan?”

“No.” He told Kent about their weekend. Saturday, they’d spent the morning browsing Haslam’s bookstore before going to see a play late that afternoon.

“You know, this is actually perfect,” Kent said. “I wanted to invite you guys over for dinner tomorrow night.”

“I don’t know if we’re in a party kind of mood. We’re still nesting.”

“Nah, not that kind of dinner. Going out on the boat with Tim and Paul and a couple of other vanilla people. Wanted to know if you guys wanted to come with. Sunset dinner. Going to grill steaks.”

“Boat?”

“Yeah. Didn’t I ever tell you about my boat?”

“No, you didn’t.” Seems there was a lot he didn’t know about Kent.

“Yeah. Look, I’ll e-mail you the marina address. Just bring yourselves. Shorts, nothing fancy.”

Now Boyd was confused. “So what’s the occasion if it’s not one of your usual events?”

“We just landed a big contract and want to celebrate. Plus it’s my sister’s birthday. They’re here from out of town, and I wanted to take her and my brother-in-law out. The more, the merrier. Won’t run real late, either.”

“Okay. We’ll be there.”

Boyd had already received Kent’s e-mail when he returned home that evening and told Caleb about it.

“So…it’s not a sex party?” Caleb looked confused.

“I know, right? We don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”

“I want to, Sir. Something for us to do together.”

“Yeah.”

But the next evening, as Boyd parked where the e-mail told him to and he stared at the boat’s slip, he wondered how much there was he didn’t know about Kent.

“That’s a huge boat!” Caleb whispered, as if afraid to say it too loudly.

“I think technically that’s called a yacht, when the slip rent probably runs more than double—or more—my monthly mortgage payment. Come on.”

 

* * * *

 

Caleb knew Kent was rich, just from where the man lived.

But this?

The cabin cruiser was probably close to forty feet long, and there were already several people there when they arrived, including Tim and Paul.

As soon as Kent spotted them, he smiled and waved them aboard, quickly handling introductions. Once a few more people arrived, they got underway, Paul helping Kent with the boat’s lines.

At least the assembled group of people were no one that Boyd and Caleb knew, outside of Tim and Paul, and from how Tim and Paul sat holding hands, it was obvious no one cared they were gay.

Caleb found himself relaxing and enjoying the evening breeze as they headed out the channel and toward the Gulf. He’d never been on a boat like this before, and had never taken a boat ride into the Gulf, either.

At one point, Kent invited Caleb and Boyd up to the flybridge, to chat with him as he drove.

No one was up there with them, and with the music playing below, and the breeze from their progress, they had relative privacy to talk.

Kent grinned. “So how’s your Daddy treating you?”

Caleb felt heat flush his cheeks, but he smiled up at Boyd. “I think we’re doing great.” He held out his wrist so Kent could see the bracelet.

He hadn’t called Boyd that, but it was something he’d considered talking to him about. It held a sweetly naughty connotation that appealed to him.

Kent slapped Boyd on the back. “Congratulations! About time you did that. Mark my words, everything will work out fine.”

“We just have to keep playing it safe at work,” Boyd said. “As long as we do that, it’ll be okay.”

“Can’t even say I’m unhappy things didn’t work out a slightly different way.” Tonight Kent wore shorts and a fisherman’s shirt with the vented back flap, and expensive leather boat shoes. He dropped his voice. “Glad to see Daddy and his boy are happy.”

Caleb cuddled close to Boyd and smiled up at him. “I know I’m happy, Daddy.”

Boyd playfully rolled his eyes before leaning in for a kiss from Caleb. “Is that a request for a title change?”

“Maaaaaybe.”

Boyd draped his arm around Caleb’s shoulder and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Then Daddy’s good boy better not expect to fall asleep too soon tonight because I’m going to want a little something in return.”

Caleb shivered, and it had nothing to do with the cool breeze off the water. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered.

Boyd’s throaty chuckle hardened Caleb’s cock. Then Boyd nipped his earlobe. “Love you, Cay.”

“Love you, too, Boyd.”

As they watched the sun sinking on the far horizon, Caleb knew the wait was worth it.

Boyd was worth it.

And fuck anyone who didn’t like it, because there wasn’t anything in the world that would ever make him give up this happiness, or his Daddy.

Not a damn thing. 


Chapter Fifteen

 

Boyd lay stretched out on the sofa that Sunday evening, watching TV with Caleb dozing on top of him, Boyd’s legs hooked around and over Caleb’s. He’d worn his poor boy out earlier and left a whole new set of stripes on his ass, and a load of his cum inside it.

The past several weeks had been the best of his life, and he knew with certainty he was with the man he’d spend the rest of his life with.

Life is good.

Sir…Master…

Daddy.

Caleb was enjoying exploring more aspects of his own personality. There were times they were the hard-playing Master and slave, the more formal Sir and boy…

And then there were the times Caleb dropped into “Daddy” mode. He was still Boyd’s boy, but more playful, fun-loving, a hint of the man he likely would have been had his parents been open and accepting and allowed him to embrace the guy he should have been able to be all along. It didn’t bother Boyd when Caleb called him that, either.

He liked knowing Cay felt that safe with him, able to express himself.

Except…

He shoved away thoughts of Ella. Her Facebook and Fet accounts were dormant, and had been ever since the night she’d talked to him at the restaurant. She didn’t have a location listed on her Facebook account, and Antarctica on Fet. Nothing on either account that he could use to try to track her down, either, no pictures or posts or check-ins—nothing.

Hell, he didn’t even know if she’d used her real name for the Facebook account. It easily could have been a fake name, and he hadn’t decided if he wanted to ask Ed for help in tracking her down, either. He knew an approximate timeframe of when she would have been born, and if she was born in Fargo, he could have a search run on Helen’s name in an attempt to find Ella’s real name.

He hadn’t called her again, either. Besides, he didn’t know if the number he had for her was a burner cell, or maybe even an Internet VOIP number that was easily discarded.

Why try? She didn’t want to talk to him, or she was trying to make him beg and grovel.

Either way, he could take a hint. He wouldn’t violate her consent and hammer her for the first, and he wasn’t going to play her game if it was the second.

Or maybe she had a whole family of her own. Maybe she had a husband and kids and had never even told them she’d found him…

Maybe he was a grandfather.

If so, maybe he didn’t want to know about them, especially if he’d never get to meet them, to know them.

To hold and love them.

To have a family again.

Maybe it was best not to know. Less cruel to his heart. He could maintain a kind of indifference in the face of ambiguity.

Besides, he had his hands full with Caleb. They still had to be damned careful, until it was possible for Caleb to make a lateral transfer to another department if a position opened with equal or better pay. Something not under him. Then it wouldn’t matter if anyone knew about them, because he wouldn’t be Caleb’s supervisor.

Until then, they had to be soooo fucking careful.

Worth.

It.

He didn’t even miss fucking around with other guys at Kent’s parties, even though they’d attended a couple. Strings-free sex, no matter how good or with how many people, could never compare to what he and Caleb had. They’d also attended a couple of private Suncoast Society play parties, where Boyd knew their privacy was assured, and Caleb could wear a hood all night without it arousing suspicion. To those, they could ride together. Nights at Venture, they arrived separately, Caleb first and donning his hood—and looking around to make sure he didn’t know anyone from work—Boyd arriving a few minutes later and also scoping out the attendees before approaching Caleb and playing with him.

This could work.

It would work.

He’d make it work.

He wouldn’t give up Caleb. He couldn’t.

He couldn’t walk away, and if it made him a horrible, selfish person, he’d own it. Everyone thought he was such a nice guy, a pushover. Maybe the two extremes of his personality canceled each other out.

Regardless, he owned Caleb and wouldn’t stop owning him.

They couldn’t openly live together, though, until Caleb transferred. That was a technicality, though, because Caleb had basically moved in with him already, keeping his apartment for now and stopping by every day or two to grab his mail.

But he slept in Boyd’s bed every night.

Every fucking night.

Couldn’t marry him yet though—and he was fucking marrying the boy. Not until a work transfer. He hadn’t officially proposed to Caleb yet, but both of them were talking about the future not in terms of “what if,” but in concrete affirmatives, as if a life together was already a given.

Hell, most of Caleb’s stuff was already at Boyd’s house.

They simply had to bide their time. Even if all Caleb did was transfer over to Zoning, that would be enough. They were separate departments, even if they were related and worked closely together. And Caleb had more previous experience in Zoning than he did in Planning, anyway. So it would make sense if he transferred. Shit like that happened frequently and no one would bat an eye at it. People switched from one department to the other if someone quit or had to take extended leave, or one department was buried and needed an extra person but there wasn’t the budget or position to hire someone new.

As head of Planning, Boyd would be the one the head of Zoning came to and asked about personnel. Naturally he’d recommend Caleb as an excellent choice to transfer.

He could have patience.

He could have his boy.

His personal cell rang where it sat on the side table behind his head. He blindly groped for his phone and had accidentally answered the call before getting it to his face, so he didn’t know if it was personal or work. Likely work, based on the other four calls he’d already fielded that evening ahead of the workshop next week.

He opted to default to professional. “Boyd Nyberg.”

The caller hesitated so long he thought maybe the call had dropped or been a wrong number. “Hi,” she softly said. “It’s…it’s Ella.”

The sudden pounding in his chest shoved all vestiges of sleep from his system. “Hi. I’m glad you called.”

He let her talk, let her have her hesitations, didn’t try to fill the silences. Caleb had awakened and while he didn’t lift his head, he looked up at him, curiosity on his face but not interrupting.

“I…I’m sorry I didn’t get back to you,” she finally said. “I needed time to…process.”

“It’s okay,” he gently said.

“I…” She sniffled. “I guess I’d built you up in my mind to be some cold, jerk of a monster. Then you weren’t. I thought you’d raised kids with someone else, and you didn’t have a family.” A tearful laugh. “You were gay.”

“Is that a problem?”

“No, but…” More sniffles. “Mom really loved you,” she quietly said. “I believed in all her fantasies about one day finding you and us being a family. When I was little. Then when I was older, I saw my friends’ parents get divorced and figured you were just a jerk who knocked her up and left her, but she never thought that about you.

“I…” A choked sob. “I thought I’d find you and all the anger and rage I had about you would be justified. I’d scream at you and storm out and finally feel like I’d let you have it. And…you weren’t that guy at all. Every time I saw you, talked to you, you were always so…nice.”

Boyd tried blinking back tears and then closed his eyes to focus on her voice, calling her face to mind. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you both. I wish I’d known. I’m so sorry.”

“See, that’s what I mean. You’re so damn…nice. I didn’t think you’d be nice. I didn’t think I’d like you. So my last-ditch effort to hold on to my rage was to drop it on you that I was yours, and I just knew you’d deny it, demand a DNA test or something. Laugh in my face. Tell me to fuck off, no kids for you. I never expected you to…”

“To what?” he gently asked when she didn’t continue.

“I never expected you to say you were sorry. To look like you were about to start crying when I told you. Hell, I never expected you to even remember Mom’s name. I had thought she’d be just one of many women. But she wasn’t. She was the only woman.”

“Where are you?” he asked. “Can I please come talk to you tonight?”

Another sorrowful laugh. “I’m home.”

He opened his eyes, patted Caleb to sit up, and reached for a pen and notebook from the coffee table. “Give me your address, I’ll get dressed and come over.”

“No, you don’t understand. I’m home. In Oregon.”

He had to process that. “Oh.” He was already calculating his bank account and vacation and leave time. He couldn’t go this week, ahead of the workshop, but he could the week after.

“I used up all my vacation time flying back and forth,” she said. “And most of my savings.”

Now he felt even guiltier. “I can’t come out this week, because there’s stuff going on at work I cannot miss. But I can fly out late Friday and stay that whole week, through the next weekend.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really. Just tell me where to fly into, and I’ll book the flight. Can I stay with you, or do you want me to book a hotel room?”

“I…” She started crying. “Really?”

“Yeah, really. Ella, I swear, if I’d known about you, I would have been there. I would have taken care of you. I feel guilty as shit about all of that. But most of all, I feel guilty because maybe had I been involved in your life, maybe your mom wouldn’t have moved, and maybe she might still be alive. And I’m still trying to process all of that, but I feel fucking guilty about it.”

He could hear her openly crying now, but that was okay, because he was, too. Caleb wrapped his arms around him and held him.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please come visit.”

“Will you please stop shutting me out? Please respond to my calls and texts from now on?”

“Yeah.”

“So I book the flight into Portland, Oregon?”

“Yeah. It’s the closest big airport to me.”

“Okay. I’ll book the flights when I get off the phone with you and call you back with the info.”

“Thank you.”

“I…I’m sorry. I can’t say it enough. I want to get to know you. I want to be as involved with your life as I can be, or you’ll let me be, but I won’t force myself on you. I want you to know me, and I want to tell you about my parents. Show you pictures. Tell you stories. They would have loved you, I know they would have.”

More crying. “They…they’re dead?”

“Yeah. I’m sorry. But they would have wanted you. I don’t have any brothers or sisters. They always wanted grandchildren.”

“I’d like that. Thank you.”

“Okay. Let me get off here and I’ll call you back as soon as it’s all booked.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

He stared at his phone for a minute, leaning against Caleb.

He kissed Boyd’s shoulder. “It’s okay, Sir. This is a good thing.”

“I wish you could go with me.”

“I don’t have vacation time yet. And I shouldn’t use up my leave time. Plus I can’t afford it.”

“I can afford it. I can fly you out the next weekend. I’ll leave late Friday or early Saturday, then fly you out the next Friday and we can fly home together on Sunday. You can leave your car at the airport and we’ll ride home together.”

He turned his face to look into Caleb’s eyes. “I am going to marry you. I want her to get to know you, too. And I want you to meet her.” He kissed him. “Just say yes. Please, just say yes. To all of it. To me. To this. Please say yes. I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

A sweet, perfect smile curved his lips. “Yes, Sir.”

Relief washed through him. He slanted his lips over Caleb’s. “Love you so fucking much.”

“I love you, too, Sir.”

 

 

THE END
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