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Chapter One
 
“Okay, I’m out,” one woman muttered.
June laughed. “You don’t have to attempt one of those. Fen’s been doing this for a while.”
I’m a trained professional.
Fenton Burch closed his eyes and breathed as he relaxed into Sirsa Padasana, a backward feet-to-head backbend pose it’d taken him the better part of a month to finally achieve when he’d first attempted it.
The rest of the class was currently following June into variations of Ustrasana, a backbend done while sitting up on the knees, and far easier for a beginner to hold.
He hadn’t been able to get to class for over a week now, between getting moved into their new house and because of a project he’d been putting overtime into at work. This Thursday afternoon he’d left early as a result, and the only yoga class June had going right now was a beginner’s class.
He took it.
Fen also did yoga at home to unwind, but it was different doing it there than in class. He could, ironically, unplug more easily when in the studio, during a class.
Fewer familiar distractions, like stopping to check if he’d added an item to their shopping list, or was the laundry ready to switch from the washer to the dryer, or…or…or…
Plus he liked having the immediate feedback from June, keeping him from slipping into sloppy poses.
While everyone else followed June into Balasana, Fen rolled himself backward into Kapotasana, another backbend position. Wasn’t exactly the best pose to move into from the previous one, but it earned him a laugh from June.
“Now you’re just showing off, you brat.”
He smiled, knowing the way she meant it, too, even if the other students didn’t get the double entendre. “Flaunt it if you got it.” June was probably one of very few people who did yoga in that studio who could also hold that pose.
Fortunately, the other five students—all middle-aged women—had great senses of humor and more than a little bit of the vanilla kind of pervy interest in watching him. He knew what they saw—twenty-seven, five-nine and slender, with sinewy, lithe muscles visible under his close-fitting tank top and shorts, muscles people usually didn’t see under the khakis and button-up shirts he wore to work. Not a bad-looking guy, if he did say so himself.
Since his Sir thought he was a cutie—and Fen defaulted to the motto that Sir was nearly always right about everything—he’d go with it.
He didn’t mind them watching him. He was gay and married, not dead, and he wouldn’t deny he enjoyed the attention more than a little. Not exactly an exhibitionist, but close enough to one to be shaking hands with the definition.
The other problem he had doing yoga at home, if Joel was home, was that it usually quickly turned into them having sex. Only three weeks since their wedding and collaring, and two weeks since moving into their new home, and Joel was bound and determined to fuck Fen everywhere in their new house, especially on every horizontal surface—and even a few vertical ones—as frequently as possible.
Not that Fen was complaining, because he dang sure wasn’t.
It just made it hard for him to do yoga with him…hard.
By the time the class ended, he was struggling to hold back a semi-chub—both from thinking about the things Joel had done to him last night when Fen had tried doing yoga at home, and from the appreciative glances the other women were giving him over his form.
And how he knew what kind of hungry gaze Joel would be wearing if it were him watching Fen right now.
As the other students filed out of the studio and Fen was doing a few last stretches to finish cooling down, June’s husband, Scrye, walked in.
“Hey, what are you doing here?” Fen asked.
He smiled. “I’m the retrofit crew.”
“Retrofit?”
June wore a playful smirk. “Wait until you see this.” She led Fen from that studio space, down a hallway, and into a smaller dance studio area, where a new doorway had recently been added.
“What’s this?”
“We expanded and took over the unit next door.” She opened the door and ushered him through.
Inside looked like a dance studio, including new flooring and mirrors, but there were regularly spaced mounts on the floor, and…
Fen squinted, everything looking a little fuzzy without his glasses. “Are those what I think they are?” He walked over to where about a dozen long metal poles were lying along the wall on one end of the room, wrapped in protective tarps.
“Yep,” Scrye said. “Pole dancing studio.” He grinned and clapped his hands together, vigorously rubbing them together. “I might have to start working here again, helping them man the counter or something, when she’s teaching these.”
Fen turned to June. “You’ve been holding out on me,” he playfully scolded.
“You should see the bruises and pole burn I earned from learning it. May and I and two of the other instructors have been taking lessons for months. We’re going to start by teaching basic classes and work our way up. Also do things like hold bachelorette parties. They’re very popular up in Tampa. We’ll eventually have different levels of classes. Regular pole fitness classes, dance classes, advanced classes, sexy classes, all of that. Didn’t really have a good permanent studio here, though, where we could install the poles. There aren’t any other large studios offering this in our area. We think it’s going to be a real hit.”
“Wow. I’d like to try that at least once.”
She smiled. “I had thought about asking you if you’d like some free lessons so I could use you as a demo doll. You always pick up stuff so quickly, and I bet you have the core strength to do it, too. You have time to hang around? He’ll have the first one up in a few minutes.”
“Sure.”
Fen helped Scrye steady the first pole while Scrye climbed a ladder and got it mounted and secured to the ceiling, then the floor. Then they stood back and watched June test it. She smiled, held the pole with her right hand, took a couple of steps, and gracefully swung around the pole, sliding down it as she did.
Scrye let out a whistle. “Damn, baby. That’s even hotter than I remember.” He glanced around and dropped his voice. “Daddy’s going to need a private demo from you later after you lock up for the night.”
She grinned. “Right?” She looked at Fen. “Want to try? That’s a basic move, called a fireman.”
“Sure.” He handed Scrye his phone. “Here, film this for me, please? Sir will want to see this.”
Scrye chuckled. “I’d just bet he will.”
“Take your top off for this,” June said. “You want as much skin exposed as possible. Makes it easier to stick to the pole…”
June demonstrated the move for him again, then showed him how and where to grip the pole, how to kick out and use his momentum to carry him around it. It took him a few tries, but once he stopped fighting what his body naturally wanted to do in terms of the spin, he finally got it, earning him cheers from June and Scrye.
“Just be careful not to wear lotion or anything like that before a class,” she warned. “You want your skin to stick to the pole.”
“Can you show me some more moves?”
“Sure. How about you help Scrye anchor another pole, and we can do them together?”
“Cool!”
That’s how, an hour later, Fen was performing a short routine to “Monster” by Imagine Dragons, a song June already had queued up for a gymnastics routine for one of their other classes. June’s older sister, May, joined them during the process and also watched while Scrye recorded it for Fen on his phone.
“Damn,” Scrye said as the four of them huddled together and watched the replay on Fen’s phone once Fen had retrieved his glasses. “I’m completely straight, and you got me fricking hot watching that.”
“Sweet baby jeebus,” May said. “That was amazing!”
Fen blushed and nudged his glasses up his nose. “Thanks. You think Joel will like it?”
June giggled, then seemed to remember vanilla sister May was standing right there. “I know your husband. He’s going to watch it on loop while he boinks your adorable brains out, buddy. Would you mind if we used that as a promo video on our website for the beginner classes?”
“Sure. I’ll upload it to Dropbox when I get home and send you the link.”
“Thanks,” May said. “Man, I tell you what, this is going to be huge. June got tired of teaching the kids’ gymnastics classes, and I can’t blame her. This is a lot more fun.”
“He’ll need a dance belt,” Scrye said. “At least he didn’t flash the goodies.”
“A what?” Fen asked.
June smiled. “Sort of like a padded jockstrap. It’s for guys to stay, eh, tucked in. Prevent wardrobe malfunctions. It’ll also help keep you from smashing your junk into the pole.”
Fen winced at that thought. “Ouch.”
“Yeah. We have some for sale over in the lobby. He’s right. You probably will want one.”
The garment, for lack of a better word, was beige, and looked exactly like they’d described. He bought two just to be safe. He wore snug trunk-style briefs under his yoga pants to keep everything contained for class, but this activity wasn’t slow-motion yoga. Fen gathered his stuff and headed out. After a stop by the grocery store, he made it home before Joel and opted to hold off on a shower until his husband joined him.
Tonight he was making stew. Once he had it ready, he left it simmering on the stove because Joel would be home any minute.
With that done, he broadcasted the video from his phone to their big TV in the living room to watch.
No, it wasn’t bad at all, actually. Sure, he was a little clumsier than June was, which made sense. But…
Damn.
He was watching it for the second time when he heard the front door open. Fen grinned as he reset the video.
“I’m home,” Joel called out.
“In here, Master.”
Joel walked into the living room. When he caught sight of Fen on the TV screen, his brow furrowed. “What’s that?”
“I told you I was stopping by June’s studio for a yoga class.”
“Yeah?”
“They’ve added something new. Watch.”
He hit play and silently giggled as Joel’s eyes widened. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, pulling Fen in for a hard, deep kiss. “Goddamn, that’s hot!”
“I take it you won’t mind if I take more classes?”
“Only if you promise to film them. Play it again.”
He did, Joel grabbing him and pulling him close, holding Fen’s back against his larger body, his hard cock grinding against Fen’s ass through their clothes.
Joel kissed his way down the side of Fen’s neck. “Hope you were planning on joining me in the shower, because you are joining me in the shower. And by shower I mean fucking.” Joel’s sexy Alabama Southern drawl always revved Fen’s motor.
Fen rocked his ass against Joel. “Yes, Sir.”
At a beefy six-three, Joel easily swept Fen into his arms and carried him to their master bedroom. This man was his life. Fen had never known how good sex could be until the two of them met.
Joel wasn’t just his Master and husband, but his soulmate, the love of his life.
The first man Fen completely trusted with his heart and his body.
The first man he’d been with who’d kept his word to Fen.
The only man he’d ever killed for.
 




Chapter Two
 
Joel’s cock twitched as he carried his delicious hubby through the house. His original plan had been to make it through dinner before tackling him, but that plan went out the window after watching that video of him.
Fen was one sexy, bendy boy.
And Fen was allll his.
Every essential-oil-diffusing, yoga-doing, Broadway-show-tune-singing, cast-iron-skillet-swinging ounce of him.
Joel wouldn’t have him any other way or change a damn thing about him, either.
Not even that one hard limit of Fen’s.
Their sex life was far from boring, even without anal sex being part of the buffet.
Thank you for every stupid fucker he met before me who didn’t appreciate what they had with him.
Well, every stupid fucker except the one who’d hurt Fen in the first place and triggered the hard limit to begin with.
In their bathroom, he peeled Fen’s tank top off him and tossed it to the floor. He loved running his hands over his guy’s skin, how soft he felt, loved how he always smelled like something fruity or tropical, depending on what Sephora product he’d used that day. Today was vanilla and peaches, and it made Joel want to lick him from head to toe and back up again.
He could even see the outline of Fen’s hard cock through his clingy shorts. “Hope you aren’t popping wood like that in yoga class,” Joel teased. “I might get jealous.” He reached up and lightly tugged on the stainless steel chainmaille necklace Fen wore as his day collar.
“No, Master. That’s totally for you.” He looked up at Joel with those sweet brown eyes of his. In this light, he could pick out the amber flecks in them. “I was the only guy in class today. But I think I gave the other five women a show.” He thought about it and grinned. “Well, Scrye was there for the pole dancing part, and he said watching me made him kind of hot, but I think June’s getting plowed there later tonight.”
Joel chuckled. “Lucky I know Scrye’s straight and only has eyes for June. I don’t care about people looking, as long as they aren’t looking too hard, or touching.” He slid his hands around Fen’s back, down to his ass, squeezing his cheeks and grinding against him.
Fen helped him peel off his work shirt before Joel’s lips crashed onto Fen’s. Then they were dropping shorts, briefs, stumbling into their large shower, which had been one of the selling points for them when they bought the house.
That, and the large soaking tub in the master bathroom.
Both had seen plenty of bath-time sexy-time action.
“Grab the lube,” Joel mumbled against Fen’s lips while reaching behind him to wrench the faucet on.
Fen grabbed the bottle from the shelf in the back corner. “How you want me, Sir?” He blinked those sweet amber-brown eyes and long eyelashes at him.
Joel twirled his finger. “You know how I want you, baby.”
Fen’s sexy smile made Joel’s cock twitch even harder as he turned and bent over.
Joel drizzled lube down the seam of Fen’s ass, then wedged his cock between his cheeks, using his hands to press them together. Meanwhile, Fen braced himself against the wall to keep from getting shoved headfirst into it.
It did not escape Joel’s notice that Fen didn’t tense up while Joel did this, either. Fen knew Joel wasn’t going to try to sneak anal into the mix. In their early days together, Fen was only comfortable letting him do this while on top and able to control the angle and speed.
But Joel had painstakingly built Fen’s trust. No fucking way would he ever break that bond between them by being so stupid as to cross his hard limit.
“Mmmm, baby,” he groaned as he slowly ground against Fen. “Thinking of your gorgeous body twirling around a pole does really evil things to my cock.”
Fen cast him a sultry smile over his shoulder. “Maybe June will let me give you a private show, Master.”
“Fuuuuuck!” He thrust faster, squeezing Fen’s ass cheeks even tighter together as he did. At this rate, he’d be exploding in seconds.
It didn’t matter that they’d been together for several months already—Joel never grew tired of having his guy, especially like this.
Trusting him.
The positional permutation didn’t matter to him, honestly.
All that mattered was how freely his boy gave himself to Joel.
Joel chased his orgasm, quickly catching up with it. His balls tightened and he let out a grunt as his cock exploded. He painted Fen’s ass with ropes of cum as he fell still and reached out an arm to brace himself against the wall.
“Fuck,” he gasped. “I cannot believe how sexy that was.” He looped his other arm around Fen’s waist and pulled him up, pressing his body against Joel’s. “Give me a minute, baby, and I’ll take care of you.”
Fen turned in his embrace, draping his arms around Joel’s neck and writhing his body against Joel’s. His hard cock pressed against Joel’s abs. “Maybe we should look into installing one of those poles in the spare bedroom.”
Joel knew exactly which bedroom Fen meant—the one they’d equipped with a pin-code lock and told everyone was their home office.
The bedroom that contained a folding spanking bench and held Joel’s toybag and rope bag. The same bedroom that also had hard-points in the ceiling.
“Hmm. That’s a definite maybe. Let’s see how your lessons go.” He spun Fen around again, his back pressed against Joel’s chest, so he could wrap his fingers around Fen’s cock. Fen reached up and locked his hands around Joel’s neck to hold on and keep them out of Joel’s way, the way Fen knew he loved.
Fen tipped his head back against Joel’s shoulder, and his body gave a sexy little shudder. Even his voice sounded throaty, needy. “I love the feel of your hands on my cock, Master.”
Joel slowly squeezed it before taking a slow stroke. “I love stroking your cock, baby. Love having you beg me for it.”
Fen shuddered again, rubbing his body against Joel’s. “I imagined I was giving you a private, in-person dance,” he said. “Having you sitting right there and watching me, your cock getting hard for me.”
Joel kissed his way up Fen’s shoulder. “That would be sexy as hell. Maybe we will need to look into installing one of those poles. I think renting private time at June’s studio all the time would put me into the poor house.”
He nibbled Fen’s neck behind his ear and slowly stroked his cock down to the head, gently squeezing it before pumping him again. “And if that was the kind of performance you could put on with only a little instruction and wearing yoga pants, I can’t imagine how fucking hot you’re gonna look after you’ve had several lessons and much skimpier clothes.”
Fen ground his hips against Joel’s. “Imagine me doing it in a G-string for you.”
“Oh, fuck, baby.” Joel’s cock twitched against Fen’s ass as he jacked his boy’s cock. Fen was twenty-seven to Joel’s thirty-nine, which wasn’t a problem for them. Joel had all sorts of ways of getting his boy off.
The no-anal sex rule actually worked in Joel’s favor. His boy wasn’t expecting him to be hard every time they had sex.
It also meant sex wouldn’t get boring anytime soon.
Slicking pre-cum down Fen’s cock added an extra bit of glide to his grip and drew another moan out of Fen.
Joel straightened and turned, his back to the wall and leaning against it, freeing his other hand to reach between Fen’s legs and play with his balls as he stroked Fen’s cock with the other.
Never in his life had Joel been with someone like Fen. Not even meaning the sexy times—it was the emotions, the deep, soul-level connection they had. Every day with him only got better and better.
He nuzzled Fen’s ear. “You gonna come for me, baby?” He cupped Fen’s sac in one hand, increased the speed and pressure of his strokes on Fen’s cock with the other.
“I want to, Master,” he gasped in that sweet, needy way he had when he was oh, so damn close to coming for him.
Frickin’ adorable.
Keeping his boy safe and happy were his two main priorities. He wasn’t some asshole interested in denying Fen anything.
Especially orgasms.
Fuck anyone who thought he was Mastering wrong—this was his boy, his husband, his life. If he wanted to feel Fen’s cum squirting through his fingers while listening to the sweet way he moaned his way through his orgasms, he damn sure would do it.
Making Fen happy was the core of his existence after too many damn years spent alone and unhappy.
Keeping Fen happy kept him happy.
Fen had hobbies—Fen was his hobby.
Taut, needy energy tensed Fen’s body as Joel’s lips feathered up and down the side of his neck. “Who do you belong to, baby?”
“You, Master.”
“Mmm-hmm.” He teased Fen, mouthing his flesh with his lips, the precursor to a bite. “Who loves you, baby?”
“Master loves me.” Joel could hear the raw, unfettered need in Fen’s voice, but still, he dragged this out for him.
“Who loves you?”
A soft whine. “Master loves me.”
Always three times, one of their little rituals. Joel raked his teeth over Fen’s shoulder. “Who loves you?”
“Master loves me.”
“Come for me, baby.” He bit down on the top of Fen’s shoulder, and that triggered him.
Fen’s fingers tightened around the back of Joel’s neck, digging in and making him growl around where he was biting. Fen’s cock exploded, hot cum spilling through Joel’s fingers as he stroked him hard, almost too much, that little bit of edge his boy needed in times like this, waiting to still his hands until just after Fen’s pitiful whimpers started. He didn’t release his bite or his grip on Fen’s cock and balls.
Pressing against Joel’s body, the tension slowly drained out of Fen’s muscles, until he lay draped against him.
That’s when Joel finally released his bite, licking at his flesh and drawing both his hands flat and up Fen’s abs, his arms encircling him and holding him. “My good boy,” he whispered into Fen’s ear. “So sweet, so sexy.”
Fen tipped his head back again, a languid, sated smile filling his features, gaze hooded, come-drunk and happy.
Happy.
From the moment months ago, when Fen confessed one afternoon what had happened to him in college, Joel knew he’d spend the rest of their lives together proving to his boy that he was nothing like the other men Fen had been with.
That Fen could trust him.
That he’d never break his promise to Fen to never cross that hard limit.
“Do I have a happy boy now?”
He wiggled his ass against Joel. “Yes, Master. Very happy.”
Joel kissed him, savoring him and this. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, too.”
It was hard to reconcile that this sweet, pliant man in his arms had killed another guy. In self-defense, yes, but he loved that Fen could make himself vulnerable to him.
That Fen willingly gave himself to Joel.
“Dinner smells wonderful.”
Fen turned in his arms again and rose up on his toes to kiss him. “Then let me scrub you down so I can feed you.”
Joel didn’t want to release him quite yet. His hands cupped Fen’s ass. “If you decide you want a pole in the playroom, let me know. I’ll talk to Scrye to find out where to get one and how to install it.”
Fen cocked his head at him. “Really?”
“Really. Not like I’m going to argue against getting to have on-demand private pole-dancing shows from you.”
A sweet, playful smile quirked Fen’s lips. “Followed by a lap dance?”
“I’ll make it rain for you, baby.”
Fen giggled. “I just bet you will.”
“Is that a yes to the pole?”
Fen smiled and batted his gorgeous long eyelashes at Joel. “Master’s choice.”
“That sounds like a yes.”
His smile widened. “It’s not a no.”
 




Chapter Three
 
After dinner and cleaning up the kitchen, Fen snuggled on the couch with Joel to watch TV, uploaded the video file to Dropbox from his phone, and sent June the link. Upon thinking about it a little, he decided to upload the video to Facebook, too.
Set to friends-only, of course.
Anyone he was friends with on Facebook knew about him and Joel, and the basics of their relationship dynamic. That Joel was “in charge,” even if they didn’t know all the…details.
Pole dancing wouldn’t exactly be a shocker to anyone who knew Fen and his personality. Especially since he was clothed for the performance. Totally in character for him, actually.
“Did you seriously just upload that video to Facebook?” But Joel wore a playful smirk that told Fen he wasn’t in trouble.
Fen looked up into Joel’s blue eyes and batted his own at him. “Am I in trouble, Master?”
Joel snorted. “You almost kept a straight face when you asked that.” He brushed a hand through Fen’s light brown hair. “Almost.”
Fen grinned. “I’m getting better about that.”
“Yes, you are, baby. Don’t you get too fucking sneaky on me, or I might have to make some new rules.”
Fen laid his phone facedown on his chest so he could focus on Joel. He snuggled his head even tighter against Joel’s abs from where he was lying in Joel’s lap. “I promise no sneakiness in bad ways. I don’t want to find loopholes. If I don’t like a rule, I’ll tell you.”
His phone vibrated with an alert a few minutes later, and he looked to find a text from his best friend, Maddison.
 
Holy HELL, that pole dance was HAWT!
 
Followed by a bunch of smiley face emojis with hearts for eyes.
He giggled. “Mads liked the video.”
Joel smiled. “Good thing I’m not jealous of her.”
“Yeah, because, ew.”
Joel’s expression darkened as he glanced down. “Clarification, please?”
Fen flipped into equals mode. “Joel, I love her the way I love George. Like a sister. Well, I mean—you know what I mean.”
Joel’s expression immediately softened. “Ah, okay. Sorry, baby. I should have understood what you meant. My apologies. I’m just really tired and wasn’t thinking that all the way through.”
Fen sat up. “Joel, seriously, we were best friends through middle and high school,” he said. “Before, and after. Believe me, I spent plenty of time jumping on bullies for her, again, before and after. I wish her parents hadn’t made her change schools, but I get why they did, and so did she. I’m just glad my parents let me change schools, too, so we could stay together.”
Joel stroked Fen’s hair. “Sorry. Like you said, I just feel…protective of her.”
“And you’ve only met her the one time. Imagine being her friend for so many years.” He sighed. “My first crush.”
Joel nuzzled him for a kiss. “You told me there was a story there, too. You haven’t told me that yet. You said you’d let me hear it after I got to meet her. We sort of got distracted by the wedding and the move.”
Fen settled against him again and stared at Mads’ text message, shooting her a quick reply. “Yeah,” he quietly said. “I guess I’m not scaring you off now.”
Joel snorted. “Not even close.”
Fen sighed as he closed his eyes and laid the phone on his chest again. “I went to USF in Tampa, and she got a full-ride academic scholarship to UF, up in Gainesville. So, of course she took it…”
As he talked, Fen tried to stuff the emotions his memories of the story stirred inside him. He didn’t like thinking about those days, even though the events, ironically, took his attention off his own relationship issues back then.
The frantic phone call in the middle of the night from Maddison’s mom, who said they’d pick him up on their way through Tampa, because Mads was begging them to bring him. Her older sister had been out of state at college in California when it happened.
It also marked Fen’s first moment of stark realization why his father and older brother had worked so hard with him on self-defense over the years, how to keep himself as safe as possible.
His first glimpse of true, unadulterated, senseless violence and seeing how shitty human beings could treat other human beings.
How cruel humans could be to each other.
“I barely recognized her when they finally quit screwing around with us and told us where she was, let us back to see her,” Fen softly said, his guts going cold as he remembered that first view of her battered face, both eyes swollen shut, the ugly gash in her forehead, the bruises all over her arms and neck, the defensive wounds on her hands.
The other injuries they knew she’d also sustained, but which couldn’t be seen.
“I climbed into the bed with her and she clung to me, crying. Then, when her mom and dad found out how shitty the cops and medical staff had treated her, I seriously thought they were going to both end up in jail wanting to commit legit murder. If it hadn’t been for me calling Dad when they picked me up, and him and Mom jumping in the car and following us up there and arriving about an hour after we did, they might have ended up in jail.”
“Jesus,” Joel muttered, his arms tightening around Fen.
“Yeah. They hadn’t called my parents because they were just so upset and not even thinking. She’d specifically asked for me, and when they picked me up and I asked what Dad said, that’s when I found out they’d forgotten to call them. So I did. Only thing that kept me out of jail was trying to help her parents stay calm and staying strong for Mads until my parents arrived.
“Dad totally took over and went full-on cop on the assholes. Threatened to call FDLE and report them, if you can believe that. Finally got them to assign new detectives to the case who were sympathetic to Mads. Also chewed the hospital administrator out for how they treated her, and got new medical staff assigned to her.
“I wouldn’t leave her. The staff tried to make me leave, and I wouldn’t. Both her parents and mine stood their ground, too, and insisted I be allowed to stay. She was my best friend, and they’d already proven how shitty they could be to her. No way in hell was I leaving her alone with them. Especially when she was begging for me to stay. They would have had to drag me out of there, and it wouldn’t have ended well for someone.”
“No, shit,” Joel muttered. “Probably for whoever laid hands on you.”
“Right? People underestimate me. Always have.”
Joel rubbed his chin along the top of Fen’s head. “That’s usually their first mistake.”
“Well, the hospital staff learned that. They quickly learned not to piss me off. We got her out of there two days later. She withdrew from school, even though we tried to talk her out of it. I even volunteered to transfer up to Gainesville and move in with her. So our parents packed all her stuff and moved her back to Sarasota. I drove her car back for her and she rode with me. She transferred to the community college in Sarasota for the next several semesters, until she could get financial aid to go to USF.”
“Fuck.”
“Yeah.” He looked up into Joel’s eyes. “Please don’t mention anything about that. She doesn’t like to talk about what happened.”
“No, of course not.” Joel laced fingers with him. “Did they arrest the fucker?”
“Nope. DA’s office declined to press charges. He claimed she attacked him and it was self-defense.”
“Da fuq?”
“Right?” Fen closed his eyes. “Guy claimed he thought she was a woman, and that she’d tricked him into having sex, then attacked him when he said no, so he fought back. DA didn’t care the fucker was like a foot taller than her and over a hundred pounds heavier. And that he’d raped her.”
“But I don’t understand—Mads is a woman.”
“That’s why the hospital caught a ration of shit from us. She’d legally changed all her paperwork, including her birth certificate, to female. But because she hasn’t had bottom surgery, they tried to treat her like a man.”
“Assholes. Why would they treat her like that?”
“You know how you were terrified to come out as gay while you were living in Alabama?”
“Yeah?”
“Try coming out as trans.” Fen sniffled. “She thought the guy was going to be open-minded because his brother’s gay. Turns out his brother is gay, but as butch as they come. She’d dated the guy for a couple of weeks and had him over for dinner. Cooked for him that night and everything. Then, after dinner, she told him and he…exploded.”
“Fucker.”
“She’s one of the main reasons I figured out I was kinky. Back when we were in high school.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. We were screwing around together. Not sex, but talking, and joking about getting tied up. We realized we liked kinky stuff. Just…”
“Not with each other?”
“Yeah. Because she’s always felt the same way about me that I feel about her. I really wish we could find her someone. Turn Eliza and them loose to let them help her.”
“Kind of hard when she lives in Miami.”
“I know.”
“You want to go over and visit her, don’t you?”
“Kinda. Yeah.”
Joel brought Fen’s hand to his lips and kissed it. “Baby, you don’t need my permission to go visit her. Even if you want to stay a night or two.”
“You don’t want to come?”
“If you want me to. I trust you. I’d understand if you want alone time with her.”
“I wouldn’t mind going out dancing with you. They’ve got some great dance clubs.” Fen pulled their hands to his mouth and feathered his lips across Joel’s knuckles. “Mads and I have gone a couple of times when I went to visit her.”
“I thought you weren’t really into the club scene?”
“I’m not.” He smiled at Joel. “She doesn’t like going to the clubs alone, and she hasn’t really met someone she feels safe enough to go with. It’d be fun going with you, though. And I do like to dance.”
 
* * * *
 
Oh, who was Joel kidding? He couldn’t refuse Fen anything. “Is that a hint, baby?”
“Maaaaybe.” Fen looked up at him with those gorgeous eyes of his, those beautiful, sweet long lashes that made him look even sexier.
“I’ve got some maintenance I want to do around here this weekend,” Joel told him. “We can go next weekend, or the weekend after that. The weekend after that, we’re helping Mom get moved down here. Then our weekends are free after that. Why don’t you ask Mads if she’s available?”
“Really?”
“Really, baby. We’re all moved in, and I wouldn’t mind taking a weekend off just for us.”
Fen threw his arms around Joel to hug him. “Thank you, Master!” He grabbed his phone and started texting again.
Joel raked his fingers through Fen’s hair. His boy was happy—that’s all he cared about. He didn’t consider themselves “done” as a couple. Growing complacent in their relationship, especially considering the Master/slave aspect, would set them up for problems down the line.
How Joel approached his relationship with Fen—all aspects of it—was like an ongoing campaign of courting and sparking, as his mom once called it.
Always wooing him.
Always wanting to do more for him, to do better by him.
To never stop trying to be a better man for him, as a partner, husband, lover, and Master.
Because Fen deserved nothing less than that from him.
Normally, the club scene wasn’t Joel’s thing, but that was before he’d had Fen sleeping in his bed every night and had his ring on Fen’s finger. Life’s events had finally settled down for them, with the wedding behind them, the move into their house completed, and everything finally calming down.
Honestly, he liked Mads. Frankly, if he hadn’t known she was trans, he wouldn’t have thought it. She completely passed with no problem. It made him ragey-angry someone had hurt her so badly and, worse, had gotten away with it. Especially since Joel had a younger sister, and he would have probably ended up in jail had anyone hurt her the way Mads had been hurt.
It also explained why Mads seemed to look more than a little sad when she didn’t think anyone was watching her. Like she was used to putting on a good front for everyone, but it was impossible to keep that up all the time.
Right now, she managed a large beach-front resort over in Miami Beach, but her parents still lived there in Sarasota. He first got to meet her a couple of days before their wedding, when she came over early so she could visit with her parents for a couple of days. Joel hadn’t known her very long, but he already considered her a friend.
Albeit a very lonely friend.
A friend he wished they could help, or at least spend more time with. But unless or until she moved back to Sarasota, she’d have to remain a long-distance friend for now.
 




Chapter Four
 
Fen awoke before their alarm Friday morning and found himself draped over Joel’s chest. For a moment, he thought about burrowing under the covers to give him a blowjob. Then he squinted at the cable box, which looked very fuzzy without his glasses, and caught sight of the time just to realize they only had fifteen minutes before they had to get up. Not to mention he felt very sore in places he didn’t usually ache, even after hard scenes with Joel.
It took him a moment to remember last night’s pole-dancing class and connect that was where the extra pains originated.
Damn.
Not that he was complaining, because he wasn’t. He just wasn’t expecting the self-sadism like that.
June warned me.
At least it was Friday. Mads had already confirmed their plans for next weekend, and Fen had reserved them a room at the resort despite her trying to get him to let her comp them one.
They could afford it. Not every damn weekend, but with both their incomes, the occasional splurge like that was fine. They’d drive over early Friday afternoon and leave late Sunday.
That meant this weekend could be spent mostly lounging and relaxing and just…being.
A nice, boring weekend for them.
Damn, I can’t wait.
Going on five months since “the incident,” Fen relished the serenity. Joel, with the help of Fen’s parents, had basically moved Fen in with Joel the day it happened, and he’d lived with him ever since.
He wouldn’t deny smiling every time he cooked with Joel’s grandmother’s skillet, either.
Living well is the best revenge, but bashing in an asshole’s face with a skillet sure is a close runner-up.
Joel let out a soft groan, and the arm that had been draped over Fen’s back tightened around him. “Good morning, baby.”
Fen closed his eyes and a happy sigh escaped him. “Good morning, Master.”
Joel’s hand stroked the back of Fen’s head. “What time is it?”
“Not enough time, unfortunately. Just under fifteen minutes.”
“Darn.”
“I know.” He pressed a kiss to Joel’s chest. “Want me to get up and start the coffee?”
Joel rolled to his side, curling his body around Fen’s. “No, baby. I want to hold you for a few minutes more, just like this.”
At six-three, Joel was six inches taller than Fen, broad-shouldered and with naturally beefy muscles from what he did for a living as a boat mechanic. In Joel’s arms, Fen felt enveloped, swallowed.
Safe.
Sure, Fen could take care of himself—and had proven that—but the comfort soothing his soul from turning himself over to Joel couldn’t be measured by any standard.
He’d never take it—or Joel—for granted, either.
Also, for the first time in his adult life, lately his thoughts had strayed to maybe talking to Joel to renegotiate their hard limits.
To maybe…explore a little.
He would absolutely spend the rest of his life with Joel. Trusted the man with his life.
Trusted him with his heart.
Joel had never, not one single time, even tried to talk to Fen about working on “getting over” his hard limit about no anal.
Ever.
Unlike literally every other man he’d ever tried to date in the past.
On his own, he’d taken the initiative a few times to engage in anal play with Joel on the receiving end. Joel enjoyed it, but he’d never asked Fen to participate—it’d always fallen on Fen to volunteer. All Joel had done was ask, for example, if Fen minded if he used a toy on himself.
Fen never minded that. Sometimes, Fen helped him by using a toy on Joel. Or even donned a glove and used his fingers, when he was in the mood to.
But Joel never expected it of Fen, and that all fell within Fen’s hard limits, so he didn’t object in the slightest.
“What are you thinking so hard about, baby?” Joel murmured in that deep, throaty, sexy-sleepy voice he always had this early in the morning or after awaking from a nap.
“How much I love you, and how lucky I am we met.”
“I love you, too.” A contented sigh escaped him. “And I feel damned lucky to have met you. I couldn’t have made it through everything without you there. Thank you.”
Fen knew what he meant—Joel’s father’s death and the emotional impact of Joel’s ex, Johnny, showing up at the funeral, where Fen had tackled him, and then trailing them back to Florida.
No doubt Johnny would have tried attacking Joel at some point, once he knew where he lived.
But he’d gone after Fen first, and that’d been Johnny’s first mistake.
And his last.
Ever.
 
* * * *
 
Mornings sucked, but they sucked even harder when Joel felt so damned comfortable and happy and had Fen perfectly tucked against him, wrapped in his arms like this.
Then he didn’t want to move, didn’t want to let him go.
Didn’t want to crawl out of bed.
Damn sure didn’t want to go to work. But since that’s what paid the bills, he knew he’d have to.
“Any idea when your next pole dancing lesson is?” he asked Fen.
He loved the sound of Fen’s playful giggle. “I will find out from June this morning and send you a text once I know. Regardless, I’m going there after work for yoga.”
“Excellent.” Joel stretched but didn’t release Fen. “Never thought you’d ever be able to out-sexy yoga, outside of outright sex.”
“It was fun. I have a feeling I’m going to really enjoy it.”
“I know I will.”
Another giggle from Fen.
That was one of the things Joel loved the most about his boy, outside of their M/s, outside of their marriage, outside of sex—he loved Fen’s laughter, his joy.
His giggle.
Hell, Joel hadn’t had much to laugh about before he’d met Fen.
Now, it felt like even if he wasn’t laughing, he was at least smiling most of the time.
“Anything special you want for dinner, Master?”
Joel stroked his fingers along Fen’s spine. “You?”
Another giggle. “I’m dessert. What do you want to eat?”
“Whatever you feel like making, baby. I have no preference. I hope you don’t mind if I don’t want to go out much this weekend.”
“Yay!” He looked up at Joel. “I was hoping for a naked, lazy weekend.”
“Sounds great to me. We have a pool that’s lonely.”
“Oooh, I can play naked pool boy.”
“Who says you’ll be playing? You are my naked pool boy.” That giggle finished hardening Joel’s cock. “Okay, we need to get up or we’re both going to be late to work.” He patted Fen’s ass. “Go get my coffee started, pleeeease.”
Fen pushed up on his arms and stared down at Joel. “Maybe I don’t mind being late to work, Master.”
“I normally would let you talk me into being bad, but I’m supposed to meet a customer at eight and I don’t want to be late.”
“Ah.” Fen sat back on his heels, an adorable pout on his face. “Nuts.”
Joel sat up and cupped Fen’s nuts. “Tonight, baby.” He kissed him. “Coffee, please.” Just a hint of Master tone in that one.
“Yes, Sir.” He climbed out of bed to do it while Joel shut off the alarm clock before it could rudely blare its morning siren and disturb the peace.
Being a responsible adult sucks.
He’d made it into the shower by the time Fen joined him. “Coffee’s in here, on the counter.”
“Thank you, baby.” He pulled Fen in for another kiss and struggled against the urge—again—to make them late for work.
By the time Joel finally got out of the house, miraculously on time, he’d managed to drag his focus onto his day at hand, and even made it to the customer’s boat slip a few minutes earlier than he’d arranged. Fortunately, the man was there already.
Peter Kowalski was a repeat customer, but this was only the second time Joel had met him face-to-face. Usually, the man had someone from the marina meet Joel there with a key to let him into the boat. The older man looked like he was in his late seventies, and what little hair he still had was completely silver. He stood maybe five-eleven and was ridiculously skinny and fragile-looking, except for his potbelly. The thin legs sticking out of the bottoms of his shorts made him resemble a chicken, in a way.
The white socks with his black sandals should be fucking illegal, but there was no accounting for taste.
“So what are we looking at today?” Joel asked as he stepped down onto the transom from the dock. He carried his earmuffs in his hand so he didn’t blast his hearing with the noisy diesels.
“Port engine’s got a weird stutter in it. Intermittent. I think maybe an injector.”
Joel helped him unlock and lift open the hatchway down to the engine room, but then Joel realized he still wore his wedding band. “Oh, hold on.” He twisted it off his hand and threaded it onto the stainless steel necklace he wore just for this occasion. He didn’t want to not have it with him.
“Hey, congratulations! When did you get married?”
“Almost five weeks now.”
“Where’d you meet?”
Joel was ready for this one. “Mutual friends.” He couldn’t climb down into the engine room because the guy stood right there, in the way.
It was obvious the elderly man wasn’t ready to stop talking, either. He grinned. “So? Is she pretty? How soon before you kids start popping out babies?”
He wasn’t used to dealing with these questions yet. Not from the general public or strangers he didn’t know.
He bit the bullet and decided to plunge right in. “I think my husband’s adorable. And we’re not adopting any kids.”
The man’s good humor evaporated. “Whoa, wait, what? You’re gay? Since when?”
Joel felt the bad kind of tingling start at the base of his spine. “All my life. Now, let’s go take a look at that engine.”
But the guy didn’t move. In fact, he crossed his arms over his chest, a dark scowl furrowing his brow. “You never told me you were gay.”
Shit. “Didn’t think it was a conversation that needed to be had, either. My personal life has nothing to do with my mechanical skills. I have three other appointments this morning after this one,” he lied to try to get the guy moving. “I’d like to get started, if that’s all right with you.” He did have three appointments that day, but not that morning.
The guy continued to stare at him.
Joel was going to force the man to make the next move. He refused to turn tail and say fuck it, even though he did want to say just that.
But he’d be damned if he’d abandon a job and give the guy the satisfaction of bad-mouthing him for refusing to take it. Instead, he’d force the man to show his true colors and actually say outright he didn’t want Joel working on his boat.
If the guy wanted to not hire him because he was gay, then the old fucker would have to nut up and say it to his face.
Fortunately, the guy blinked first and finally stepped aside, making way for Joel to descend the steps into the engine room.
An hour later Joel was back at the shop. “Next time Kowalski calls to have his boat worked on, we’re backed up for weeks,” he told Barney, one of the mechanics who worked for him. “Or triple the labor rate and quote him an obscene price and make him choke on it. He can float it to another marina and have them work on it.”
“What happened?”
Joel recounted the exchange, and the uncomfortable time following it. The man had barely spoken ten words to Joel the whole time Joel had worked to isolate and diagnose the problem, and didn’t even bother to say good-bye to Joel when he’d finished and left.
Joel felt a small measure of satisfaction that Barney’s expression darkened.
“Give me thirty minutes to make some phone calls, and the fucker won’t be able to find a decent mechanic from Tarpon Springs to Naples who’ll work on that piece of shit for him.”
“He’s not worth it.”
“Wait, are we still working on it?”
“Yeah. If he doesn’t want our services, he’s going to have to come right out and say it.”
“Make sure you tell Keith about him.”
“Oh, I stopped by and had a chat with him on my way back to the shop.”
Keith wasn’t just a friend and fellow boat mechanic, he was also a “friend in common” from the Suncoast Society munch group.
And the reason he’d met Fen in the first place.
Barney grinned. “Oh, well, then. Keith’s probably already told everyone to turn their backs on the old fuck.”
“Probably.” Joel ran a hand through his hair. “I have a feeling his slip rent is going to triple in price, too.” One of Keith’s slaves ran the marina office and was in charge of the boat slips. The marina usually had a long waiting list of people who wanted to rent, especially for larger vessels like that one. If the guy left, the slip would be filled by the end of the day, if not the next hour.
“Good. Porter’s youngest son is gay and he doesn’t put up with bigoted shit like that. Should’ve told him we couldn’t work on his boat right away.”
Joel smiled. “Oh, we’ll work on it now. But, gosh golly darn, wouldn’t you know the part we need will turn out to be on back-order. He was hoping to go out early next week. Afraid he won’t be able to.”
Barney laughed. “That’s a good one, boss.”
“I thought so.”
But as the day continued and Joel thought about it more and more—on top of what he’d learned about Mads—he struggled against his growing anger.
Not just anger, but outright rage. To the point that he ended up having to leave the shop and go take a walk, just to…move around.
It was that, or want to punch something.
Or someone.
How dare someone think less of Fen as Joel’s spouse just because he was a guy and not a girl!
He found himself heading next door to talk to Keith again, who, fortunately, could step away for a few minutes to chat. They walked out to the parking area where they could talk in private under the shade of a jacaranda tree.
“What’s up?” Keith asked.
“You’ve been out for a while, right?”
“Yeah?”
“How do you deal with fucks like that guy this morning?”
Keith shrugged. “Depends on the circumstances. I rate situations on a sliding scale from blowhard-assholes to might-try-to-hurt-me-or-my-pets. Guy like that, he’s probably a bigot, but he’s mostly harmless in terms of physicality. More effective to kill him with kindness. You’ll likely never change his mind.”
“I just hate someone like him thinking less of Fen.”
“But he doesn’t even know Fen. He’d feel like that about anyone, honestly. You’re missing the larger picture. He assumed your ‘wife’ was an extension of you, not a separate person with a unique identity. His life of rich, white cis-het privilege—or assholery, but I don’t know him well enough to gauge that—has blinded him to that very same privilege. If you’d told him you married a cute woman, he’d probably have tried to get you to engage in some ‘guy talk’ about your sex life and live vicariously through you. That’s what those assholes do. Especially the old, rich, straight, cis-gendered white ones.”
Joel blew out a long breath. Before meeting Fen, Joel had gone to great lengths to conceal the fact that he was gay, especially after the bullshit Johnny had put him through back in Alabama. Only his sheer loneliness had forced him to finally start reaching out to others he hoped were safe, like Keith and their mutual friend, Leo, a welder who did a lot of work for the marina.
It wasn’t until meeting Fen and not wanting to keep his gorgeous guy a secret that he’d really started facing this issue.
This was something he’d intellectually known he’d be dealing with, but fortunately had avoided in large part, so he was still working his way through processing the emotions about it.
“So I should let it go?” But that…grated at him. If Fen was a woman, the guy would have likely stood there an hour talking to him.
Why am I taking this so personally?
“There’s not much to do about it. Either let it go, or tell him you’re not working on his boat, and good luck to him finding someone else who’ll do it. Because no one else in this area will cross the marina when they tell them no, they won’t give them permission to come on their property to work on his boat. Porter Ingalls can be a clueless jerk sometimes, but he knows you’re good at what you do and how much people like you. He’s going to side with you every time. He won’t give any of the other mechanics permission to slide in and work on-site on the guy’s boat and screw you out of the job just because the customer’s a bigot. Plus, he hates homophobes.”
Keith was right—Porter Ingalls was a good man. He protected his favorite mechanics, fishing guides, and other service vendors, whether their shops were located on the marina property or not. Unless a client needed something done and the others couldn’t handle it, Ingalls was very stingy in approving outsiders to work on-site.
It wasn’t even a pay-to-play situation, either. Ingalls had built his business on a rep of being fair and honest, which summed up the man himself quite succinctly. It was also another reason why this marina—and the four others Ingalls owned nearby—all had extensive wait lists for boat slips.
Porter had also attended their wedding and given them a lovely card, along with a cast-iron griddle.
Joel slowly nodded. “Okay. You’re right.”
“I think it’s admirable you want to stand up for your boy’s rep, but it’s not like he insulted Fen to his face. I mean, had he done that, then game on, motherfucker.”
Keith smiled. “But we’re always going to have to deal with assholes. We can’t escape them. They’re everywhere. Fortunately, they seem to be a literal dying breed. But we’re going to need to strike a balance between getting by and flipping tables. At least here in Sarasota. I don’t like that compromise, but I can’t pay my bills with principles.” Keith studied him for a moment. “This feels like it’s bigger for you, somehow.”
“Yeah. It kinda is.” He thought about what Fen had told him of Mads’ story. About how many years he himself had to spend closeted as both gay and kinky before moving to Florida, and even then it’d taken him years to finally grow comfortable with being more open.
“I’m just…trying to learn how to deal with it, I guess. This is new territory for me.”
“I’m here whenever you want to talk about it.”
“Thanks.”
After leaving Keith, he took his time walking back to his own shop on the other side of the marina’s sprawling complex.
Yeah, he’d had plenty of experience swallowing his tongue back in Alabama. He’d had to. It’d literally been a matter of life and death, in some cases.
Now…he didn’t want to hide in a closet. Not with his new life, his new husband—his new happiness.
What he wanted to do was make the world a place where those he loved and felt closest to would be safe.
Unfortunately, he knew that was a far bigger task than he could ever accomplish, no matter how much he wanted to. And he despised feeling helpless, especially where his boy was concerned.
Didn’t mean he didn’t want to try.
 




Chapter Five
 
Fen waited until he arrived at work to text June.
 
Sir is very enthusiastic about me taking more pole dancing lessons. ;)
 
She replied less than an hour later.
 
Want another lesson tonight?
 
Like she read his mind.
 
Are you available to talk right now?
 
She called him a minute later. “Yesss?” He could hear the smile in her voice.
“I was wondering if Scrye could send Joel info on where to buy one of those poles and how to install it?”
She laughed. “Going all-in, are we?”
“Let’s just say I think I found Sir’s new favorite thing.”
“Excellent! May’s going to teach tonight’s yoga class, if you’d rather work on pole with me.”
“That’d be great, thank you. Can I pick a song for us to develop a routine to?”
“Sure. Let me guess, you want to create a custom routine for your Sir?”
“Yeah.”
“So how sore are you?”
“Pretty sore, but in good ways. Nothing I can’t deal with. A few bruises.”
“You’ll have even more after tonight.”
“Not like that bothers me. I’ve had worse.”
More laughter. “I know what you mean. We’ll get you up to speed tonight and over the next week, so we can shoot a new video for promo next weekend. We’ve already had nearly five hundred views on the studio’s website. You’re popular.”
That number shocked him. “Wow.”
“Right?”
“Oh, next weekend we’ll be out of town. And I might have packed some more appropriate workout clothes for tonight’s lesson.”
June giggled. “A Speedo, she asks, trying to sound innocent and hopefully sounding not at all lecherous.”
“You’re good. I mean, I have booty shorts, too, in case you have more conservative students.”
“Nah, the Speedo is fine. It’ll just be you and me. Long as it holds your bits in so you’re not dangling. Not that I haven’t seen your dangling bits at one of the private parties, but you don’t want to hurt yourself. Most women usually practice in a sports bra and some sort of tight bottoms.”
“I brought the dance belt.”
“Cool. That’ll help.”
“I guess I’ll see you tonight.”
“Oh, eh, Scrye might be sitting in to watch. That won’t bother you, will it?”
“Not at all. I have a feeling if Sir can get out of work early he might be asking me if he can come over.”
“Of course he can, since it’s a private lesson. The more the merrier.” She snorted. “Well, you know what I mean.”
Fen giggled. “Yeah, I do.”
After saying good-bye, he ended the call and refocused on his work.
Except…his mind didn’t want to stay focused on work today. It was a good thing he was only in the prep stage for a couple of projects.
What he wanted to do was come up with the perfect song to develop a routine for.
He texted Mads.
 
Another pole lesson tonight. I need a song. June’s going to help me put together the perfect routine to dance for Joel.
 
His bestie didn’t let him down. Mads texted him a link to a YouTube video five minutes later. It wasn’t unusual for him to listen to music while working, so he made sure to plug his earbuds in before hitting the play button.
“Butterfly” by Jason Mraz.
And it was…perfect. Sassy, sexy, and actually included a reference to pole dancing. Didn’t matter it was supposed to be about a man and a woman, it was still perfect. And he had the song on his phone, too.
She knows me too well.
He texted her back.
 
I love you!
 
She replied a few minutes later.
 
;) Love you, too. Bestie’s always got your back, babe.
 
Leaving in his earbuds so he could listen to music while he worked, he texted the link to June, who replied a few minutes later.
 
DAMN, boy! :) This is going to be a hot one. See you this evening. If you want to come in earlier, I’ll be here all afternoon. I’ll put together a simple routine for you.
 
Hmm. He’d have to think about that, about going in earlier. He could skate out of work a little early tonight since he’d been putting in so many late evenings lately.
 
I’ll let you know this afternoon if I can.
 
With that settled, he forced himself to focus on work and not on imagining the hunger Joel would wear as he watched him dancing to that particular song.
 
* * * *
 
At lunchtime, Jake and Ben crowded in the opening to Fen’s cube and wore identical playful grins.
Fen popped out an earbud. “What?”
“What, my ass,” Jake softly said so no one else could hear. He turned his phone around to show Fen what they’d been watching.
The Facebook video.
“You’ve been holding out on us, buddy,” Ben teased.
Both men—husbands—were good friends and also members of the Suncoast Society, and the reason Fen had met Joel in the first place.
“My first lesson was last night.”
Jake’s eyes bugged. “That’s after your first lesson?” He looked at Ben. “I think I want you to take up a new hobby, boy.”
Ben rolled his eyes. “I’m not as bendy as he is, Sir.”
“Perhaps I wasn’t clear enough. Let me rephrase that—you are taking up a new hobby.”
Fen sat back, grinning as Ben stared at Jake before finally giving in. “Yes, Sir,” Ben grumbled.
“Talk to June,” Fen said. “Hey, give it a try. You’re going to hurt like hell the next morning, though. I’ll warn you now.”
“How’s that any different than the standard Sunday morning in our house?” Ben joked. He hooked a thumb at Jake. “Maybe that’s the only thing that’ll save me from it, is me getting bruises he didn’t get to put on me.”
“You wish,” Jake said. “I’d like you to at least try it.” He stared at his phone. “June might have full classes before she even thought she would at the rate this video is making the rounds. She uploaded it to Fet and posted a note about it in Venture’s group to advertise her classes. You’ve hit K&P.”
“What?”
“Yeah.” He pulled up the page on his phone and showed Fen.
Sure enough, on the Kinky & Popular highlight page, there was Fen, in the top five most popular videos on the site, next to some of naked women in various forms of bondage or sex acts.
The video already had over six hundred likes, and several dozen comments about how sexy and hot he looked.
Fen’s cheeks heated. “Damn.”
“Is that a good damn, or a bad damn?” Ben asked.
“It’s a surprised one.” He remembered to keep his voice low. “I mean, McMannis won’t care. It’s not like I’m naked. Anyone on Fet already knows I’m kinky.” He studied the caption in her post. “She didn’t identify me, and there’s not really any closeups of my face. I thought you saw it on Facebook.” Then again, most of his Facebook friends also knew he was kinky.
“I saw it there, too, but then I saw June’s message on Fet.”
“I hope Joel’s not going to mind that.”
“You want to grab lunch with us?” Jake asked. “We’re heading out.”
“Sure.” He saved his project and followed them, shooting Joel a quick text.
 
Lunch with J&B. June posted the video to Fet. Hope that’s okay, Sir.
 
Joel texted him back a few minutes later.
 
She texted me to ask if it was okay and I said yes. 3:)
 
Okay, then. Fen stared at the text, especially the little devil’s smiley.
 
I hit K&P.
 
He was climbing into the backseat of Jake’s car when Joel called him.
“No shit?”
“Yeah. No shit.”
Joel laughed. “That’s awesome!”
“She said I could come by earlier today, if I wanted to, for a longer lesson.”
“Then by all means.”
“And Scrye might watch.”
“Again, I’m fine with that.”
“She doesn’t have a problem with you watching, if you want to, since it’s a private lesson.”
“I’ll try to get there. Depends on how long my last job of the day takes. If I do, maybe we can grab pizza or something before we head home.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“I need to run. Say hi to Ben and Jake for me. Love you, baby.”
“Yes, Sir. Love you, too.” He ended the call. “Sir said hi. And said he gave June permission to post the video to Fet.”
Ben positively cackled from where he rode shotgun. “I cannot wait until the next private party. You are going to be asked to do a demo, I can tell already.”
“I’m not used to being the center of attention like that.”
He wasn’t sure how he felt about it, either.
The irony did not escape him. Obviously, if Joel was okay with it, that was what mattered most to him. Making Joel happy was one of the key things his life revolved around. Because in return, it’s what Joel did for him. Joel was his dream come true.
Literally.
But being the focus of countless, random, faceless others? Even like this?
It was a new feeling. When outside his comforting coccoon of familiarity—both in situations and amongst people—he was used to keeping his head down for the most part, not making waves. In his own corner of the universe, yeah, he was unabashedly open and free, even a bit of a show-off, but that was under his own control.
Drawing the wrong kind of attention to himself in the wrong circumstances could prove deadly, and that was a lesson he’d learned the hard way growing up.
Like poor Mads had.
Still…
He wouldn’t deny it was a nice ego boost while scrolling through the Fet comments.
And he’d received more than a few appreciative comments on Facebook, too, although those were all much tamer in substance than the ones on Fet.
Even his mom and dad had both clicked the heart icon on the Facebook version.
His older brother, George, had clicked on the heart icon and left a comment.
Maybe I need to have you take Onna to class with you, bro! ;)
Okay, now his face really heated up. He could handle his friends teasing him, or even taking classes with him, but he wasn’t sure how sexy he could be if his sister-in-law was in the class with him, no matter how much he loved her and got along with her.
I hope I didn’t make a mistake by posting that.




Chapter Six
 
Fen texted June as soon as he knew for certain he’d be able to leave work early. He also texted Joel he was heading to her studio.
Part of him hoped Joel would be able to make it to the studio to watch, and part of him felt a little terrified over that prospect.
He didn’t want to disappoint him and not be as good as Joel thought he was.
He’d been afraid to open FetLife again and look at the latest stats and comments on June’s post there. He didn’t want to see how badly some might have criticized him—and it was only a matter of time before criticism rolled in. He was no noob to how social media worked. Trolls loved to take a crap on someone having fun, just because.
It wasn’t like he planned on stripping for a living, or being a competitive pole dancer. It was something new, something fun to do.
Something his hubby had very favorably endorsed him doing, and his hubby was the one who mattered most to Fen.
Anyone leaving comments shitting on his performance would definitely fuck with his head, and he didn’t even want to go there.
When he arrived, they had the pole studio to themselves. Fortunately, the door between it and the rest of the facility actually closed, and they’d put up folding screens along the front windows, which still let in light but kept people from standing and gawking.
That meant Fen didn’t feel self-conscious after changing into the dance belt and blue and green bathing suit. It wasn’t exactly the skimpiest suit out there, somewhere between Brazil and booty-shorts territory. Still, for some reason, he felt more exposed than he did when Joel stripped him naked at Venture or one of the private parties.
June joined him in the studio and whipped off her shirt, revealing a sports bra underneath. She also removed her yoga pants, and her low-slung Brazil bottoms covered about as much real estate as his did.
Then again, he’d seen her naked, too, at Venture and private parties.
“Remind me to give you some links for websites where they sell pole workout and performance clothes.” She giggled. “I mean of the non-stripper variety.”
“Thanks. I’ll probably need that.”
“I had that song on my iPod,” she said, walking over to a small table in the back where a speaker sat. She cued up the song and it started playing as she walked over to one of the poles. “We’ll add in some floorwork for the beginning of it,” she said, dropping to the ground to do a rounded push-up. “Remember when you’re doing floorwork, you want to think smooth, fluid, keeping it in motion. Pretend you’re a snake.”
She smoothly rolled over, scissoring her legs and then rolling back onto her belly, from there moving into a sexy squat. He didn’t know the names of any of these moves, he just watched as she used the music and her body to make something that was too sinfully delicious to simply be called “dancing.”
The first part of the routine she did on one pole, then transitioned with more floorwork to a second pole to finish the song.
“Holy cow,” he muttered. “You consider that entry-level? You think I’m going to be able to do all that?”
“Yeah.” The song, apparently set on repeat loop, started again. “Start with the floorwork. Don’t focus on fancy yet. We’ll get you there. Focus on memorizing the basic moves and positions to start with.”
He started following along with her. By the fifth time through the song, he was really starting to feel the strain in his muscles, although he didn’t have the hang of a fraction of the pole tricks yet, and definitely didn’t feel like he was moving through the floorwork as smoothly as June.
By the end of the tenth repetition, she got up and shut off the music, and he sprawled across the floor.
“Okay,” he gasped. “I don’t think I’m going to need a workout for a month.”
She giggled, standing there with her arms crossed over her chest. “This is just the warm-up, you big baby.”
“You gotta be shitting me!”
“Hey, you said you wanted to learn this for your Sir, right?”
He gulped. “Yeah.” He sat up. “I hope I look a lot more graceful than I feel. Because I feel like a wounded wildebeest.”
“Oh, please, don’t even. Your Sir is going to love it. Scrye messaged him the info for the pole earlier.” She smiled. “I’d be willing to bet he’s probably already ordered it.”
“Oh, boy,” he muttered.
“Hey, I’ve seen you fucking kick ass in yoga. You need to bring that same self-confidence to this. I know you can do it.”
“I just don’t want to look stupid.”
“The first step to not looking stupid is to own what you’re doing. That’s why I wanted to teach you alone at first. I didn’t want you in a class full of giggling women, with you standing there wondering if they’re giggling at you or at themselves, or just because sometimes groups of women doing something together that makes them nervous makes them giggle.”
He stared at her. “Wow. How do you read my mind like that?”
“Honey, I’m a mom. You’re close to my girls’ ages. I’ve been teaching even longer, been participating in gymnastics since I was a freaking kid. This stuff’s not easy. But no one will be laughing at you, trust me. Just like in yoga, you’re going to have people watching you and feeling envious or wanting to jump your bones, but they’re not going to be laughing at you. Rock the sexy and sensual. Be you. A lot of straight guys who do pole apparently approach it from aaaaah, warrior Tarzan headspaces. Own the sexy. You’re doing this for fun.”
She grabbed the pole and spun around it, climbing, wrapping her legs around it, and then inverting with a hands-free move he wasn’t even sure what it was called. “If anything, they’re going to want to try to imitate you and how good you look doing this.”
She curled up, grabbed the pole, and spun around it, making it look deceptively easy as she braced her lower arm and extended her legs ninety degrees from the pole.
Then she brought her legs in and climbed the pole, basically walking up it in another deceptively easy-looking move he knew was damned hard. Even he didn’t have the core strength to attempt any of that, and June had classified him as fairly advanced in yoga.
She slid down the pole in a silky, lazy spin, ending up on the floor. “The only reason I can do that is I’m a gymnast. May couldn’t even do that one, and she’s been in gymnastics all her life, but she didn’t compete the way I did. I thought the instructor was going to choke when I did that in our first class.”
“Holy shit.”
“Just like I don’t expect you to be able to do a kip-up. But if I was competing in pole, I’d definitely include at least one or two of them in the floor part of my routine, because not everyone can do them. So I don’t expect you to be able to do them.”
“A what?”
She demonstrated. Lying on the floor on her back, she rolled her legs up and back over her head, weight on her shoulders, like she was going to flow into a yoga position, then sprang up to her feet. It looked like something out of a ninja movie.
“That shit looks easy because I’ve been doing them for years,” she said. “You try to do one without training, you can hurt yourself.”
“You make it look easy.”
“Of course I do. That’s the point. Who’s your main audience?”
He shrugged. “Joel.”
“Okay then. Has he ever laughed at you in a mean way?”
“No, never.”
“And how’d he react last night?” She knowingly smiled.
He rolled his eyes. “Point taken.”
“Good. I’d hope so. He loves you, and he’s not going to laugh at you. Focus more on the fun part of this and not freaking out about whether or not you can do it as well as I can.”
They took a break. Fen pulled on a long T-shirt, one of Joel’s, which fell below his ass, to make the trip to the bathroom, and to refill his water bottle. When he returned to the studio, he put on his glasses and checked his phone to find a text from Joel, sent twenty minutes earlier.
 
On my way there. Can’t wait to watch. ;)
 
Heat filled Fen’s face…and other places.
He gave thanks for the dance belt holding everything in position.
That’s when Scrye and June walked in, and Fen fought the urge to hide his phone.
Nothing escaped Scrye’s keen observation. “I take it your Sir’s en route?”
“Yeah.” He sent Joel a quick reply and tucked his phone and glasses back into his bag.
Scrye turned to June, a playful smile on his face. “Now aren’t you glad I talked you into letting me put a lock on the door?” He pulled her into his arms for a kiss that nearly had Fen’s blood heating by the time Scrye released her.
“Yes, Daddy,” she said, her voice dropping into a soft range he knew meant she was pretty damn close to subspace.
He smacked her ass. “Daddy’s gonna need another private demo tonight, baby.”
“Yes, Sir.” She finally seemed to remember they weren’t alone and sent Fen a bashful smile. “Unless that’d bother you.”
“Not if it doesn’t bother you guys. I suspect Sir will want to do that, too.”
Scrye laughed. “I already told him he was welcomed to.”
Oh, boy.
 
* * * *
 
Joel didn’t need any better reason to say fuck it to everything late that Friday afternoon and cut out early than the thought of getting a nearly private pole dance performance from his boy. He helped Barney finish the last job of the day first, and it gave him enough time to run by home on his way to the studio so he could grab a quick shower.
Normally, he and Scrye wouldn’t be able to have fun like this at the studio. But since the other yoga class scheduled that evening would be over before June was ready to call an end to her private lesson with Fen, they’d basically have the place to themselves.
Despite the way his morning had started, Joel had spent the better part of the day fighting against the semi-chub wanting to form every time he thought about watching Fen’s video last night.
Sexy.
Damned sexy.
He loved watching Fen anyway—his boy had a naturally fluid way about him. Joel could sit there at home and watch him going about his day, fascinated by him.
Fascinated by every damn thing about the man.
Frickin’ adorable.
The first time he’d laid eyes on Fen he’d wondered how the hell he’d even be able to hug him, much less play with him, without harming him. He’d had no idea then how tough Fen really was.
He’d quickly learned.
His phone buzzed, but he waited until he hit a red light to check it and found a message from Maddison.
 
I haz idea for next weekend, big guy. :)
 
He texted her back.
 
??
 
He couldn’t check his phone again until after he’d pulled into their driveway. When he read it, he started chuckling, which turned into full-on belly laughs.
Damn, the girl’s tricky.
After texting her back that he was totally in favor of her slightly evil plan, he headed inside.
Next Saturday night, his boy would definitely be swearing at him and Maddison both. Unless Fen safeworded, Joel knew he and Maddison would definitely be having fun. Although her fun would be more of the vicarious evil bestie flavor.
After his shower, Joel headed for the studio. There were only six cars parked outside, including Fen’s car and Scrye’s truck. There was no one in the lobby, and he stopped outside the doorway of a small studio where there were three students and an instructor he assumed was May.
“Are you Fen’s husband?” the instructor asked.
“Yes.”
She smiled and pointed. “Second door down on the right, go down that hallway to the last studio and then through the door in there.”
“Thanks.”
He made his way through the maze and finally opened the door to the tail end of seeing Fen gracefully spinning around a pole under June’s supervision, settling on the floor as the music ended.
Scrye turned. “Oh, hey. Look who’s here.”
Joel’s throat had dried up, and it was a good thing it was only the three of them in there because his sudden, throbbing erection had shoved the front of his shorts out.
June walked over to shut the music off. “Come on in.”
Scrye chuckled. “Heh. He’s speechless.”
Fen smiled and pulled himself to his feet by using the pole. “Hey, you made it.” He walked over to kiss him hello.
Joel closed the door behind him and kept his voice down as he pulled Fen’s hand onto the front of his shorts. “You might not make it as far as the car before I’m nailing you, baby.”
June giggled. “We got you a chair so you and Daddy can sit and watch. May and her students will be out of here in about fifteen minutes. Then we can lock the front door and lock ourselves in here for the fun.” She turned to Fen. “One more time? Or you want a few minutes to rest?”
“To rest, and hit the bathroom.” He pecked Joel on the lips again and, with a playful smile, slipped out through the studio door.
Joel turned to Scrye. “Okay, I’m going to need help putting that pole in as soon as it arrives next week.”
Another deep laugh from the bear of a man. “Buddy, I’ll help you put in your pole, and you help me put in mine.” Scrye pulled June to him for a kiss, landing a hard smack on her ass that made her softly moan. “Because I know ours is going to get a lot of use.”
“You ain’t the only one,” Joel said.
 




Chapter Seven
 
Fen nervously splashed water on his face after using the bathroom and washing his hands.
This was…real.
He knew, logically, that Joel would not make fun of him or laugh at him in a mean way. Except he didn’t want to disappoint his man.
Really didn’t want to disappoint him.
Of course he understood this was pressure he was placing on himself and not anything that was Joel’s doing, but it didn’t change how he felt in that particular moment.
And this was…big. For him, anyway.
If they were just at home screwing around, it wouldn’t be the same level of pressure. Obviously Scrye wouldn’t make fun of him, either.
He wanted to make Joel proud of him in front of an audience. Didn’t matter it was only Scrye and June and they were both friends of theirs.
Still mattered, to Fen.
After refilling his water bottle, he returned to the studio to find Scrye and Joel sitting in chairs in the back of the room.
June smiled. “Ready for more practice?”
He nervously nodded.
She scowled. “What’s wrong, sweetie?”
“Nothing. I’m good.”
“You sure? Is Scrye being here making you nervous?”
“No.”
“Baby.” Fen looked up at Joel’s tone and found his husband crooking a finger at him.
Fen walked over and Joel took his hands. “What’s wrong?” Joel softly asked.
He stared into Joel’s blue eyes and knew he couldn’t fib and say nothing was wrong. “I don’t want to disappoint you.”
Joel squeezed his hands. “You can never disappoint me. This is supposed to be fun. I want you to have fun. I want to see the sexy guy I watched on video last night enjoying himself. This isn’t about life and death—it’s dancing. Just have fun.” He tugged Fen’s hands to get him to lean in for a kiss. “Okay?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Good. And even if you were blindfolded and half drunk and trying to do this, I’d still enjoy watching you.” He grinned. “That outfit is hot.” He gave Fen one last kiss. “Go have fun. Understand?”
“Yes, Sir.” Fen returned to the pole he’d been using and stretched.
June headed over to restart the music. “Ready?”
“Yes, ma’am. I guess so.” He focused on the pole in front of him and tried not to stare at Joel in the mirrors despite feeling his husband’s heated gaze squarely on him.
 
* * * *
 
“Let’s focus on floorwork for a couple of repetitions,” June said.
Joel didn’t know what that meant, but as she and Fen got down on the floor and Fen started following along with her, Joel’s cock finished inflating and pressed against his zipper in an uncomfortable way, making him shift in his chair.
Watching Fen do yoga at home had been one of his favorite things to do.
He’d just found his new favorite thing.
Because sitting there and watching the way his boy’s muscles bunched and flexed under his skin, the movements he was making, was sexy beyond anything he could have imagined.
Now I get why straight guys love strip clubs.
Scrye was watching June every bit as intently as Joel knew he was watching Fen. At this rate, Joel knew it wouldn’t take much for him to explode. They spent several song repetitions doing nothing but working on the floor moves. When June’s older sister stopped by a little while later to bid everyone goodnight, June locked the studio door behind her.
Scrye stood, picked up his chair, and moved it closer to the two poles June had been using.
Joel did likewise with Fen’s poles, the sadist in him enjoying the nervous way Fen’s lower lip caught under his teeth as he watched him move closer.
June walked over to the little table holding the iPod and speaker and stopped the music. “Longer playlist,” she said. “And we won’t mind you boys, if you don’t mind us.”
Joel didn’t care. His whole focus lay on Fen.
June hit the light switches and the main overhead fluorescents went out, leaving only several recessed lights to evoke a more intimate mood. “You ready?” she asked Fen.
He nodded, his gaze never leaving Joel.
“Don’t worry about what I’m doing,” she told Fen. “And if you forget a step, just improvise. Your audience is your husband, no one else. And ignore what I’m doing, because I’m focusing on Scrye. Got it?”
Another nod.
“Here we go.” She grabbed a pair of heels from under the table, slipped them on, and started the music. Then she strutted over to stand in front of Scrye.
Joel tuned them out, his chair angled toward Fen.
His boy dropped to the floor for the first part of the routine. Joel reached up and squeezed the front of his shorts as he watched Fen, his cock desperate to be buried inside his boy’s mouth.
Eeeeeaaasssy.
 
* * * *
 
Fen forced himself to take June’s advice to heart and kept his gaze on Joel as much as possible as he worked through the floor section. From the dark hunger burning in Joel’s gaze, Fen knew he’d be getting a face-fucking shortly.
He pretended he was fully naked and in their bed instead of in a dimly-lit dance studio. Instead of worrying about whether or not he was copying June perfectly, he focused on the music, on the beat, on Joel.
Joel settled back in the chair, that sexy, one-sided smirk on his face as he spread his legs, one hand cupping the front of his shorts and squeezing that delicious cock of his through the fabric.
As he transitioned into the pole section, he performed for his husband, letting go and letting the music wash through him. It was impossible not to feel sexy with the weight of Joel’s blatant desire swirling around him.
He flubbed one of the tricks but turned it into a slow slide down the pole, holding on with one hand and his thighs as he trailed the fingers of his other hand slowly up his abs, circling one nipple, then the other.
Back to the floorwork, he switched it out and improvised, crawling like a cat closer to Joel but not within reach. He arched up, rolled onto his back and turned, striking a pin-up pose with his open thighs pointed directly at Joel.
He almost thought the man was going to come out of his chair and tackle him right there.
That made Fen smile as he rose into a squat, facing away from Joel but casting a sexy smile at him over his shoulder as he twerked and reached for the pole.
Joel’s blue gaze narrowed even as his lips curled into a smile.
That was Joel’s “I’m going to fuck you into the middle of next week and you’re going to beg for more” smile.
Fen’s cock ached as he did a couple of body waves against the pole, even licking it, dropping Joel a seductive wink before starting a carousel spin.
The world didn’t exist outside the bubble surrounding him and Joel right now. He was aware of June performing for Scrye just a few yards away, but they might as well be nothing more than an image on a TV screen.
He had the full and undivided attention of his audience of one.
As the song finished, “Slow Hands” by Niall Horan started. Fen had been doing more floorwork. He made his way back to the pole and slowly rose, grabbing it and climbing before swinging around, leaning into a hangback and letting the beat wash through him. Every time he looked at Joel his man’s gaze was there, his smile bearing the sharp tease of the sadist that lay just below the surface.
He used the music and forced his brain to take a break. It was obvious to him Joel was enjoying this performance. Logic-brain had been right that his fears were just that—fears.
Sexy Fen reveled in the attention from the sadist, made love to the pole in a deliberate tease to rev the man’s motor and sharpen his hunger.
Joel wanted him—all of him, only him.
Fen needed him, like water, like oxygen. Lust and desire billowed around them, a cloud of explosive fumes needing nothing more than a spark to set the world aflame.
He’d be willing to burn if it meant Joel’s hands on him, owning him.
His heart and soul lay there between them and he trusted his husband—his Master—to hold and love him with every spin, every slide, every move he made on the pole or on the floor.
“Sober” by Tool was next on the playlist. Joel crooked a finger at Fen and spread his thighs even more.
No way could Fen refuse him. He dropped to the floor again and crawled over to him, his pulse throbbing as he ran his hands up Joel’s legs from ankle to thighs, pressing them even farther apart so he could shoulder in.
Joel buried his hands in Fen’s hair and pulled his face against the front of his shorts. Through the fabric, Fen felt the stiff outline of Joel’s thick cock pressing there, begging for freedom.
He reached up and slowly unfastened Joel’s shorts, taking his time lowering the zipper as the man’s chest rose and fell with every heavy breath he took. Joel’s fingers dug into Fen’s scalp, insistent, desperate, filling Fen with not only lust but a gloating satisfaction that he could bring this man to his knees.
Every time between them felt like this. It was only Fen’s irrational brain that wanted to argue otherwise, sometimes, wanted to lie to him.
In these moments, though, Fen felt sexy, powerful, even when submitting to his man.
When Joel’s cock sprang free, Fen realized his Master had gone commando for him.
It took every ounce of self-control Fen had not to just swallow his cock to the root, but to take his time and tease, tempt, taste. A low, needy groan rolled from Joel as Fen traced the slit in the head with the tip of his tongue. Sure, he’d swallow it soon enough, but he wanted to seduce him, court him.
Let the slow burn char both of them to the point of no return.
He traced the underside from tip to root and back again, inhaling the sweet coconut of the body wash Joel had used for his shower mixed with heady, warm musk from his cock. When a drop of pre-cum pearled at the slit, he let Joel pull his mouth over the head and lightly sucked. His own cock twitched and struggled for freedom, demanding attention.
The song switched and “Angel” by Massive Attack started while Fen slowly engulfed Joel’s cock all the way to the base. He wasn’t sure how many songs June had put on this playlist, but he was vaguely aware of the fact that it sounded like Scrye was face-fucking her hard, based on his groans and hers, and he didn’t want to get caught still doing this at the end of the playlist.
Plus he wanted to get home for round two between them—which would be round one for him. He was no idiot—he knew damn well Joel would make him wait until they were alone for his own release.
Saaaaadist.
As he slowly began bobbing his head up and down Joel’s cock, the man let out a groan.
“Fuck, yeah, baby,” Joel whispered.
Fen slid his hands up along the outside of Joel’s thighs, under the hem of his shorts, and held on for the ride, giving over complete control to the man.
Joel sensed the shift and immediately pounced. His grip changed, now fisting Fen’s hair and eagerly fucking his mouth. Every stroke went deep, and Fen knew it wouldn’t take long for Joel to spill the first load of cum down his throat at that rate.
Fen heard a satisfied-sounding groan from Scrye he suspected meant that the man had found his joy. Joel wasn’t long behind him. More pre-cum filled Fen’s mouth, sweetly salty along his tongue before his cock grew hot, hard, like silken iron between his lips.
Then Joel took one last, hard stroke, holding deep inside his mouth as ropes of cum exploded from the head and he gasped, “That’s my good boy.”
Fen whined, needy, horny, desperate.
Joel wouldn’t release him. “No, baby,” he hoarsely said. “Be my good boy. Master wants you ready for me when we get home.”
Fen pressed his forehead against Joel’s stomach. In his mouth, Joel’s cock softened, slowly wilting as Fen tried to suck every last drop out of him.
In his hair, Joel’s grip loosened, tender, stroking now, curling his body over Fen’s head and holding him there, squeezing his thighs around him.
“My very good boy,” Joel whispered.
Fen whimpered.
A soft chuckle in reply. “I know, baby.” He kissed the top of Fen’s head. “But we’re going to stop for dinner first. Then I’ll take care of you after we’re home. You want to be my good boy, don’t you?”
Of course he did. Joel damn well knew it, too.
Fen finally released his cock and sat up enough to be able to kiss Joel.
“Glad I ordered that damn pole second-day air,” Joel teased. “Because I want to get it installed ASAP.”
 




Chapter Eight
 
Less than thirty minutes later, they’d said their good-byes to June and Scrye and headed out. Fen had changed back into the jeans and button-up shirt he’d worn to work, but Joel had ordered him to go commando.
And they were stopping for pizza on the way home.
Fen wanted to beg for trading strokes to go straight home and eat leftovers—after receiving an orgasm—but Joel had already made up his mind, his playfully sadistic smirk telling Fen there would be no argument or bartering over this.
Like hell would Fen safeword in this case, either.
No matter how horny he was.
He knew if he did, Joel would only drag things out at home just to be a sadist. Better to let him have his sadistic jollies like this now than to fight him on them.
Once they were seated at a booth in the restaurant and had put in their order, Joel reached across the table to hold hands with Fen, his blue gaze piercing through Fen’s.
Joel kept his voice low, his sexy Southern drawl not helping Fen’s cock soften any, either. “That had to be the sexiest thing I’ve ever watched in my life, baby. That was amazing.”
Warm heat of the bashful and totally not sexy kind filled Fen’s cheeks. “Thank you, Sir.”
Joel squeezed his hands. “I mean it, baby. Don’t feel embarrassed. You’re fantastic. I can’t speak to your technical skills, but it looked damn good to me. Since I’m the only audience who matters, consider that the law of the land.”
“Did you seriously order the pole second-day air?”
He grinned. “Fuckin’ A, I did. Scrye’s going to help me install it. Hey, consider it a home gym. Now you’ve got yoga, swimming, and pole dancing for exercise.”
“And in all three of those activities, there’s no way I can do them with you around and actually exercise.”
He frowned. “Why not?”
“Because you’ll be fucking me almost as soon as I get started.”
Joel grinned. “True story.”
Dinner seemed to last forever, even though they were actually out of there fairly fast. Once they were home, Fen quickly jumped in the shower to rinse off while Joel awaited him in bed.
A thought drifted to the top of his mind once again—maybe it was time to think about giving up that last hard limit.
 
* * * *
 
Joel knew it was mean to make Fen wait for relief after what a good boy he’d been at June’s studio, but what was the fun of being a sadist if he couldn’t be sadistic from time to time?
And after the long work week he’d had—and the aggravating way his day had started—he’d need time to recover for round two and not want to simply fall asleep as soon as his body got into a position slightly resembling horizontal on a reasonably comfortable surface.
Although he had next weekend to look forward to.
He’d also realized something else—no way Fen would refuse to go through with it if Joel framed it in terms of making Maddison happy.
One of his boy’s biggest Achilles’ heels.
I’m an evil bastard.
Still, he smiled at the thought of watching Fen dancing for a crowd of people and knowing he was the only one with the right to touch him.
That Fen would always be going home with him.
My boy.
That was also enough to start putting starch back into his cock. He responded to another text from Maddison about dinner options ahead of the big plan, happy to leave all those arrangements up to her. He could tell she wanted to impress him, and Joel wished he had a way of telling her she didn’t need to do that that wouldn’t risk hurting her feelings.
Better to let her be herself, do what she felt she needed to do to impress him, and simply thank her profusely for it. For their wedding gift, she’d bought them an autographed picture of the original Broadway cast of Hamilton, one of Fen’s favorite shows. For a housewarming present, she’d sent them an amazing pod-style coffeemaker with a selection of Joel’s favorite coffees, and an assortment of herbal tea pods for Fen.
When Snoobug turned two, Maddison had sent her an adorable sundress outfit—including sandals—and a stuffed sea turtle that Naris had fallen in love with as her new favorite toy.
Joel would love his boy by loving his boy’s best friend, too—including conspiring with her to help him demonstrate to his boy how sexy he really was.
Even if his boy would hate it at the time.
That was just a sadistic bonus.
 
* * * *
 
When Fen emerged from the bathroom, he walked into the bedroom to find Joel sitting up against the headboard, his legs sprawled open on the bed, his right knee slightly bent. Between his thighs, Joel’s thick cock lay against his left thigh and was already getting hard again over his heavy sac. His dark treasure trail led down to a well-trimmed bush shadowing everything.
Fen knew every centimeter of the landscape down there, loved spending time exploring him with his mouth and tongue and hands.
Joel patted the mattress in front of him and gave Fen that sexy one-sided smirk that always made Fen hard. “C’mere, baby. Slowly.”
Fen crawled up the bed, his gaze locked on Joel’s. It was hard to move smoothly as tired and sore as his body felt, but the hunger in his man’s eyes was an instant jolt to his system, better than any cup of coffee or painkiller could ever be.
Between his own thighs, his cock was hard, eight inches long and more slender than Joel’s, but that was fine.
His husband and Master didn’t love him for what was between his legs, but what was between his ears, inside his ribs.
Same reason Fen loved him.
What they had between them surpassed anything Fen ever thought would be possible in his life. Happiness beyond measure.
A guy who loved him not only exactly the way he was and didn’t want to change him, but who complemented Fen in how he loved him.
A guy Fen felt was always trying his hardest to not just love him, but woo him, too. Like Joel never settled for what they had, always wanting to keep trying to do better.
A guy who always kept sparking Fen’s desire, insane chemistry between them that quickly combusted on demand.
The first man Fen had ever been with who’d made him feel like he was the center of the universe.
Added bonus—Fen’s family, including his persnickety little two-year-old niece, Naris, aka Snoobug, loved Joel as much as he did. And so did his bestie.
Fen also suspected that, despite standing up for himself against Johnny, Fen’s parents were happy he’d settled down with someone as big and beefy as Joel.
Someone able to take care of Fen, protect him.
Look after him.
All that, and more.
Now if Mads could find a hunky guy for herself, I could stop worrying about her.
He shoved that thought out of his mind as Joel reached up and cupped his cheek. “Cuffs and collar, baby. I won’t make you work for it too hard tonight, considering how beautiful you looked dancing for me.”
Joel had already gotten them out and he buckled the leather collar around Fen’s neck, followed by the wrist and ankle cuffs. He rolled Fen over onto his back and clipped his wrist cuffs to the chains normally hidden between the mattress and headboard. Then he sat up and stared down at him, a sweet smile curving his lips.
“You’re fucking gorgeous, baby,” Joel said. “And you’re all mine.”
Ask him.
The thought pounded through Fen’s brain to ask Joel to help him past his hard limit, but then Joel knelt between Fen’s thighs, slung them over his shoulders, and went down on Fen.
Conscious, coherent thought slithered out of Fen’s brain as the sweet, hot pleasure that was Joel’s mouth surrounded his cock. Joel wasn’t just good at giving head, he fucking enjoyed doing it.
Tonight his man was going to draw it out, too, a reward for the earlier performance, probably.
He mixed long, slow sucks and swipes of his tongue along Fen’s cock with sweet, gentle nips up and down the insides of his thighs. Not hard enough to leave marks, but enough to rev Fen’s engine and quickly having him begging for relief.
Joel licked Fen’s sac, laving his tongue over and around it, along his taint, rimming him, making Fen willingly beg for more. Before he even realized it, he was begging out loud.
“Please fuck me, Master!”
“I will, baby,” Joel murmured against his balls, the vibration of his low, rumbling words pulling another moan out of Fen. “When I’m ready to.”
Except Fen knew Joel thought he meant it in their usual way. The rule Joel had proactively put into place early on. “Fucking” meant making love, having sex—awarding orgasms—not literal “fucking.” A rule Joel had put into place to prevent accidentally triggering Fen.
The first man to ever proactively take an interest in Fen’s best interest ahead of their own.
Joel worked his way back up Fen’s cock, to the head, slowly swallowing it and engulfing him all the way to the root. Up again. Sweet, determined torture.
As he twisted and squirmed and tried to hump Joel’s mouth, the man clamped his big hands around the tops of Fen’s thighs and held him still, forcing him to take it at Joel’s speed until Fen was nearly out of his mind with need and begging for permission to come.
Joel lifted his head, Fen’s disappointed desperation reaching new peaks. “What’ll you trade me to earn it, baby?” He nipped the flesh just above the base of Fen’s cock. “Fuck that sweet mouth of yours while I use a toy?”
“Anything you want!” He tried rocking his hips in hopes of maybe getting some traction against his cock, but Joel was wise to that trick and pinned him down again. Fen also hoped beyond hope maybe Joel was talking about using a toy on him, except logic-brain told him no, he meant on himself. “Please, Master.”
Joel sat up and leaned over to grab something from the nightstand. Then he changed position, straddling Fen’s chest. Fen heard the snick of the lube bottle being opened, and then Joel braced himself against the headboard with his left hand, his right behind him.
He stared down at Fen with gorgeous blue eyes half hooded and dark with hunger. A satisfied grunt rumbled through him and Fen already had his mouth wide open and ready as he slid his cock between Fen’s lips.
“Hold on, baby,” Joel hoarsely said.
Fen heard the sound of the prostate massager switch on, immediately accompanied by Joel gasping. “Fuck, yeah, that’s amazing!” Fen didn’t have to do much as Joel fucked his mouth except lie there and enjoy it and wish he was brave enough to ask him to try it with him.
To be the man who could break his curse.
To be the man to finally eradicate his nightmares in every damn way.
To drive the wolf from his mind and leave behind nothing but the loving hunk with the sexy drawl and adoration in his blue eyes.
It didn’t take Joel long at all to come this time, and Fen’s happy moans mixed with Joel’s as he fed him a load of hot cum just a few minutes later. He immediately turned around and sucked Fen’s cock down his throat.
Fen jerked against his restraints, wanting to let his hands roam all over Joel’s hot body as the man quickly built him up to the edge and held him there for a frustratingly long forever that probably lasted no longer than a minute or two before he sucked hard, deep-throating him and triggering Fen’s release.
Blinding pleasure shattered every thought in his brain. It rolled through him, hard and sharp and almost keenly painful as his balls emptied into Joel’s mouth.
Except…Joel wasn’t done. He eased back, not releasing him from his mouth, quickly getting him hard a second time.
Oh, fuck…
Fen didn’t know how long he lay there begging to come again when Joel finally took pity on him and sent him over the edge. It’d become one of Joel’s favorite things to do, get him over hard and fast, and then draw the second one out.
Playing with him.
Joel loved him helpless and begging.
As Fen caught his breath, Joel left their bed and headed to the bathroom. The brief sound of him cleaning up, the sink running, then he returned and unclipped Fen’s restraints, pulling him into his arms, tucked securely against him.
“Love you, baby,” Joel said.
“Love you, too, Master.”
Eyes closed, and with Joel’s heartbeat comfortably throbbing in his ear, Fen started drifting before he remembered he’d wanted to talk.
Except Joel was already asleep.
It can wait.
The irony didn’t escape him that, now he’d found the guy he wanted to try it with, his guy had firmly sworn never to make him do it.
And he lay there long after Joel fell asleep, his conflicted thoughts swirling through his brain and keeping him from following his husband into dreams.
 




Chapter Nine
 
Once Joel finally let Fen out of bed the next morning and they got their day started, Fen was heading through the kitchen with a laundry basket to wash a load of whites when he heard his phone ring, his mom’s custom ringtone.
He snagged the cell from where it sat on the kitchen counter and answered, propping it between his shoulder and cheek as he walked with the laundry basket.
“Good morning, birth-giver.”
She laughed. “That never gets old. What are you and Joel doing tonight, sweetie?”
“Why? Are we changing family dinner night?” Since his dad had retired from the sheriff’s office and no longer experienced interruptions to his schedule, family dinners had settled into Wednesday nights and stayed there for a change.
“Not exactly. Shelly and Karl are coming over for dinner. I thought you might want to join us, if you didn’t have plans.”
“What time?” He winced, pulling up short in the doorway to the utility room as he realized he should have asked Joel first.
But they were Mads’ parents, and they were like adopted parents to him. Surely Joel wouldn’t begrudge him that.
“Sixish. Don’t bring anything, just yourselves.”
“Roger-roger.”
“See you boys tonight, sweetheart.” She ended the call and he set the basket of dirty laundry on the washer so he could go find Joel and tell him.
Fen found him outside, doing something to the pool filter. “I made an oopsie, Sir.”
He sat back on his heels. “What happened?”
“I told Mom we’d have dinner with them tonight. Mads’ mom and dad will be there.”
Joel arched an eyebrow at him. “You think that’s a punishable offense?”
“No, but I should have asked you first.”
“Maybe I should put a proactive exemption for family into place.”
Fen shrugged. “That’s up to you, Sir.”
“Do you honestly think I’m going to punish you for this?”
Fen dropped down next to him on the grass. “I was hoping not, but I didn’t know if you’d made plans for us.”
Joel reached over and stroked Fen’s cheek. “Baby, this isn’t even close to a punishable offense. Family’s different.”
Fen leaned in, nuzzling his face in the crook of Joel’s neck. “Sorry, Sir.”
“Hey.” It was Joel’s soft but serious tone that caught Fen’s attention and made him look up. Joel’s blue gaze pierced right through his soul, holding him in place as if he had hands on Fen right now. “It’s okay,” he softly said. “Your family’s my family, now. That includes friends you consider family.”
This was one of those “perfect moments” Fen used to believe existed only in Hallmark movies and romance novels.
Looking into the hero’s eyes and feeling connected to his soul.
His hero. His blue-eyed Southern god with the sexy-as-sin drawl.
For a moment, his thoughts from last night returned to his brain and he almost spoke them aloud.
He reached up and hooked a hand around the back of Joel’s neck, pulling him in for a kiss. “I love you.”
“I love you, too, baby. Are you okay?”
“Just taking a moment to appreciate how lucky I am. That’s all.”
Joel nuzzled his nose against Fen’s. “I wake up every morning and fall asleep every night feeling thankful you walked into my life.”
 
* * * *
 
That was no exaggeration, either.
While Joel would always regret that his father died without Joel being able to at least talk to him one last time and tell him he loved him, he also felt grateful that he’d mended fences with his mom and once again had a relationship with her, and with his brother and sister.
Due in no small part to Fen helping him reach across the void and embrace them.
And they’d also embraced Fen as his husband.
His father had not been an easy man to love, much less live with, even in the best of times. Joel didn’t blame his mom or his siblings for the years of separation, because they’d had lives and relationships in Alabama they’d needed to preserve. Especially considering the circumstances that had triggered everything to start with, with Joel’s ex outing him not just as gay, but also as kinky, to literally everyone in their community when Joel had broken up with him.
Fen headed back inside, leaving Joel to continue doing battle with the pool filter system. But Joel didn’t mind. This was part of the deal, and he was happy to take care of the “honey-dos” around the house. He loved his boy the way he was. He didn’t need him to do anything but be himself.
Once he got the pool problem sorted out, he stripped off his shorts and jumped into the deep end. The privacy fence around their backyard meant they could enjoy all sorts of outside activities that his previous condo wasn’t conducive to.
As he swam slow laps up and down through the warm water, he couldn’t help smiling. This time last year he was living his life but lonely when it came to romance.
Now?
All his dreams had come true.
And his mom was moving to Florida and had bought the condo he’d been renting, a unit in a building primarily occupied by retirees her own age.
Fen’s mom, a retired real estate agent, had helped her sort out paperwork and get the best deal when she decided to sell the farm after Joel’s father died.
She wanted to retire and enjoy her life. The farm had been his father’s dream, his father’s cross to bear, his father’s inheritance.
Fortunately, his brother and sister supported her doing that.
Fen walked out onto the lanai, a smile on his face. “Coming in?” Joel asked him.
He walked over and sat on the edge. “Laundry’s almost ready to move to the dryer. I want to start another load.”
“Ah. You’re wearing an awful lot of clothes, baby.”
Fen’s smile widened. He stood and shoved his shorts down and off, dropping them on top of Joel’s. Then he pulled his T-shirt off and added it to the pile.
“Better, Master?” He nudged his glasses up his nose, and it was the most adorable thing Joel ever saw in his life.
His guy, standing right there on their lanai, wearing nothing but glasses, his wedding ring, and the stainless steel chainmaille necklace that was Fen’s day collar.
“Mmm-hmm. Be better if you were in here with me.” He swam over to the edge and stared up at him.
“I can’t send you to work Monday naked, Master.”
“Heh. That’d make some gums flap around the marina.” He’d opted not to say anything to Fen about his customer on Friday morning. The last thing he wanted to do was upset Fen, and it wasn’t something Fen could do anything about anyway.
Keith was right. Fuck what that old fuck thought about him or Fen. The guy’s opinion didn’t mean jack shit.
It wasn’t his job to convince the world to accept them or their love for each other.
Peace settled through him over the willful decision to let it go. The guy couldn’t do any harm to him or his boy, and stewing about one asshat would only distract him from his true life’s mission.
Which was this man standing right here. Taking care of him.
Loving him.
Fen smiled. “I bet it would.”
Joel rested his arms on the edge of the pool, crossed over each other, his chin on them. “Thank you for taking such good care of me, baby. I appreciate it.” He crooked a finger at him to come closer.
“You just want to pull me into the pool.” In the sunlight, the amber flecks in Fen’s brown eyes stood out more.
“I’ll be good, I promise.” Fen knelt down and Joel kissed him. “See?”
Fen sat in front of him and reached out, trailing a finger along Joel’s arm, ending with lacing his fingers through Joel’s.
Joel brought Fen’s hand to his lips and kissed it. “What’s rocking through your brain so hard right now?”
“Just how much I love you.”
 
* * * *
 
Fen finally managed to extricate himself from Joel—even though he really didn’t want to—and return to the house to do the next load of laundry. He didn’t bother to put his clothes back on, either. Frankly, he was used to going around naked when they were home.
He enjoyed the reaction it earned him from Joel when he did.
When he walked through the kitchen to go to the utility room, he hesitated, looking around. Something was…off.
While he had no proof, he was convinced that he’d had a ghost at his old place, the duplex where he’d killed Johnny during the confrontation.
It wasn’t until after the attack that he’d discovered June’s twin sister, July, had died in that very same apartment, killed by her boyfriend decades earlier, when they were just teenagers.
He was also convinced she’d been looking out for him that day, gave him a warning, helped him out.
It wasn’t something he discussed with June. In fact, if she’d put together his old address with her old address, she never mentioned it, and he never brought it up to her, either. Especially not after a friend in common from the Suncoast Society told him the whole story about her sister and how it’d impacted June.
She’d been the one to find her dead.
Her and Scrye.
Just recently, the skeletal remains of the boyfriend turned up in a local river. Law enforcement suspected he hadn’t meant to kill her, had gotten in a fight with her and she fell and hit her head, fracturing her skull. Then he’d most likely killed himself by jumping in the river, because he couldn’t swim.
When Fen moved, he’d invited July—if that’s who it really was—to leave with him, if she wanted to. Since then, he’d noticed no signs that she’d come with them, either following him to Joel’s condo, or, later, to their new house.
Before, in the old apartment, he’d frequently felt like he wasn’t alone, but not in a bad way. Or things would be moved, or even went missing. For the missing things, he’d apologize and ask for them to come back, and sometimes he’d even find them in places he knew he didn’t leave them.
Although in retrospect he suspected maybe it’d been more a playful game than any malicious intent.
He finally headed for the utility room to start another load of laundry but froze in the doorway when he realized what was wrong.
Turning, he scanned the kitchen counter, and it was what he didn’t see that had him concerned.
His cell phone wasn’t on the counter where he’d left it.
He looked around, didn’t see it, and walked out to the lanai. “Sir? Did you move my phone?”
Joel was floating in the middle of the pool. “No. Why?”
“I know I left it on the kitchen counter after Mom called, and I don’t see it.”
“Mine’s in the bedroom. Call yours with it.”
“Hmm.” He turned and walked through the house, into their bedroom, and found Joel’s phone, where he’d left it on the dresser.
Unlocking it, he quickly dialed his own and walked out to the kitchen.
It was ringing on Joel’s end…
But he didn’t hear his phone ringing anywhere in the kitchen, even though he knew damn well he’d left the ringer on.
What the frak?
When his voicemail picked up, he hung up and dialed it again, now walking through the house and looking for it.
Nothing.
A third time.
Gooseflesh rippled his skin and he jumped, shrieking, when Joel spoke from behind him in the bedroom doorway.
“Find it?”
He spun around. Joel had grabbed a towel from the pool bath and was mostly dried off.
“No.”
“Did you bring it outside with you earlier?”
“No.” He hung up and dialed again.
Joel left the bedroom while Fen walked around, listening.
A moment later, Joel called out. “I found it.”
Fen hung up and headed back toward the kitchen, where he’d heard Joel. “Where was it?”
Joel was laughing. “Baby, it was out in the garage. You left it on top of the fridge out there.” Joel handed it to him, taking his phone back while planting a peck on Fen’s lips on his way past. “I’m going to shower off. You want to join me?”
Fen’s throat had dried up. “Yes, Sir. I’ll be right there.”
He stared at the phone in his hand, at the screen that listed the four missed calls.
There was only one problem.
He had not been out in the garage in two days.
Fen turned around and took a deep breath. “Welcome back, July,” he softly said. “I missed you.”
He left his phone on the kitchen counter and followed Joel into the bathroom.
 




Chapter Ten
 
Shelly and Karl Nance wasted no time at dinner.
“Maddie told me you boys are going to drive over to Miami Beach for a visit next weekend,” Karl said once they’d arrived at Fen’s parents’ and got the hello hugging out of the way.
“Yeah,” Fen said. “Why?”
“We were hoping you could keep your eyes open for us.”
“What?”
Shelly let out a sigh. “We’re worried about her.”
Fen fought back the urge to worry without hearing them out. “Why?”
“She just seems so…stressed lately.”
“I’m sure she’s fine,” Fen assured them. “She’s intense, you know that. She would have told me if there were any problems, and she hasn’t said a word.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
“It’s just when she drove over for your wedding, she looked…tired,” Karl noted.
Fen enveloped them in a hug. “It’s been eight years,” he gently said. “She’s fine. I would be the first one ratting her out to you guys if I thought she had a problem.”
“We hate her being over there by herself,” Karl said when Fen finally ended the group hug.
Fen noticed the sad expressions on his parents’ faces as they listened in, but they’d been there. They didn’t know exactly what Mads’ parents had been through, but they’d witnessed their anguish first-hand, and his dad had seen enough in his time in law enforcement to know.
“You know,” Fen’s dad said, “we were thinking about maybe getting away for a weekend. We could go over there in a few weeks.” He looked at Fen’s mom. “You want to?”
“Sure. That’d be fun.”
“Would you?” Shelly asked.
“Of course.” He walked over and hugged Shelly. “She’s our bonus daughter.”
“She’s going to yell at you guys,” Fen cautioned. “She doesn’t like being smothered. And she’s going to see right through you.”
Fen’s dad shrugged, smiling. “I’m retired. And when we saw her at your wedding, she did tell us we should come over for a weekend.”
Fen looked to Joel for help, but he just shrugged.
Great. He was outnumbered.
“Besides,” his dad added, “you guys are going over there.”
“Yeah, but this is sort of our honeymoon. And I don’t smother her. I talk or text with her nearly every day. If she was having any problems, she’d tell me.”
By the time they got out of there a little after nine, Fen felt emotionally wrung out. Her parents did this every so often, got a wild hair, worked themselves up into a near panic literally over nothing.
It was adorably loving and doting of them, but it also wasn’t the kind of concern Mads wanted or needed. She was an independent woman making her own way. She loved what she did, and she was damned good at it.
“You all right, baby?” Joel asked.
“Yeah,” he muttered. “Just…yeah. SSDD.”
“Ooookaaay, I’m confused. Karl and Shelly seem like amazing parents. Why are you upset?”
“I’m not…upset. I’m a little aggravated. If what happened was like last year, okay, I’d get it. It’s been eight years. They need to let her live her life and be happy. I get that they want to wrap her in a bubble and protect her, but she’s a functional adult. She worked hard to dig her way out of that emotional pit. She’s a survivor now, not a victim.”
“I take it they’d be happy packing her up and moving her home?”
“Yeah, and she’d never have any kind of dating or social life if she did that. They’d insist on going with her to events, or else they’d likely be calling and texting her so much while she was out that she couldn’t enjoy herself. Good-bye any kind of kinky life.” He sighed. “Not that she has one now. She’s been too busy working.”
Joel was silent for a few minutes as he drove. “Maybe she’s using work to self-medicate and avoid dating.”
“Oh, she’s definitely doing that. Without question. No way am I telling them that, though.”
 
* * * *
 
Over the next week, Fen hit June’s studio every day after work, Monday through Thursday. While his body was protesting the new and unfamiliar strains and movements, he couldn’t deny that he was enjoying it, or the raging hunger in Joel’s eyes when he watched Fen demonstrating what he’d learned on their new pole. That had been installed on Wednesday afternoon, when Joel cut out early from work to help Scrye install theirs, then Scrye came over to help Joel.
On Friday, Fen had arranged to leave work at lunchtime so he could go home and finish packing for them. Joel would join him there, grab a shower, then they’d drive over to Miami Beach.
Fen had forgotten about the incident with the cell phone, too.
Until he walked into the kitchen and looked at the space on the counter where he always put his keys, because he needed them so he could open the trunk of his car to load their luggage.
And they weren’t there.
Shit.
He took a deep breath, rubbing back the gooseflesh rippling over his arms. Walking out into the middle of the living room, he turned, looking around.
“Listen, July, we’ll be back soon, I promise. It’s just for the weekend, and it’s kinda our honeymoon. We’ll be back Sunday night. I promise to invite June and Mark over for dinner next week, sweetie.”
He didn’t know if July would know who he was talking about if he used Scrye’s nickname instead of his real name, but it was awfully suspicious this activity had started up now, with both himself and Joel talking more about June and Scrye, and after Scrye had actually been there, at the house, helping Joel.
July had died at only seventeen, long before Scrye had earned his nickname that their kinky friends mostly knew him by.
“I would have had them over sooner if I knew you’d moved with us. I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t think you were here. But I really need my keys back, now. Please?”
The dinner idea wasn’t even out of thin air, because Joel had already told Scrye he wanted them to come over one evening after they returned from Miami Beach.
He heard a noise in the kitchen and went to investigate. His keys weren’t on the counter, where he knew he’d left them.
But the drawer directly under that space now sat slightly ajar.
He knew damn well he hadn’t opened it, much less put his keys in there. After forcing himself to reach out and tug on the handle with one finger, it smoothly slid open.
There sat his keys, on top of the dishtowels and hot pads stored in there.
He breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks, July.” He picked them up and closed the drawer. “I’ll leave the TV on for you, okay?” He used to do that sometimes in his old place, when the activity would ramp up when he’d have to work long hours, and he’d noticed that the distraction seemed to settle things down.
Like she’d been bored.
Shoving all of that out of his mind, he went to finish getting things ready before Joel arrived home.
 
* * * *
 
Joel fought the urge to speed home. He was looking forward to this weekend away with Fen. Sure, his boy’s time would be shared with Fen’s best friend, but that made Fen happy.
Which was a good enough reason for Joel.
Besides, they’d be spending a lot of time with his mom once she moved into Joel’s old condo, so it was only fair Fen got his share of time like that.
Fen greeted him inside with a kiss. “We’re all packed. I laid clothes out for you, Master.”
“Thank you, baby.” He started stripping off his work shirt as he walked. “I’ll be ready to go in about fifteen minutes.”
When he emerged from their bedroom, showered and dressed and ready to go, he found Fen standing in the living room and channel surfing. “Okay, let’s go.”
“Yes, Sir.” He left the TV set to Food Network and set the remote down on the coffee table, but left the TV on.
“Aren’t you going to turn it off?” Joel asked.
“No, I figured I’d leave it on. Let people think we’re home.”
But that didn’t…
Something about the way Fen said it didn’t strike his ear quite right.
“Baby?” he asked as Fen walked past him, heading for the front door. He caught Fen by the arm and gently spun him around. “Talk to me.”
Fen’s face flushed pink. “It’s nothing,” he muttered.
“No, I think this is obviously something. You haven’t wanted to leave a TV on since…”
No.
He’d honestly discounted Fen’s assertion about a ghost in his old apartment.
Fen stared up at him. “I’m ready to go, Master.”
Joel arched an eyebrow. “Are we going to be playing this that way, then?”
“What way?”
Joel crossed his arms over his chest and waited him out, knowing Fen would eventually break down.
He did.
“My phone disappearing last weekend. I did not go out into the garage. Today, my keys were in the towel drawer in the kitchen, and that’s not where I left them. I didn’t even open that drawer.”
“Do we need an exorcist?”
“It’s not funny.”
“I’m not laughing.”
“I just…can we please go, Master?”
“Not until I know you’re not freaked out.”
“July doesn’t freak me out.”
“July? You named her July?” That was an…unusual name choice. But then again, they had a friend named…
June. With her older sister named May.
Joel’s gaze narrowed. “Why do I get the feeling you’re hiding something from me, baby? That, I don’t like you doing.”
Fen finally confessed what he’d learned about his previous apartment. Stunned, Joel slumped against the wall. “You didn’t think you should tell me any of that information?”
“We moved me out, so it didn’t matter.”
“Who else knows about the apartment’s history?”
“Besides my parents? Lara, Victor and Simon, and Dustin. But Dustin never saw anything. He lived there after I’d lived there.”
“So you think your ghost moved in with us?”
“I invited her to, Sir.” He shrugged. “Believe it or don’t believe it, I honestly don’t care. But no one can convince me she wasn’t there with me and had my back that day. She sounded like June, and that was before I ever knew about July. Is it really so hard to believe? It cannot be a coincidence that after apologizing to her for not knowing she was here, and telling her I’d invite Scrye and June over to dinner—after she had to see Scrye here the other day helping you—that my keys are revealed.”
Joel was not a woo-woo kind of person, but knew his boy was.
He had two options in this instance: make a federal case about it and let it ruin their weekend, or let it go.
“All right,” he said, leaning in for a kiss. “Make sure to send June a text seeing when they’re free next week to come over for dinner. Any night’s fine with me. But under no circumstances do you bring any of this up to them. They’re friends. I don’t want to hurt their feelings or make them think we’re poking fun at them. If they mention something first, that’s fine. Otherwise, no.”
The blatant relief that filled Fen’s expression was more than worth the capitulation. “Of course. Thank you, Master!” He bounced up onto the balls of his feet to kiss Joel before he headed for the front door.
Joel turned and stared at the house. Their house.
I guess if you helped save my boy’s life, then I’d be rude not to welcome you here.
He followed Fen out and closed and locked the door behind them after setting the alarm.
 




Chapter Eleven
 
Fen relaxed when it was obvious Joel was willing to drop the subject of their ghost. The first portion of their drive to Miami Beach was relaxing, since they’d hit the highway before the worst of rush-hour traffic.
On their way across Alligator Alley, he stared out over the miles of sawgrass spreading on either side of I-75. “Maybe I should take a day off in a few weeks and drive over for lunch with her.”
“If you want to, baby.” Joel was driving, sunglasses hiding his blue eyes from Fen.
Yet his tone of voice—relaxed and easy—told the truth, that he was genuinely okay with it.
“You really don’t mind?”
“You’re my husband. She’s your best friend. Why would I mind? Besides, I’m going to owe you in a big way with Mom moving down here. It’s fine.”
“I can’t wait for your mom to be here. She promised me she’s going to give me more cooking lessons.”
Joel reached across the seat to hold hands with him. “You’re already a damn good cook.”
“But she’s going to teach me how to cook more of your favorites.”
 
* * * *
 
And this was one of the many reasons Joel felt desperately in love with this man. Not only had his feelings for Fen not waned over their months together, they’d grown incredibly stronger.
All Fen needed was love, trust, and to feel like someone was caring for him.
Joel had no problem doing any of those things for him, and more.
Their progress slowed to a crawl when they hit the eastern end of Alligator Alley and merged into the horrendous Miami-Dade County traffic. But with Fen navigating, they made their way over a causeway spanning the Intracoastal and onto the barrier island where the resort complex was located.
Even though Joel had seen pictures of the resort online, seeing it in person was something else. Lush, perfectly maintained landscaping with palm trees, oleander, and other tropical plants set the tone. There were two towers of fifteen floors of rooms each, on top of the main lobby area and second floor meeting and banquet space that perched over three floors of parking. Fen must have texted Mads they were pulling in, because she was standing out front under the canopy with an attendant when Joel drove up.
With an audible squee, Fen burst out of the car almost before Joel had brought it to a complete stop and flung himself at Mads.
“I’m so glad you guys made it!”
She looked gorgeous in an aqua green sundress that accentuated the greenish hints in her blue eyes and enhanced the reddish tones in her long brown hair. Her three-inch heels put her even with Fen’s five-nine. She wore a navy blazer that was part of the front staff’s uniform.
Expecting the parking, he pulled the valet key out of his pocket and handed that over to the man once their bags were unloaded and he’d hugged Mads hello.
Despite them asking her not to give them special treatment, she’d upgraded them to an upper floor, in a room overlooking the Atlantic, and free valet parking. After personally walking them through check-in, she led them to the bank of elevators after Joel waved off the luggage attendant. They only had the two large bags, and Fen carried their smaller overnight bag with their toiletries.
“Are you free for dinner tonight?” Joel asked during the ride up to their room.
“You boys don’t want a night to yourselves? We’ll eat together tomorrow night.”
He shrugged. “We don’t get over here very often. I would like to spend some time with you.”
“Sure. Only if you let me buy, though. Employee discount. We can eat out on the terrace tonight. Should be perfect weather for it. Can watch the full moon.” She nudged Fen’s hip with hers. “Fresh Florida lobster on the menu tonight. Our head chef is amazing.”
“That sounds like a winner to me,” Fen said.
When the door opened on their floor, he stepped aside so Mads could lead them down the hall to their room. She used one of the key cards to open the door and then handed both of them to Joel after pushing the door open. “Welcome to paradise.”
The room wasn’t a suite, but it was larger than the average room, and had both a king-sized bed and a roomy sitting area.
Including a padded hassock by the couch that Joel could already imagine plenty of kinky uses for.
And they had a balcony overlooking the Atlantic. She opened the sliders and a cool breeze floated in. “In a few weeks we’ll start having nasty-hot weather, so this weekend is literally perfect.”
“It’s fantastic!” Fen said as he stared out over the beach. “Thank you!”
“Hey, you think I’m not going to fix my bestie and his guy up, think again. Perk of the rank. We’re not full-up right now, either, so yay. In three weekends, though, we’re almost at capacity for the next couple of months.”
Joel set their bags down and hugged her. “Thank you for this, seriously. It’s great.”
“You’re welcome.” She dropped him a conspiratorial wink that Fen couldn’t see, since he was still staring at the view. “Meet me downstairs at seven at the Tortuga Palms restaurant on the main floor.
“Will do.”
She headed for the door. “Oh, and you don’t have any neighbors on either side of you.” She cast a grin back at Joel. “So have fun, boys.” She plucked the Do Not Disturb card from the doorknob and held it up. “I’ll put this out for you, too.”
Fen giggled as she let the door swing shut behind her.
Joel turned to spot his smile. “What’s that giggle for, baby?”
Fen yanked his shirt off over his head and tossed it onto the sofa. “I think that was tacit approval for loud and noisy spanky-spanky hanky panky.”
Joel snorted. “Try saying that five times fast.”
Fen walked over and draped his arms around Joel. “Maybe later tonight, once it’s dark, we can fool around out there on the balcony.”
“Mmm. I like the way your mind works, baby.”
“I can bend over and you can fuck me right there.”
 
* * * *
 
Fen stared up into Joel’s eyes. Normally, he had no problems speaking his mind, except in this case.
He knew what Joel would assume—the evergreen rule that “fucking” meant “fucking around,” not literal fucking.
Except staring out at that view…what better way to try to power through his hard limit than here, in paradise?
Joel’s hands skimmed down to Fen’s ass, where he squeezed. “Hope you packed all our toys, baby.”
“The blue suitcase, with some overflow in the other one.”
“Excellent.”
Joel had left the packing up to him. Joel released him after giving Fen’s ass another squeeze and put the blue suitcase on the sofa, where he unzipped it and opened it.
A low whistle escaped him. “You did good, baby. That’s nearly my whole toybag.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Joel threw two coils of rope onto the bed, followed by a light oak paddle, a little wider and thicker than a ruler, making it stingy as fuck. “Time for a warm-up. You know how I want you. Cuffs and collar. Day collar on.”
Fen set his glasses on the dresser and finished stripping, toeing off his sneakers and adding his shorts and briefs to the sofa. By the time he was ready, Joel had stripped and turned on the TV, the volume low, putting it on the Weather Channel for background noise. He’d also closed the sliders and turned on the AC.
Fen’s cock was hard and ready for play by the time he finished buckling on his ankle cuffs. Joel smiled, the narrow, evil smile of the sadist.
The smile that always made Fen’s cock throb, the way it was throbbing now.
Joel started tying him, nothing fancy, just securing his hands behind his back and wrapping his legs to make it harder to kick and struggle.
With that finished to Joel’s satisfaction, he sat on the end of the bed and manhandled Fen over his lap, head to the left.
Something else he loved about Joel—his strength, his ability to make him feel small and helpless even as he felt cherished, loved, and cared for.
It was his utter trust in his husband that allowed him to let go to him like this.
Ask.
Him.
But he couldn’t make himself say the words.
Besides, Joel started off with barehanded spanking, quickly driving Fen down into subspace. His cock rubbed against Joel’s bare thigh, smearing pre-cum all over both of them in the process. Especially when Joel would pause and reach under Fen to stroke his cock for him, play with his balls, drive him nearly insane with lust before another round of spanking.
Fen wasn’t even aware of it when Joel switched out to using the paddle. At some point, Fen became aware the impacts were stingier and hurty in the good ways, and he checked out again.
This was what he loved about playing with Joel, the ability to completely unplug from life, turn himself over to his husband, and know that, no matter what, Joel wouldn’t harm him.
Hurt him?
Absolutely, and in all the deliciously good ways.
Joel had tied Fen so he could still bend his knees, so once he finished with the spanking part of the festivities, Joel set him on the floor, kneeling there at the perfect height to receive a hard and fast face-fucking from Joel that left both of them moaning when the man exploded.
He didn’t release Fen immediately, either, holding him in place with his soft cock inside Fen’s mouth. “You bring the chastity cage, baby?”
Fen whimpered, but mumbled, “Yeth, Thir,” around Joel’s cock.
“Excellent.” He stroked Fen’s hair. “I’m thinking I need to dig that out and try squeezing you into it.”
Another whimper. He haaaated the fucking chastity cage. But since Joel enjoyed using it on him sometimes, he wouldn’t safeword for it unless it was too much of the bad kind of painful for him to endure.
“Was that a red, baby?”
“No, Thir,” he mumbled.
Joel laughed. “Doesn’t sound very enthusiastic.” He played with Fen’s hair. “I kind of like the idea of walking along the beach and knowing your cock is all locked up and can’t get completely hard over any of the cute guys we might see.”
Fen sighed, resigned, knowing he’d be spending at least a little time locked up that weekend.
Which…actually made him even harder thinking about it. Because it meant Joel wanted to do some hard-core playing while they were there.
“I would be willing to trade,” Joel playfully offered.
“Yeth, Thir?”
Joel finally pulled his cock out of Fen’s mouth. “I’ll let you come now, and you won’t have to wear it on the beach, but you will put it on after our showers and wear it allll through dinner and however long we sit talking to Mads later. And then our play following dinner is Master’s choice.”
Okay, that required some thought. Mads was kinky, knew they were kinky.
He wouldn’t put it past his bestie to plan something along with Joel. Not that he thought Mads would get involved with their play, because, ew, like a sister to him.
But she would absolutely play along to a certain extent to vicariously indulge in a little harmless sadism of her own, even though she was a submissive bottom when it came to kink.
He looked up at Joel. “Master’s choice, huh?”
Joel’s smile immediately faded. “You know I’ll never violate your hard limits, baby. If you don’t want to, just say so. It’s okay. I thought we’d have a little extra playtime this weekend, that’s all.”
Fen leaned in and nuzzled Joel’s abs, kissing him. “I’ll take the trade, Sir.”
Before he barely finished saying it, Joel had hauled him up onto the bed, on his side, since his hands were tied behind him, and swallowed Fen’s cock.
Except…he wasn’t going to get Fen off fast. This was a slow tease that soon had Fen begging hard, trying to rock his hips against Joel for more traction—anything to be allowed to explode!
Joel used the ropes to hold on and keep Fen securely in the position where Joel wanted him as he went down on him. The man’s hot, sweet mouth felt like velvet against his cock. Joel knew exactly where and how to lick, to suck, all the secret places to tease with the tip of his tongue for maximum effect.
He knew his boy’s body as well as he knew his own.
Just when Fen thought he’d have to offer more for a trade to be allowed to come, Joel changed positions. He stretched out on his side, facing Fen, their cocks pressed together. Joel was already fully hard again.
He wrapped his hand around both of their cocks and, with Fen’s head nestled in the crook of Joel’s arm, Joel smiled down at him.
“Come with me, baby.” He slanted his mouth over Fen’s for a crushing kiss that spun Fen right up to the edge as Joel started stroking both their cocks.
Fen couldn’t keep his eyes open even though all he wanted to do was stare into Joel’s blue eyes and watch him come. He held back as long as he could, until he felt and heard Joel tip over the edge.
Only then did he finally let go with a relieved grunt. Joel’s hand sped up, his grip growing tighter around them as they both came and cum slicked his hand as he jacked them.
Finally, they lay there pressed together, still kissing, Joel’s grip slack around them. “Such a good boy,” Joel whispered, nuzzling his nose against Fen’s. “Love you.”
“Love you, too.” Now all Fen wanted was a nap. But Joel had other ideas.
After a moment to recover, he hauled Fen to his feet and got them both cleaned up so he could untie Fen.
“Let’s go take that beach walk,” Joel said, grinning at him.
Fen stared down at his limp cock. “At least you wrung one out of me right now.”
“Only the first of many tonight, baby.”
“Oh, boy.”
 




Chapter Twelve
 
Friday night’s dinner was amazing. Fen expected nothing less from Mads, who had a serious perfectionist streak in her. It made her great at her job.
Apparently she was off the clock, too, because she wore a different sundress than earlier, no blazer, and had pulled her hair back into a playful ponytail.
Meanwhile, Fen tried not to squirm too much against the confinement of the chastity cage locked around his cock and balls.
Joel more than made it worth Fen’s while, though. After a moonlit walk along the beach, they returned to the room, where Joel made love to him until they both collapsed, exhausted, around midnight.
Sleeping in the next morning was fantastic.
Waking up to Joel going down on him was even better. He buried his hands in Joel’s hair and lifted his head to stare down at the man.
Joel’s smile was visible even around Fen’s cock in his mouth. He waggled his eyebrows at him, making Fen laugh before Joel went deep and completely lost Fen in a sweet cycle of need and desire.
This.
Man.
Not once had he ever regretted, not for a single second, getting together with Joel. Even though it required him fighting for his life against Johnny.
Worth it.
He’d do it all again in a heartbeat, too.
It took a lot of begging for Joel to finally bring Fen over the edge and make him come. As Joel swallowed every hot drop of cum Fen pumped down his throat, a crystal clear thought pierced through Fen’s brain.
He enjoys going down on me.
Yeah, he’d known it before, but it never connected all the synapses in his brain like that until now.
Tom, the man he’d been with before Joel, treated it more like…well, a treat. A reward.
Joel was the first man who eagerly did it to Fen because he liked doing it. And it didn’t diminish his stature as his Master in Fen’s mind, either. Joel was still a very dominant Top, not a bottom.
Joel crawled up the bed and kissed him, and Fen enjoying tasting himself on the man before pushing him onto his back so Fen could reciprocate.
Because he definitely loved going down on Joel. Everything about it, from the sounds he made to the warm, sweet, musky scent of the man as Fen buried his nose between his thighs and happily sucked on him.
It didn’t take him long to get Joel over, either, and then they cuddled.
“This is great,” Fen softly said. “I love weekends with you.”
Joel kissed his temple. “Next weekend, then we help Mom move the weekend after that. I expect we’ll have a few busy weekends once that happens. She’ll want us over all the time, at first.” His tone turned melancholy. “To make up for lost time.”
“That’s okay. I don’t mind.”
“Thank you, baby.”
“For what?” He tipped his head back so he could look Joel in the eyes.
“Thank you for doing what you did. You didn’t have to go with me to Alabama when Dad died. And you went above and beyond helping us out with family and everything. You took charge.”
“Because I love you. Like hell was I going to let you go through that alone. Damn good thing I was there, too.” Fen smiled. “I had fun giving Johnny the first smackdown.”
“You damn sure gave him his last one.” But he smiled.
“Yeah, I did. No one ruins my special dinner with my Sir and threatens me like that.”
After they both used the bathroom, Fen grabbed his phone and returned to bed while they decided what was next on their agenda.
When Fen responded to Mads’ text that they were finally awake, a few minutes later a knock sounded on their room door. Room service, with a perfect breakfast, including steaming hot Cuban coffee for Joel, and herbal hot tea for Fen.
Along with a note:
 
On the house. Enjoy! I’ll see you guys at lunch. ;) — M.
 
As they sat on their balcony in their fluffy white robes and enjoyed the morning breeze off the water, Fen sighed. “She outdid herself.”
“Yeah, she did.” He focused on Fen. “Did you notice the way she dodged your question last night about whether or not she’s dating?”
“Yeah.” He popped another strawberry into his mouth. “Meaning she’s not. But she’s an adult. And she’s very…”
“Scared?”
“Not exactly the right word. Cautious. Plus, like me, she’s picky about some things. Could she probably find a guy on some dating website? Sure, but she wants someone who’s going to love her for who she is, not just because she’s trans. She’s not a fetish—she’s a woman with hopes and dreams and a damned good career. She deserves to have a relationship worthy of her. Someone who wants to be with her for her and who won’t leave her once the novelty’s worn off, or he’s finally satisfied his fantasies with her. I can’t fault her for that. I won’t fault her for that.”
“I didn’t mean she should settle for less.”
“Unfortunately, she had bad experiences on dating sites. Not college-level bad, but definitely not encouraging. She could have dozens of guys wanting to sleep with her. Not because of who she is, but because of her ‘factory-installed equipment’.” He used finger quotes around the phrase because it was always how Mads said it.
“Besides, she doesn’t want to risk investing a ton of work into a guy just to have him blow her off—or blow up—when she reveals she’s trans. You see the size of this place. She works her ass off here and she’s happy doing what she does. I’m more concerned she keeps herself safe. The right guy will come along when she’s ready.”
Joel reached over with his foot and stroked his toes up Fen’s leg. “You’re a good best friend, buddy,” he said. “She’s lucky she’s got you.”
“Us,” he said. “You’re her bestie by default now, too.”
“And happy to be here.”
 
* * * *
 
They spent some time on the beach, some time at the pool—more sexytime in their room—and then met Mads for lunch downstairs at the pool-side restaurant. Once they finished, and Mads had insisted on taking care of the tab—again—they stood in the shade and talked a little longer.
“So what have you planned for us tonight?” Fen asked.
She smiled and glanced at Joel.
That’s when Fen knew.
Whatever the plan was, she’d already cleared it with Joel.
“Tapas to start with,” she said. “Little place a few blocks down that I absolutely love. After that, there’s a new brew pub three doors past there where we can get some flights of different choices on tap, since we’re walking. After that, there’s a dance club I’ve been hearing about a little farther down the beach, but I haven’t been there yet. It opened up about four months ago and has a great rep.”
She did an adorable little shimmy. “I don’t like going to clubs by myself, and I figured what better night than with two guys who can keep me safe?”
She wasn’t fooling Fen in the least, although he wouldn’t call her out in front of Joel.
The sadness in her blue eyes. The loneliness there.
She wasn’t taking care of herself emotionally. Not really.
That meant wherever she wanted to take them tonight, he’d willingly go, if for no other reason than to make her smile.
He grabbed her and started dancing with her, spinning her around and making both her and Joel laugh. “Gonna make me dance for my man, huh?”
“Someone needs to make you shake it,” she teased. “You know how much I love to dance. I don’t get to do it enough.”
Joel watched them together, a playful smile on his face. Thankfully, he wasn’t a jealous man.
Fen hadn’t been with Tom long enough to introduce him to Mads, or even get into her full story with him. Tom had known about Mads being his bestie, and once he heard she was a woman, he didn’t give a shit beyond that. She’d been relegated to fag hag status, in his mind.
But Tom had never expressed an interest in getting to know her as a friend, either, the way Joel had.
Just more proof this man was the perfect man for him.
She let go of him and turned to dance with Joel, who adorably almost tripped over his own feet as he tried to follow along. Her laughter rang out, clear and sweet, as she grabbed him to help steady him.
“Fen’s the one with coordination,” Joel said. “Not me.”
But Joel wasn’t doing half bad following Mads’ lead.
“Did you invite anyone to come with tonight?” Fen asked, hoping she had.
“No one to invite who’s available like that.” She tried to force a smile, and he wanted to call her on it right there, except he didn’t want to embarrass her. “Besides, I’m too busy working to have a relationship right now.”
She glanced around and dropped her voice, stepping in close. “I finally got this place turning a profit again, which is the first time it’s been steadily in the black in years. You would not believe the amount of work I had to put into it. But over the past six months, it’s been more profitable than it has been in the past six years. Only took me two years to get it there, too.”
“Good for you!” Fen hugged her. “That mean you can take a vacation now?”
“Hey, I did take one, for your wedding. Doesn’t that count for something?” Her cell phone rang, interrupting them. “Sorry. I need to take that.” She stepped a few feet away as she answered. “Maddison Nance.”
Fen leaned toward Joel. “What’s the surprise?”
He grinned. “What surprise?”
“Whatever surprise you have up your sleeves, Sir.”
Joel’s handsome grin widened. “Baby, now why would you suspect something like that of me?”
He poked Joel in the chest. “You don’t do coy well at all, Sir.”
He pulled Fen in for a kiss. “You trust me?”
“Of course I do.”
“Then let’s have fun tonight. That’s what we’re here to do. Besides, if it means anything, it was her idea, and I happily went along with it. It’s making her happy.”
Darn. Well, there went his last possible objection to it. Joel would damn well know that, too.
Apparently he did, because his smile widened as he watched Fen processing all of that.
“It’s spooky how you can almost read my mind,” Fen said.
He dropped Fen a wink. “Better get used to it now, baby, because I’ll be doing it for the rest of our lives together.”
 




Chapter Thirteen
 
Joel suspected Fen might get a little aggravated at him when he realized how they’d set him up…but he was also hoping Fen wouldn’t be too upset.
Mads had taken great pleasure in arranging this, and knew it would make her smile, if nothing else.
That was good enough for Joel.
Well, that, and the fact that Fen would look sexy as fuck dancing on stage. Joel had snuck a dance belt and the blue-and-green bottoms into the overnight bag when he’d taken his shower before leaving the house. Then he’d moved it upon their arrival, while Fen was in the bathroom, into a zipper pocket in one of the suitcases.
And he’d left it out for Maddison to snag, using her master room key, while they’d been out walking on the beach earlier. Since it’d been gone upon their return, but they’d left the Do Not Disturb card on the door, he knew she’d grabbed it. She would put it in her purse to bring along tonight for Fen.
After saying good-bye to Mads following lunch, the men left to explore a little around the hotel. There were quite a few stores nearby. Not that they were doing much shopping, but it was fun to browse and window shop. Then there was an advanced level of people watching, including various performers along the beach side of A1A, music, tourists and locals—a great diversion and something they didn’t usually get to experience in their more sedate hometown of Sarasota.
By the time they made it back to the hotel to get their shower before meeting Mads, Fen had tried to beg or trade the secret info about tonight’s plans out of Joel, but he held fast. They met Maddison in the lobby and she hooked arms with them as they walked.
“Remember, tonight’s about fun.”
“It’s fun to tell a bitch what’s going on,” Fen teased. “Just sayin’.”
“You’ll find out soon enough.”
Joel enjoyed their dinner, and Fen seemed to, as well. He acted relaxed and was having fun with Mads.
At the brew pub, when Mads playfully coaxed Fen into tasting all of the choices she ordered, and a few of Joel’s, Joel realized she was lubing Fen up with alcohol without Fen even realizing it. The groupings of tiny servings would add up, though. And by the time they left the brew pub and headed for the dance club, Fen was giggling with Mads and definitely not feeling any pain.
The dance club was attached to another resort, one older than where Mads worked, but it had an outside public entrance on the street. Fortunately, there was no line to get in. The dark interior was a mix of Art Deco and industrial, and it worked. Meanwhile, the DJ had the patrons dancing, and the bar was doing a brisk trade. As for the patrons, while it appeared there were some straight couples in attendance, the majority of the clientele seemed to be lesbians and gay men.
There weren’t any places around Sarasota like this. Not large dance clubs where the other patrons wouldn’t look twice at two guys dancing together. Sarasota was still a small enough city that places like this didn’t exist there yet.
The three of them had fun dancing, Joel stepping back and letting Fen and Mads do most of that. He was actually having more fun watching them together.
Joel ordered himself a rum and Coke and Fen wanted a few sips. That’s all he let Fen have, because he knew they were approaching that tipping point of too much, which would start Fen sliding under the table instead of wrapping around a pole.
“Hey, look!” Fen brightly said as he pointed. “They have poles!”
On the stage next to the DJ stand, two poles had been erected. One was currently occupied by a drag queen, while a woman writhed around another.
“Isn’t that a coincidence?” Mads said with a playful smirk. “There happens to be a contest tonight. You know, Fen, I bet you could hold your own with anyone out there.”
About that time the current song ended and the DJ picked up a mic. “Okay, everybody! Who’s ready for a little poooooole action? Come on up and put your names on the list. We’ll be starting in five minutes!”
A chorus of cheers and applause rose from the crowd. Mads disappeared for a few minutes. When she returned, she gave Joel a thumbs up that Fen missed because he was currently fascinated by a fish tank behind the bar.
“What do you think, baby?” Joel asked him.
“I think I might want a fish tank, Master.”
Mads snorted.
Okay, Fen was really gone down the rabbit hole to be calling him that out in the open.
“I meant about doing your pole dance routine on stage.”
Fen scowled. “I don’t have any clothes to wear for it.”
“Yeah, you do,” Mads said. “I got a bestie bitch covered. Well, uncovered. Come on, do it for me, please?”
“Huh?”
“Pole dancing. For me. Pleeease?” She batted her eyes at him, making Fen roll his.
“You guys planned this, didn’t you?”
“Yep!” She grinned. “C’mon, Fen. I love you, buddy. Do your bestie a solid. You’re going to kick. Ass.”
“Your video is number one on K&P on Fet,” Joel said. “And it has over five thousand likes. I skimmed through the comments this morning while you were still asleep, and you have a new fanbase. Come on, baby. Please?”
Fen blew out a breath. “Ooookaaay. Fine.” The fish tank drew his attention again.
Joel managed to steal his attention from the fish tank and get him focused on him again. “Come on, baby. Let’s go get you changed.”
Mads led them to the backstage area, where five women and two men were preparing.
All of them looked way drunker than Fen, including two of the women, who’d stripped down to bras and panties.
Working together, Mads and Joel blocked Fen in behind a sound equipment box so he had a little cover and held his things as he stripped down and donned the dance belt and bottoms. At least he looked better than the other two guys. One was wearing a pair of tighty whities, and the other a pair of boxers that’d seen better days.
Fen giggled. “I can’t believe I’m doing this!” He handed his glasses and wallet to Mads to tuck into her purse for him.
“Neither can we, baby,” Mads said, “but I’m damn sure looking forward to this.”
Fen was the last one signed up, so he ended up having to go last. Mads and Joel were allowed to stand down next to the stage, since they were with Fen, and had a front-row view of the show.
When Fen walked out onto the stage, he looked a little nervous and gave the crowd a wave.
Since they were well-lubricated already and fired up by the earlier performers—who frankly weren’t that good, including one woman who basically ground against the pole and tried to french kiss it—they cheered for him.
The DJ started the music, and it was like Fen went into auto-pilot. Both Joel and Mads were filming on their phones, Joel taking video and Mads still shots, and started cheering him on, lost in the sound of the crowd going absolutely batshit when Fen dropped to the floor for the first part of the routine.
Mads wore a beaming grin and poked Joel in the arm, obviously aware a very sober Fen would be watching the video later and able to hear any comments they made.
Joel gave her a gentle fist bump and then whistled at Fen as he started the first pole section of his routine.
It looked like his boy was caught up in the moment, no bashfulness about what he was doing, either. As the crowd went absolutely in-fucking-sane, it was like Fen picked up their energy and played it back to them.
That’s my boy.
Joel had never felt prouder. Okay, so, sure, Fen was definitely over the legal limit. But he wasn’t completely naked, and it wasn’t like it was harming him. He definitely seemed to be enjoying the hell out of himself.
From the way Joel’s cock was throbbing, and the hungry look on the faces of some of the men watching Fen, he wasn’t the only one enjoying watching his boy spin and climb and work it. Compared to the others, it was obvious Fen had some training.
Or they were just that much drunker and sucked that much more.
When the song came to an end, the audience went berserk, cheering and clapping for him. Joel realized he was holding Mads’ hand as the DJ brought the other contestants onto the stage for the voting.
Using a sound meter, he held a hand over each contestant’s head for cheers and applause to indicate who the crowd liked.
But a meter wasn’t necessary as the whole place exploded in wild screams for Fen.
The DJ looked at the crowd. “Guess we have our winner, folks! Congratulations!” He awarded Fen with an envelope and a blue trophy two feet tall with a pole dancing woman on the top. The two runners-up each received envelopes that Joel assumed contained gift cards or something.
Mads and Joel quickly ducked past the security guy who waved them into the backstage area, where Fen seemed confused by the trophy he held.
He showed it to Joel and Mads. “Why’d they give me this?”
“Because you won, doofus!” Mads said, kissing his cheek and taking the trophy and envelope from him so Joel could get him dressed.
Joel opted to just pull Fen’s clothes on over the outfit rather than trying to wrestle him out of it first.
Fen giggled as Joel helped him pull his pants on. “I won?”
“You won, baby.”
“You didn’t just win,” Mads said. “You killed it!”
“Are we going back to the room now, Master?”
“Yeah, baby. We are.” He knelt to help Fen into his shoes.
“Can I give you a lapdance there?”
Mads let out a snicker. Joel knew he’d have to tell Fen tomorrow, when he was powering through his guaranteed hangover, that at least Mads was laughing through all of this.
“You can give me whatever kind of dance you feel like, baby.”
“Can I slide up and down your pole?”
“Oookay,” Mads said. “Now we’ve hit the TMI portion of the alcohol.”
Fen held a finger up to his lips. “Shhh!”
Joel stood. “You encouraged him,” he reminded her.
She grinned unrepentantly and shrugged. “I’m a helper.”
Mads carried the trophy and envelope for them as Joel helped Fen out of the club and down the sidewalk. Their exit was accompanied by another round of cheers, wolf whistles, applause, and both men and women coming up and trying to talk to Fen despite how drunk he now was. Fen was adorably humming the song under his breath, a little out of tune but still cute.
“He never could hold his booze,” Mads said. “It’s one of the things I’ve always loved about him.”
“Why’s that?”
“I never had to worry about him doing something stupid with me. I mean, aggressively stupid.”
“Ewww!” Fen said, then turned to Joel. “She’s cute, but she’s like my sister.”
“You don’t have a sister,” Mads reminded him.
Fen sniffled, his expression turning melancholy. “I always wanted a sister.”
“You are the sister,” Mads teased.
Joel bristled, but apparently this was a common exchange between them.
Fen giggled. “Yeah, true. I am the sister.”
 
* * * *
 
Despite the alcohol rushing through his system, Fen knew exactly what he was doing, and what he wanted.
He wasn’t so wasted he couldn’t finally try to get over his fears once and for all.
He’d pledged his life and love and body to Joel.
There was one thing he’d never given his man.
He wanted tonight to be the night. As he wove his way back to the resort with Joel and Mads, he knew he wanted to cross that threshold once and for all. Even if he only did it the one time, he wanted it to be with Joel.
The elevator stopped at Mads’ floor and she handed Joel the trophy. It was shiny, blue, and the prismatic stripes up and down it fascinated Fen.
“Oh, here’s his glasses and wallet. And whatever this is.” She handed everything to Joel, then kissed Fen and Joel, on their cheeks. “Text me in the morning and let me know how bad off he is.”
“You got me drunk, bestie,” Fen accused, although not too seriously.
He was pretty damn drunk.
“Of course I did, sweetie. Because you’re so much fun to watch having fun.” She waved at them and the door slid closed behind her.
Fen sidled up to Joel, squinting up at him. “You’re lookin’ kinda fuzzy, Sir.”
“Here, baby.” He helped Fen seat his glasses on his face.
“Oh. That’s better.”
Joel wore a handsome, playful smile. “Apologies in advance for the hangover, baby, but you looked fucking gorgeous on that stage.”
“Was I?” He lurched a little when the elevator came to a stop and the doors slid open.
“Yes, you were. This is us.” Joel led him out and down the hall to their room and let them inside.
Fen walked in and face-planted on the bed, his glasses digging in a little. “Ow.” He giggled.
Okay, maybe I’m drunker than I thought I was.
Joel helped him roll over and started working on his shoes for him. “Now I see why you only have a sip or two of my beer or drink, usually.” But he still wore that devastatingly handsome smile that could harden Fen’s cock every time.
“Because I’m a light-weight.” He propped himself up on his elbows. “Fuck me, Master.”
Joel reached for Fen’s belt. “I will, baby. We’re wearing too many clothes, though.”
“I mean, fuck me. Really fuck me. I want your dick in my ass.”
 
* * * *
 
Joel froze, the good buzz he’d been working on driven straight out of his brain and leaving wary alertness in its wake.
Fen stared up at him with those earnest, gorgeous—completely fucking drunk—eyes of his.
“That is something that requires a lot of talking before we even think about going there.”
Fen reached up, grabbed his shirt, and pulled him down on top of him. “I don’t want to talk. I want to fuck. I want your cum inside me, Master.”
Okay, so there went his hope that maybe Fen was just a little carried away.
He gently peeled Fen’s fingers off his shirt and sat up, pulling his shirt off. “Oh, my cum’s going inside that gorgeous mouth of yours, baby.”
“Why won’t you fuck me?” Storm clouds darkened his expression. “Don’t you want me anymore?”
Oh, shit.
“Because you are drunk as a skunk right now.” He hooked his finger through Fen’s day collar and tugged. “Who’s this mean you belong to?”
“You.”
He captured Fen’s left hand and brought it to his lips, kissing his wedding band. “And who’s that wedding band say is your husband?”
Fen sniffled. “You, Master.”
Joel propped his hands on the bed on either side of Fen’s head and caged him with his body. “Whose word is law?”
Fen reached up and started playing with Joel’s left nipple, forcing Joel to stay focused and not get distracted. “You, Master.”
“Okay, then. We can talk about this later, if you still want to talk about it later.”
Fen hooked a leg around Joel’s and started grinding. “But I’m horny now, Master!”
“We’ll take care of that for you, baby.” He leaned in and kissed him. “But let’s get naked first.”
“I’ve been wanting to do this for a while.”
“Then why didn’t you say something sooner?”
Fen shrugged. “I don’t know.”
Joel suspected maybe it’d been on Fen’s mind, but more as a “why can’t I do it?” versus a “I really want to do it” kind of thing. Because if Fen really wanted to do it, he likely would have mentioned it a while ago.
“For tonight, sucking my cock will have to suffice. Or I can take care of myself. Your choice.”
Fen almost looked indignant. “I suck your cock. That’s my job.”
Joel would be laughing if he didn’t know the deep, hidden well of emotional pain his boy kept carefully concealed from everyone but him. “And you’ll get to do it, and I’ll suck yours, too, if you’ll let me finish undressing you.”
Fen ground against him again, but then bobbed his head up to kiss Joel. “Yes, Sir.”
Joel sat up and started helping Fen get undressed. And, later, after Fen lay spent and softly snoring with his face pressed against Joel’s chest, Joel lay there, now completely sober and still wide awake, and hoped his boy wouldn’t be upset with him in the morning.
Because he could deal with a lot of shit in life, but upsetting Fen wasn’t one of those things.
 




Chapter Fourteen
 
Fen groaned as he rolled over and it felt like the world wanted to keep rolling.
Along with his stomach.
What.
The.
Fuck?
He felt like a dump truck full of manure had run over him, backed up, parked on his head, and emptied its load down his throat.
“Here, baby.” Joel put a small glass bottle in his hands and closed his fingers around it. Fen recognized it as one of his travel-sized essential oils.
Cracking the cap on it revealed peppermint, which was exactly what he needed for his hangover. He deeply inhaled, tightly holding on to it, feeling it already starting to work both on his headache and his nausea.
Memories from the night before washed in. “Gaawwd. What the hell did I do?” he muttered.
He felt the mattress dip next to him. “Don’t be like that, baby. You were sexy as hell.”
Fen risked cracking an eye open to stare at him.
Just to see that Joel wore the sexy, one-sided smirk that even in Fen’s current condition threatened to stiffen his cock.
“You got me liquored up, Sir.” He took another sniff from the bottle.
“But you were so adorable. Besides, I only take partial blame. Mads accepts the rest.”
“She knows I’m not a drinker.”
“And she knew it was the only way we’d get you up on that stage last night.” He reached over and stroked Fen’s hair. “Wait’ll you see the video. I would have had some massive competition last night if you hadn’t been happy with me as your hubby. Mads thought she’d have to start using your trophy as a battering ram for us to get you out of there. There were some very jealous-looking guys eyeing you.”
But the smile didn’t fade from Joel’s face, so Fen knew he was joking at least a little.
Something else swam through Fen’s mind, and he groaned. “What did I do after we got back?”
Joel’s smile faded. “I had to tell you no. Sorry. I wasn’t going to let you wake up today hungover and hating yourself. Or me.”
Fen dragged himself up into a sitting position and leaned against Joel. “Thank you, Master.”
Joel draped his arm around Fen, holding him close. “Baby, my job is to take care of you. I feel badly that I even let us do as much as we did, but you were pretty insistent. I hope that’s okay, or do I owe you an apology and some groveling?”
“No apology or groveling necessary. I love you.”
Joel pressed a tender kiss to Fen’s forehead. “I love you, too.”
“Although I wouldn’t mind a glass of water.”
Joel untangled himself from Fen and went to fetch it for him while Fen cupped his hands around the bottle of peppermint oil and took another deep breath, inhaling the aroma. He caught a glimpse of blue and gold and looked to see the trophy sitting on the dresser with an envelope propped up next to it.
Oh, lord.
“What’s in the envelope?” Fen called out.
“I don’t know. We got a little busy last night.” Joel returned with a glass of ice water for him and Fen gratefully took it, sipping it cautiously in case his stomach rebelled.
Joel walked over to the envelope and held it up. “Want it?”
“Open it for me, please, Sir.”
He did. “Oooh, fifty-dollar gift card for Amazon. Nice.” Fen also noticed Joel had his cell phone in hand. After he returned to the bed and sat next to Fen, he texted someone.
“Mads wanted to know when you were conscious.” He still wore that playful smirk.
“Why? She want to pour another bottle of beer down me?”
“No. I think she has a breakfast surprise for us.”
Sure enough, a short time later they heard a knock on the door. Fen pulled the sheet over his lap, but Joel had donned shorts and went to answer it.
Mads strutted in—looking as stunning as ever, damn her—and wearing a pink sundress and matching heels. She kissed Joel on the cheek on her way past. In her hands, she carried a drink carrier and three take-out bags and laid them all on the table.
“How’s the head?” She flashed Fen a grin.
Fen flipped her a bird before he took another whiff of peppermint.
Her grin widened. “Love you, too, Fen.” She started setting everything out. “Bagels and cream cheese for you, and peppermint tea. Breakfast for me and Joel.”
Joel had shut the door behind her and followed her over to the table. “Oooh, nom! Thank you. You didn’t have to do this.”
“I wanted to. I know you guys will be leaving soon. Wanted to make sure this one had something in his stomach first.” She brought the hot tea over to Fen.
It was the good stuff, and sipping it revealed she’d sweetened it perfectly for him. It immediately took another chunk out of his nausea and helped settle his stomach. “Thanks,” he muttered.
She ruffled his hair. “Least I can do, bestie.” She returned to the table and sat. “That was an amazing performance last night, hon. You were gorgeous. You earned that fucking trophy. Those college sluts had nothing on you.”
“What was the whole point of that, anyway?” Fen asked.
“You were always too busy trying to take care of me to do anything for yourself when we were younger. To have fun. When you weren’t taking care of me, you were pulled into your shell—for valid reasons,” she quickly added. “Not faulting you for that. I know why. Just like I had my reasons. But we never…did this. Got crazy. I wanted you to have a night that was unashamedly all about you. The sexy, playful, fun kid I grew up with. I wanted you to be infamous for something other than swinging a mean skillet.”
“Infamous?” He groaned and closed his eyes. “Oh, lord, where has that video been posted?”
“Already number one on K&P,” Joel proudly boasted. “Want to see it?”
“Not until I’ve had food, please,” Fen muttered.
Joel fixed Fen’s first bagel for him—plain with sea salt sprinkled on the outside and almost completely settling his stomach after the second bite.
“You really do know me, Mads,” he admitted.
“Of course I do. How many times did I help you through mornings-after?”
Joel arched an eyebrow. “Maybe I want to hear more of these stories.”
“Oh, he wasn’t wild,” she assured him. “Kind of the point of last night.” Another playful smile. “He could have two beers and wake up far worse than this the next morning.”
“That’s how I learned I shouldn’t be a drinker,” Fen muttered. He’d finally capped the bottle of peppermint oil after dabbing a little on his forehead and at the nape of his neck. “It’s not just alcohol. That’s why I go for herbal tea instead of coffee. A little goes a loooong way with my metabolism.”
 
* * * *
 
Mads dropped Joel a playful wink. Her blue eyes were a different shade than his own, darker, with a natural greenish tint to them that made them look aqua in the right light. Today she wore her long brown hair loose, but she’d straightened it and whatever she did to it, along with just a hint of makeup, she looked model-perfect.
The memory of Fen telling him the story of her ordeal slipped into his mind and he immediately banished it. He didn’t want to think about someone harming her, attacking her. It was infinitely painful to him at a soul level. Since he had a little sister, the protective feeling was even stronger in him. Everything about Mads in her unguarded state, like right now, screamed gentle, playful, feminine.
Vulnerable.
“Fen, baby,” she said, “you’re a lightweight. I’m glad you’ve got Joel to keep an eye on you and keep you in line since I’m not around to do either.”
Even though Fen had both hands cupped around his hot tea, he still shot her twin birds without setting the cup down or even interrupting the sip he was taking.
Another crystal giggle bubbled from her and she took a bite of her croissant sandwich. Bacon, egg, and cheese, they were absolutely delicious.
“So when will you be heading our way again?” Joel asked.
“Oh, it’ll be a while. I mean, if I drive over for the day to see Mom and Dad, I’ll let y’all know. I can’t believe how big Naris is getting. She’s growing up so fast.”
The very picky toddler, who rarely warmed up to anyone, was in love with Mads. As she had with Joel, Snoobug had immediately taken to Mads, which Fen insisted proved his theory right—that if you wanted to know the way to Snoobug’s good graces, shop at Sephora and use their products.
Joel tried to imagine the two as young kids—Fen and Michael instead of Maddison—and realized even though he’d seen plenty of pictures of them together, he still couldn’t picture her as a boy when relying on his memory. In his mind’s eye, his brain automatically substituted a younger version of Maddison, as he saw her now, when the two talked about their childhoods and growing up.
“So did my parents ask y’all to spy on me?” she asked before taking a bite of her sandwich.
Joel felt his face heat, but Fen was apparently either lacking a filter because of his hangover, or maybe it was just because he knew her so well.
“Of course they did. Wouldn’t hurt you to fib to them and tell them you’re a serial dater, you know. And, FYI, birth-giver and father-of-mine will probably be booking a weekend in the near future.”
“Because Mom and Dad asked them to?”
“Well, that, and Dad’s got a lot of free time on his hands since he retired and he’s driving Mom absolutely batshit crazy.”
“Ah.”
Joel studied her as they talked and spotted the way she carefully schooled her expression.
But it wasn’t fooling Fen, even as hungover as he was.
“Mads, honey, I wish I could help you out. I hate feeling…helpless when it comes to you.”
“We’ve known each other a lot of years, Fen. I love you for caring, you know I do. This isn’t something anyone can help me with, frankly. Right now, all I want to do is focus on this place. I’m married to it for the foreseeable future. Honestly? I’m having a blast. I live in paradise, I have a great job, I’m padding my 401(k), and I’m thinking about applying to UM next year to get my MBA, now that this place is finally turning a profit.”
“Really? That’s great!”
“Right? So doubly, between working and school, I won’t have a spare bit of time for some guy. Although I do miss TV cuddles with you.”
“You’re free to have TV cuddles with us any time you make it our way for a visit,” Joel offered.
She blinked a little too quickly, but not before Joel spotted the tears she forced back. “Thanks. I know you mean it. But you’re newlyweds. Right now you should be courtin’ and sparkin’ each other.”
Joel burst out laughing.
“What?”
“That’s something my mom would say. I was just thinking about that the other day. Hadn’t thought about that phrase in years, and now it’s suddenly everywhere.”
“Once our Fen is an expert in pole dancing, I expect some thermonuclear sparks.” She smiled. “I wouldn’t say no to videos of him practicing, if you wanted to send me some.”
Fen grumbled around his cup, but he didn’t completely hide his smile from Joel.
“I think that can definitely be arranged,” Joel told her.
 




Chapter Fifteen
 
Joel made Fen stay in bed while he got busy packing their stuff. Fen felt a little guilty about not helping, but since Joel helped Mads set him up the night before, he would let his Master do the work this morning.
At least they could check out whenever they wanted without penalty.
Being besties with the GM had its perks.
Finally, Fen felt human enough to climb out of bed and remain reasonably certain his breakfast would stay where he’d put it. He joined Joel in the shower, and didn’t miss that the man looked…somber.
“What’s wrong, Master?”
“You sure we’re good?”
“Well, I’m not going to puke, I don’t think, and—”
“I mean about last night. Saying no to you.”
Fen’s face heated. “Yes, Sir,” he softly said.
He waited for Joel to break the silence, because it looked like he had something on his mind.
“When we got together,” Joel finally said, “I swore to you I would never push you about your hard limit. I meant it. I also told you that if you wanted to talk about revisiting it, you’d have to bring it to me. Have I done anything to make you scared to talk to me about this before now?”
“No! I just…” Fen dunked his head under the water for a moment to think. “I have been thinking about it. I know it’s not as simple as just doing it. That’s why I’ve been scared to actually talk about it. Because I’m still…processing.”
“But I didn’t do anything to make you feel like that?”
“No, Joel. Seriously. This is all about me.” First names meant talking as equals.
“Okay.” Joel had more to say and Fen waited him out. “If you wanted to talk about doing that, I need you to know my thoughts about it.” He stared into Fen’s eyes. “Before I would even think about telling you yes, there are a lot of things that have to happen first.”
With his left hand, Joel indicated way off behind him. “We’re waaaay back there. To get to here”—he pointed at the ground—“where I say yes we’ll do that, means a lot of prerequisites get met first.”
Joel started ticking points off on his fingers. “You need to be comfortable actually fucking me. I know you’ve taken the initiative a little with toys and fingers with me, and that’s great. But that’s just a baby step. I need to know you’re completely okay with that, too, because I refuse to be one-sided in our marriage. I also don’t want you to put any pressure on yourself where you feel you have to be working toward letting me fuck you since I let you fuck me, if that makes sense.”
He ticked off another point. “I need to see that you’re comfortable playing with yourself with fingers and toys.” Another point. “You need to be comfortable with me playing with you with fingers and toys.” Yet another point. “A period of time needs to pass after all of those conditions are met, where I can see you being comfortable spontaneously initiating that kind of play with me, pitching or catching. Only then would I even think about possibly saying yes to actual intercourse with you. I still might say no, even after all that, if I don’t think it’s in your best interest, or if I don’t think you’re ready.”
Fen stared up at him. “Really?”
“Really. Maybe that’s overkill, I don’t know.” He rested his hands on Fen’s shoulders. “You are the most important person in my life. I would literally rather cut off a finger than do anything to hurt you or ruin your trust in me. That’s why I can look at the promise I made you with zero regrets, because I think we have a damned good marriage. Better than anything I could have ever hoped for. Like hell will I ruin it just to do one little thing that, in the long run, means nothing to me, but could mean the difference between what we already have and destroying the trust you have in me forever.”
Fen blinked away tears and threw his arms around Joel’s neck. “Thank you.”
Joel’s arms closed around him, his hands settling on Fen’s ass. “So that’s the outline. I leave you to take the initiative, if or when you ever decide to. I will not assume you wanting to try any of those things with me automatically means I can literally fuck you. I want you to feel safe to experiment, if you want to. I will never push you about this.
“Doesn’t mean I don’t want to support you in this. On the contrary. Means I don’t want you to feel like you’re obligated. If you decide one night you want to lie in my arms and play with yourself while I watch and hold you, okay. If you ask to fuck me one night, okay. Now you understand, however, where my yes is in regards to me actually fucking you, and that a whole lot of things have to happen before I ever will say yes.”
“I didn’t think I could ever love you more than I did yesterday morning, but I do now.”
“I love you, too, baby.”
“What if…what if I want to talk about it?”
“I’ll always be willing to talk. But I won’t bring it up first. I will wait for you to do that. Let me also add that even if we go through all of that and get to the point where I say yes, and we try it, and you decide nope, it’s still a hard no? That’s fine, too.”
Fen laid his head against Joel’s chest and closed his eyes. “You do make me feel safe, Master,” he said. “I wish we could find someone for Mads who makes her feel the way you make me feel.”
 
* * * *
 
Joel rubbed his chin along the top of Fen’s head. “Yeah, but she made herself pretty clear over breakfast. Let her have her life. We’re here for her if she wants to talk, and she knows that. Who knows? Maybe one day some mysterious, kinky billionaire will walk in here, fall in love with her, and sweep her off her feet.”
Fen looked up at him, his nose wrinkled, and making Joel laugh.
“What’s that look for, baby?”
“That sounds like a bad romance novel plot, Sir.”
“It could happen.”
“Doubtful.”
Before they left, Fen texted Mads and she met them downstairs to give them final hugs and wait with them while the valet brought their car around.
“Don’t be strangers, guys. Seriously.”
“Not going to let you get me drunk next time,” Fen playfully groused. At least the worst of his hangover seemed to have eased, Joel was happy to see.
Once they were in the car and heading on their way west, Joel was a little relieved when Fen settled in and dozed off. Joel turned the music up a little and let his mind spin free as he drove.
If he was being totally honest, he hoped Fen didn’t work himself up to the point where he wanted to try intercourse. Maybe that made him a tiny bit selfish, but the alternative—of possibly losing Fen because it went sideways in a really bad way—wasn’t an option, for Joel.
He’d tell Fen no a hundred times if he needed to if it meant keeping their marriage safe.
Long, golden shadows draped across their yard when he finally pulled into their driveway a little before dusk. Fen had tipped his seat back earlier and still lay soundly sleeping in it.
It made Joel smile, watching him like that. Vulnerable, almost innocent-looking.
The thought of what had happened to Fen in college—and to Mads—filled Joel with rage. Two sweet, innocent, beautiful people who had been harmed during what should have been one of the best times of their lives.
Joel reached over and touched Fen’s arm. “We’re here, baby.”
Fen’s eyes opened and he glanced around before realizing they were home.
“You head inside and turn the alarm off. I’ll get our bags.”
“Yes, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Fen hated sleeping in the car. He couldn’t believe he’d dozed off on Joel, but at least he felt better now than he had that morning.
Maybe even good enough to do something later.
He unlocked the front door and disarmed the alarm. At first, the sound of the TV surprised him, until he remembered Friday’s incident with his keys. When he walked into the living room to turn the TV off, he realized something…odd.
He knew damn well he’d left the TV on Food Network.
It was now tuned to gO! Network.
Home of the little gee and a big O.
He stood there, staring, then pulled up the channel guide to see if it was a channel over or under the one he’d left it on.
Nope, completely different channel, meaning a minimum of three buttons had to be pushed to change it.
Fen quickly turned it off and fought the urge to fling the remote across the room.
He looked around. “July, I welcome you here, but please don’t freak me out, hon, okay?” he whispered to the room. “And do me a favor and please stay out of our bedroom, huh?”
He turned at the sound of Joel coming through the front door with their luggage. Fortunately, getting unpacked and putting everything away soon distracted Fen, taking his mind off their invisible roommate. Fen wasn’t feeling much like eating a heavy dinner, either, so he opted to snack on hummus and crackers while he heated Joel leftovers.
It also didn’t take much for Fen to coax Joel to go to bed early. Which was good, because Fen wanted a distraction.
A Joel-sized distraction.
“Did you mean it when you said you wanted me to be able to fuck you?” Fen asked.
Joel cocked his head, a smile on his face. “Yeeesss?”
Fen nibbled on his shoulder. “Could we try that tonight, please?”
“Mmm-hmm.” Joel grabbed a towel from their bathroom, and the other supplies they’d need, and stretched out next to Fen again. “How you want me, baby?”
“Like that.” Fen retrieved one more thing he wanted to use, one of their favorite jack joys, and the edible lube they used with them. He used that to quickly stroke Joel hard and keep him that way. He wrapped Joel’s hand around the jack toy. “Hold on until I’m inside you.”
“Mmmm, baby,” Joel gasped. “Maybe there’s a little sadist in you after all.” He spread his legs wider and drew his knees back, giving Fen plenty of room to work.
Meanwhile, Fen pulled on a nitrile glove. “Any instructions?”
“Start slow and use lots of lube. Work me up to three fingers.” He pulled a pillow under his head. “Then fuck the hell out of me, baby.”
Nervous, Fen hoped Joel couldn’t tell how badly his fingers were trembling as he used one finger, then two. This part wasn’t unfamiliar, because he’d already played with Joel like this before.
Once he’d gotten past that, he stripped off the glove and sheathed himself in a condom, adding more lube.
Joel’s blue gaze looked dark, nearly sapphire, as Fen nudged in and pressed the head of his cock against Joel’s rim. “That’s it, baby,” Joel hoarsely said. “Goddamn, you look so fucking sexy like that.”
This was new territory for them, and for Fen. Sure, they’d simulated this act countless times already using the toys, but Fen couldn’t remember the last time he’d ever actually fucked a guy.
Especially not a Top.
In fact, he could probably count the number of times he’d done it on one hand with fingers to spare, and the last time was years ago.
Joel reached up with his free hand and stroked Fen’s arm. “Only if you want to, Fen. You can change your mind at any time, if you need to.”
That snapped something loose inside his brain.
This was his husband.
No, maybe he would never be ready to work his way up to catching.
But his hubby wanted him, and this.
For once in his life he’d like to not have a fear-based decision weighing him down and making him second-guess every damned action he took.
He slowly pressed forward. As he did, he reached up and wrapped his hand around the jack toy, taking over from Joel. A deep, throaty moan rolled from his man.
“Fuck, yeah.” Joel started rocking his hips and trying to urge Fen to move.
It felt like forever it took him to finally get all eight inches buried inside Joel, but he did it. It felt so different from the toys, the way Joel’s warm body tightly fisted his cock. Real, living flesh squeezing and tensing around his shaft, separated only by a thin layer of latex.
How weird did it make him that it felt like he wanted to do a touchdown dance, or something?
A pole dance.
Fen giggled.
Joel smiled up at him. “What’s so funny, baby? You gonna make the big, bad Dom beg for his nut tonight?”
Fen leaned in and kissed him. “You get to ride my pole for a change.”
Joel’s face went blank for a second before he burst out laughing. “Watch it, or you’ll end up pitching with a ball gag in your mouth.”
Slowly building his confidence, he started fucking Joel. With every thrust he tried to match his movements with the jack toy, until Joel was eagerly trying to hump in time with him.
And it felt…it felt amazing, truth be told. Then again, so did the toys. This wasn’t better, it was just…different.
Except for one small problem.
He wasn’t getting off.
Being in this position wasn’t the problem, either, because with the toys they’d taken turns plenty of times.
But Fen could only get so far, and then no farther. No matter how hard he stared at Joel and watched every sexy expression crossing his face, or how fucking delicious he sounded, breathy and needy and gasping with every thrust.
Stroking harder with the toy, faster, he knew Joel was close and deliberately worked to get him over first, twisting his hand at the top of the stroke, around the head, fucking him hard with it.
When Joel came, Fen felt his ass spasming around his cock and, okay, that was a really cool sensation, he’d admit.
Except as he stopped fucking him and stilled his hand, Joel reached up and cupped Fen’s cheek, his thumb brushing along his cheekbone.
Without a word, Joel sat up and kissed him, holding Fen as he started crying.
“Why am I so broken?”
Joel’s arms tightened around him. “Shh, baby, you’re not broken. Stop that.”
“I feel broken.”
Joel got them untangled and literally carried Fen into the bathroom, got the condom off him and then helped him into the large sunken bathtub, where he ran water for them. All the while, Fen couldn’t stop crying.
Joel kept his arms wrapped around Fen, whispering to him, holding him, rocking him.
Soothing him.
His strong Southern boy.
His sweet husband.
His.
 
* * * *
 
And this was precisely why Joel had put all the prerequisites in place. Unless Fen could finally articulate to him why he felt so upset and what emotions this had triggered in him, Joel wouldn’t allow him to do this again, either.
Not for a long while, without plenty of talking first.
His boy’s happiness was his priority, and seeing him so emotionally wrung out over something that should be nothing but fun was killing him.
He shut the water off with his foot once it reached the right level, meaning he didn’t have to let go of Fen to do it.
It took Fen a while to calm down. “I love you.”
Joel nuzzled the top of his head. “I love you, too, baby.”
Fen hooked a leg around Joel’s. “Please make me come, Sir,” he whispered.
Joel couldn’t tell him no. He reached under the water, found Fen’s cock, and wrapped his fingers around it. It didn’t take him long to get him hard again, and, surprisingly enough, he came very quickly. Fen’s body tensed in his arms as he made it over, even biting down on Joel’s arm to stifle his cries as he did.
Joel didn’t mind. He liked it when his boy got bitey, because he damn sure liked to bite.
Sweet, gentle bliss filled Fen’s features.
“Better, baby?”
“Yeah.” Fen took a deep breath, held it, let it out again. “I don’t know why,” he softly said.
“Why what?” Joel wanted him to talk it out, if he could.
“Why I…couldn’t. I don’t know.”
“Then let’s shelve that for now, too.”
Fen looked up at him. “I’m sorry.”
“Hey, no. You didn’t do anything wrong.”
“Why can’t I just enjoy something normally?”
Joel cupped his chin and waited until Fen met his gaze. “I fell in love with you the way you are. With the expectation that you weren’t going to magically change into whatever is supposed to be ‘normal.’ I love you. Every bit of you. Do I need to make this a rule, that you aren’t allowed to talk down to yourself like this?”
“I still feel like that.”
“If you heard Mads saying something like that, how would you react?”
Fen started to answer, then his jaw snapped closed with an audible click of teeth.
“Baby, answer me,” Joel finally prompted literally minutes later.
“I guess,” he softly said, “I’d be saying pretty much the same things you’re saying to me now.”
“Oh, good. I don’t have to hit you over the head with it, then,” he teased.
Fen poked him in the belly.
But Joel let the quiet settle around them for a little longer as they enjoyed the warm water together.
Eventually, they made it out of the tub and back to bed, where Fen lay snuggled in Joel’s arms.
As if they’d been made to fit together like that.
“Sorry I’m such a wreck,” Fen said.
“Good thing I like putting things back together,” Joel countered.
Fen giggled, which was a good sound, in Joel’s opinion.
“Yeeessss?” Joel drawled.
“I wonder what you’d look like pole dancing?”
Joel snorted. “I guess we’ll never know, will we?”
“Aww, come on, Sir. Try it at least once. Right here. No one will know but me.”
“Maybe I’ll ask July to hide our phones first,” he said. “So I don’t end up on FetLife.”
Fen giggled. “Maybe that’s not a bad idea.”
 
 
THE END
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