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Rom is an admitted control freak due to a life-shattering event that changed his world forever. He doesn’t believe in pretty words—he wants a guy he can trust, who shows him how he feels, not simply says it. But the gorgeous artist is a literal freaking Adonis…and Rom wants him.
Colton has faced heartbreaking rejection in his life and isn’t willing to settle for less than a guy who’s willing to take charge and not destroy his delicate trust in the process. In Rom he sees a quiet confidence with no need to prove anything to anyone. But Colton wants to prove to Rom he’s his forever guy.
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Chapter One
 
“So why can’t I close out the account? It was my sister’s account, and she’s dead. I have her death certificate.”
Rom hoped his smile looked right. He nudged his glasses up the bridge of his nose and tried explaining it to the blue-haired elderly woman again. “Because, ma’am, you aren’t a signer on the account. We’re not allowed to release funds to someone who isn’t a signer on the account, or without a notarized power of attorney, or without a court order. That’s why you’ll have to talk to your attorney about the probate process, and—”
“I already told you, I ain’t payin’ no attorney. All they’ll do is eat up money that isn’t there.”
“Then you might want to call to see if there’s any pro bono legal assistance for people in your situation, but I’m afraid I can’t give you access to her account.” So far, his Monday morning was starting out rather shitty.
She was only his second customer.
The woman slapped the checkbook she’d dropped onto the counter. “Fine. If I can’t close it, then I want to make a withdrawal. How much is in there?”
He took a deep breath and forced himself not to roll his eyes. “Ma’am, I’m sorry, I can’t give you any access to the account. Not without a court order after it goes through probate.”
She glared at him, her gaze narrowing. “You can bet I’m callin’ the Sarasota TV station about this.”
He nodded and somehow managed not to laugh in her face. “If you feel you need to do that, ma’am, I certainly understand. Unfortunately, without the proper authorization, I’m unable to help you today. If you’d like to call the main branch and talk to our head of accounts—”
“Y’all are a bunch of thieves. That’s my money now.” She snatched the checkbook off the counter, whirled around, and stormed out the door.
Well, toddled, because she looked like she was in her late eighties, and she wasn’t very steady on her feet. She almost hit another car when she’d first pulled in nearly half an hour before they opened.
Damn. Glad my car’s safely parked in back.
He was actually shocked she was driving.
At the station next to him, Denise smirked. “Better you than me,” she said just loudly enough for him to hear it, but too low for the customers waiting in line to hear. She also had double-duty today manning the drive-through lane, so she was in the process of handling a deposit for a customer there. He was actually supposed to be at his desk today, but they had one teller call in sick that morning—which he believed, because Renee had looked like crap on Saturday, and he’d sent her home early—and another was in the hospital after she’d gone into premature labor over the weekend, meaning they were short-handed.
“Thanks, buddy,” he snarked back, earning himself a laugh from Denise. He finally smiled for real as he waved to the next customer waiting in line. “I can help the next person.”
God, I hate Mondays.
 
* * * *
 
Later, Rom was sitting in the break room and eating his lunch when Denise walked in. She affected a fake Southern accent. “I wanna know if I can close my ex-brother-in-law’s cousin’s roommate’s account, and I don’t wanna pay no dang lawyer to do it, neither!” She punctuated that with a curt nod.
He nearly snorted Diet Coke out his nose and started choking and coughing as he laughed. “Spew warning, please,” he said after he stopped choking. Somehow, he’d managed not to get any on his tie.
The accent disappeared. “Gawd, how do you always end up with the wackadoodles?”
“Just lucky, I guess. Heavy is the head that wears the senior teller name tag, I suppose.” Although technically he wasn’t the senior teller any longer, he was their senior account manager, but with the head teller out sick, he had to step back into the role.
She snapped him a salute over a playful grin. “Yes sir, Mr. Quinn, sir.” After grabbing her lunch from the fridge, she pulled out a chair and sat on the other side of the small table. “Any idea when we’ll get some extra help?”
“The Venice branch has someone who can work here tomorrow. She lives in Nokomis and volunteered to drive up. They couldn’t let her come up today, though. They’re short four from food poisoning. They all went out to eat together last night at a new place.”
“Yech.” Denise shuddered. “I guess I shouldn’t complain, then. And please don’t ask Renee to come in tomorrow. I don’t need her kidlets’ germs any more than she wants to pass them around. Let her heal up another day or two, first.”
“Don’t worry, I plan on it. We don’t need even more people out sick.”
“Agreed. So what’d you do this weekend?”
“Nothing fun. Cleaned my apartment, washed my car, and shopped around for cheaper auto insurance.” He twirled a finger in the air. “Whoopee.”
Which was actually a lie of omission.
But like hell would he tell her he’d spent Saturday night up in St. Pete, at the Toucan, a resort that catered predominantly to gay men.
Oh, he was out and open as gay, that wasn’t the problem.
But he had no desire to out himself as a kinky Top to his co-workers. Which was another reason he tended to head to St. Pete, instead of spending a lot of time at Venture, the local BDSM club.
“Aren’t there dating apps or something?” she asked. “I mean, it can’t be that hard to find an eligible gay man in Sarasota.”
“I’ve never had much luck with those.” That much was the truth.
But he couldn’t exactly tell her he’d blown a couple of loads with a couple of different cuties that weekend, either. Getting laid wasn’t the problem.
Finding someone to settle down with in a permanent relationship was proving tricky.
Finding someone he could trust, that was.
 
* * * *
 
Come four o’clock that afternoon, Rom let out a relieved sigh when the branch manager locked the front door and flipped the sign from open to closed.
Denise started counting out her drawer. “Plans tonight?”
“Yeah, to put a dent in the alcohol in my fridge. Holy cannoli, what deity did we piss off today?”
“Right?”
The elderly woman that morning was tame compared to the afternoon insanity he had to deal with. Including a man pissed off because his wife had left him and opened a new bank account and they wouldn’t give him access to it, followed by a woman who demanded they tell her how much her parents had in their savings account, because they were refusing to help her pay for a car, and a woman who had all the proper paperwork she needed but who sat and sobbed at Rom’s desk for the better part of an hour as he helped her move everything from her husband’s name into hers, because he’d just been diagnosed with dementia. They’d been married forty years, and he’d handled all the finances. Now, she was overwhelmed and stressed out.
An hour later, Rom was heading home, tie loosened and radio cranked as loud as he could stand it and blaring Feist, because he needed to chill the hell out.
What calm he’d recovered for himself Saturday night had dived head-first out a window after today’s events.
He was a few minutes from home when his cell rang, pausing the music.
Chad, his older brother.
He answered it. “Hey.”
“Hey, Rommy. You want to come over for dinner tonight? Ina’s making a roast.”
Rom had to stop for a red light and gave serious thought to accepting his brother’s offer, until he remembered the unopened growler of IPA he had awaiting him in his fridge.
“Not tonight, thanks. I had a rough day and just want to collapse.”
“You sure? It’s been a couple of weeks. You know how she gets when she doesn’t put eyes on you for a while. If you’ve got a guy coming over, tell me now so she doesn’t try to drop in and bring you dinner and interrupt anything.”
“I don’t have company coming over, but warn her I’m getting naked when I get home, and I’m not putting on pants for anyone, not even her. It was just a really long, bad day at work.”
Chad laughed. “I’ll tell her, but expect a call or text from her. You know how she is.”
“I know. Tell her I love her for it.”
“Will do. Love you, Rommy.”
“Love you, too, bro.”
Well, at least he had that going for him. A loving older brother and sister-in-law to miss him if he died or disappeared or something.
I’m going to be twenty-eight in a month. You’d think I could find an honest guy I’m attracted to, who’s a bottom, and who wants to be in a long-term, monogamous, committed relationship.
So far, either he’d found guys who wanted him to be a full-time bottom—hard nope—or guys who he wasn’t attracted to, or guys who he caught in enough lies to know he couldn’t trust them.
While his weekends up at the Toucan were fun for fucking, it wasn’t likely to lead to a life-long relationship, either.
By the time he got home, Rom also had a text from Gary, one of the guys he’d hooked up with that weekend.
 
Hey. ;)
 
And nothing else.
Rom sighed as he read the text…which was as lacking in substance as Gary was. The ginger had been hot, sure, but they’d had nothing in common besides what they’d enjoyed doing to and with each other.
Yeah, that was another problem with many of the guys he hooked up with at the Toucan—they were usually hot, good in bed, and delightfully subby.
Unfortunately, it seemed the ones he’d hooked up with were also usually dumb as brick shithouses, and horrible in the interesting conversation department. Which was fine for a fuck, but definitely not relationship material.
Just my luck.
It seemed the decent guys who did it for him both intellectually as well as physically were taken.
Of course.
Rom waited until he was inside his apartment to respond.
 
Hey. How are you doing?
 
He’d played with the guy Saturday night, then saw him at breakfast Sunday morning, so it wasn’t like he’d neglected to check in with him. The guy had been fine, already moved on to someone else. Which Rom didn’t begrudge at all.
It was kind of a relief, actually.
Over the next twenty minutes, Rom stripped, made himself a salad, cracked the seal on the growler and was working on his first pint of it, and hadn’t made a damn bit of progress in his bland text conversation with Gary.
He was sitting on his couch and working on his salad when his cell phone chirped at him again, this time a text from Ina.
 
You want dinner? I’ll bring it over.
 
He smiled and responded.
 
I’m already naked. :)
 
Which he was. He kept a sheet tossed over his couch, which he removed when people were coming over, but it was his apartment, he paid the bills, and dammit, he’d run around naked if he wanted.
Which he did.
He spent most of his life dressed up in business respectable clothes. At the Toucan he usually wore a snug pair of swim trunks that weren’t much more than a Speedo with a few extra inches so he wasn’t constantly digging it out of the crack of his ass, but it still left nothing to the imagination.
This was also why he didn’t want a roommate. He preferred his small, one-bedroom apartment in the quiet complex. No outside maintenance to take up his time, and they had a nice pool where he could relax in the sun when he felt like it.
For that, of course, he wore a pair of regular swim trunks. There were families in the complex and he wasn’t going to be an asshole.
Other than reading, the Toucan, and his morning run…he really didn’t have much in the way of hobbies. He’d worked his ass off in college to put himself through college, and now he was working on building up his retirement savings. With the current housing market, he was better off building his savings instead of dumping money into a house he didn’t need.
Ina actually called him. “I could ding-dong-ditch you.”
He laughed. “It’s okay. I already made myself a salad. I’m actually eating right now.”
“Ah, okay.” She hesitated. “You doing all right?”
“I’m fine. Just a long, bad day at work today. We’re short-handed. I’m good, Mom.”
“Hey, I’m only twelve years older than you.” But he could hear the smile in her voice despite her protests. “A friend of mine was saying her brother’s recently single.”
Ah. He’d wondered if there was something else behind this. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. I could arrange to have you both over for dinner this weekend, if you’d actually show up.”
He thought about it. “Sunday, not Saturday, please. I’ve got to work Saturday morning.”
“Cool! I’ll text you when I set it up. Love ya.”
“Thanks. Love you, too.”
She ended the call, and Rom set his phone aside to finish his salad.
He loved Ina, he really did. She was sort of a mom to him. Considering Chad had raised him since Rom was five, and Chad married Ina when Rom was ten, they’d kind of practiced parenthood on him.
Probably why they were such great parents to their own two kids now.
Sure, the brothers had bad luck, losing their parents as young as they had, but life could have turned out a lot worse for Rom, and he knew it.
And considering Chad and Ina had lovingly supported him when he finally worked up the nerve to come out to them at fifteen, he knew he could have done a hell of a lot worse than a slightly nerdy older brother and his overprotective and slightly smothering wife.
Like he could’ve been home, instead of in school, when the guy murdered their parents.
 
Chapter Two
 
“Do you take checks, hon?”
Colton Oakes dusted off his hands where he was removing a greenware vase from its mold. “Only for classes, ma’am.” He walked over to the front counter, where the older woman had one of his custom pieces sitting there next to the register and ready to purchase. “Sorry about that.”
“No, it’s okay.” She offered him a smile and dug a credit card out of her wallet. “I can hide purchases easier from my husband when I use a check. He gets texts when we use one of our cards. Helps keep the accounts more secure, but a bitch when he sees what I spend.” She grinned.
He chuckled. “Ah, I see.” He rang her up and carefully wrapped the piece for her. This was a delicate lacework ceramic vase, translucent, and designed to show off interesting light patterns when the accompanying LED tea light inside was turned on. He’d painted an underwater scene on the lower part of it, and the vertical glazed swooshes baked into the finish resembled seaweed.
Since it was almost closing time, he’d be able to lock the door once she left. Normally, he took Mondays off. He hadn’t taught any classes today, but, unfortunately, his Aunt Roberta couldn’t work because she and Uncle Mike had routine doctor appointments scheduled.
She chatted with him for a few more minutes, and he didn’t feel right about rushing her out when she’d just dropped nearly a hundred dollars on a piece.
Cell phone bill—paid.
Before she could leave, though, the door opened and three men walked in.
Goddammit.
But he smiled. “Good afternoon, gentlemen.”
All three acknowledged him with smiles and waves, but one who looked to be the oldest of the three walked over.
“Sorry, I know you’re close to closing, but one of my boys was in here last Monday and saw a piece he really liked. We couldn’t get back here before now.”
“No problem.” Colton smiled. “Take your time.” They looked like money. If they were going to buy something, hell, yeah, he’d let them look. “Let me know if you have any questions.” And if he came by on a Monday, it’d explain why he hadn’t seen them before.
The man rejoined the other two, and from the way he stood between them and draped his arms around both their shoulders, plus the fact that the other two men weren’t young enough to be the guy’s kids, Colton suspected the guy hadn’t meant “sons” when he called them his boys.
Lucky bastards.
They stood at the “expensive shelf,” as his Aunt Roberta called it, where his priciest custom pieces were displayed. Close enough to the front counter to be highly visible, but out of the way enough it was unlikely someone would bump into anything and break it.
The older man turned, glanced around, and found him. “Did you make all of these yourself?”
“Yes.” Colton grabbed two of his business cards and walked over, offering them to him. “I do custom work, as well as mass-produce certain things.”
“These are gorgeous.” The man accepted the business cards, glanced at them, then offered his hand. “Kent Corwin. This is Paul and Tim.”
“Nice to meet you.” Colton shook with the other two men, as well.
“This is the one I really liked, Sir,” Paul said to Kent, “but now I can’t make up my mind between this one or that one.”
Colton’s ears perked up at Paul’s use of that title, and now that he was standing with them, he realized all three men wore matching wedding bands on their left hands.
And they were looking at his two priciest pieces, delicate lacework vases with tea lights in them, even fancier than the one the woman had purchased earlier. They’d taken him over thirty hours each to complete, and he had them priced at four hundred apiece. He’d sold the other two already, at an art gallery there on Venice Island.
“Get them both,” Tim said. “Not like we can’t afford them. They’d look perfect in the bedroom. We were looking for something to put in the niches on either side of the window.”
Colton hoped his gulp at the man’s nonchalance over money wasn’t audible to them, and he had to force himself not to offer them a discount if they bought them both. Sure, on the inexpensive and mass-produced pieces, he would do that sometimes.
But not on these. These had been labor-intensive and a labor of love, a way to focus and distract himself after his grandmother’s death four years ago.
If she was alive, she’d be herding Colton away from the customers and trying to talk them into buying both, and would stomp Colton’s foot if he dared offer a discount for buying both.
“That’s my vote,” Kent said. He smiled at Colton. “I spoil my boys.”
“Lucky men,” Colton offered.
“Bet your wife will be happy if you sell both of these, huh?” Kent asked.
Colton recognized a fishing expedition when he saw one. “No wife. No boyfriend, either. Unfortunately, I’m unattached and between relationships.”
Well, that was technically true, even if it was understating the truth.
By a lot.
Kent glanced at the card again. “Paul, why don’t you pick out a couple of pieces for the office lobby, too?” He held up the cards. “Can we take some more cards with us? We don’t get a lot of walk-in traffic, but I like supporting local artists. We just opened our new office up in Bradenton. Custom software development.”
“Oh, yeah, sure!” Colton somehow managed not to trip over his own feet as he hurried back behind the counter where he kept boxes of business cards. He grabbed a rubber band and a few dozen cards and bundled them together, taking them back to Kent. “There you go. Thank you!”
“No problem. You know, I’ve driven past here countless times since I’ve lived in Venice, but I didn’t know you sold art, too. I thought you just taught classes and stuff.”
“We do a little of everything now.” He hoped he didn’t sound like he was rambling. “My grandmother used to own the place. For years, that’s what Grammy did—teach and sell some mass-produced stuff, like souvenirs. Things the tourists would gravitate toward. Supplied a few gift shops here on the island, and up in Sarasota, down in Englewood, places close like that. Then she encouraged me to put some of my art pieces out to sell when I was in high school, and the rest is history.”
Kent smiled. “Smart woman to recognize talent. Does she still work with you?”
He sadly shook his head. “I lost her four years ago. She raised me and left everything to me. I was already helping her run it. I decided I wanted to keep running it.”
“Yikes, sorry. About your loss, I mean.”
They stood there chatting for a few minutes more before Paul decided on two smaller pieces for their office—a custom statue of a manatee, and a smaller lacework vase. When Colton tried to give them a discount on those two pieces, Kent waved him off.
“No, like I said, I support artists. AMEX okay, or do you prefer Visa?”
“I take either.”
Kent handed over a black AMEX that Colton knew definitely meant money. Hell, Colton knew that already, from the Rolex on the man’s left wrist.
When all was said and done, Colton was twelve hundred dollars richer, and he happily helped the men carry their carefully wrapped purchases to the brand-new Mercedes sedan parked just outside on the street.
Holy shit.
Colton was trembling when he returned to the shop after shaking their hands. He barely remembered to lock the door behind him and flip the sign over.
He’d just made what he cleared in the average week during summer months. And since they were all custom pieces he’d created in his free time, he considered them “bonus” money. Normally, he kept the bills paid, between classes, mass-produced items for local stores, weekend walk-in traffic, and his part-time personal trainer gig at the gym.
But if he didn’t already own the building free and clear of a mortgage he’d be totally screwed, and he knew it. In fact, during the slower summer months, it was usually his personal trainer gig that paid most of his bills.
Before leaving, Kent left Colton his card and promised to send people his way whenever possible. Colton studied it before adding it to the business card book of valuable contacts, which he kept behind the counter.
After making sure everything was locked up downstairs, he headed upstairs to grab a shower and dinner. He didn’t have to be at the gym today, fortunately. Mondays were usually his full day off from the store, and he never scheduled gym clients for Mondays, either.
All he wanted to do today was vegetate. He’d have to be up at four thirty in the morning to be at the gym by five for clients, do his own workout, and then back home so he could open the store by ten. As he showered the dust off him, he closed his eyes and thought about rubbing one out, except he was too dang tired.
Damn. That’s pretty sad.
He couldn’t even remember the last time he’d been on a damn date, much less got his ass spanked.
Then his mind drifted a little, returned to his three last-minute customers, Kent and Tim and Paul.
Mmm.
His cock gave an interested twitch.
No, in real life he was interested in monogamy, if he was actually with someone.
Thing was, he needed to have a boyfriend to be monogamous with them. If Kent and his boys decided to hit on him for some strings-free sex…yeah, he wouldn’t turn them down, if it was just for fun, and they were all on board with that.
Another twitch from his cock.
With his right hand, he fisted his cock and gave it a couple of slow tugs. Leaning against the shower wall, he closed his eyes and with his left hand started pinching his right nipple.
Mmmmm.
Yeah, there was a fantasy better than porn, being sandwiched between the three guys and them taking turns doing him. Maybe Kent spanking him while he rode Tim’s cock and sucked Paul’s.
Oooh, baby.
His cock liked that fantasy and finished stiffening in his hand. As he mentally ran through a few different scenarios that all ended with him taking loads of cum from all three men, he felt his balls tighten, his release growing closer. As he stroked himself harder, faster, he threw his head back and wished he’d grabbed a toy before getting into the shower.
Now that he was horny, he was horny. What finally finished him off was the fantasy of being DP’d by Tim and Paul and sucking on Kent’s cock. He let out a groan. His body tensed as ropes of cum erupted from the head of his cock, covering his hand while he furiously stroked the last echoes of his climax out of his balls.
Whew.
That was definitely better. Of course, his fantasy life was far wilder than he’d really experienced. He’d had a few decent Tops who knew how to spank him, but no one who’d stuck out head and shoulders above the rest to be boyfriend material.
Finally satisfied, he finished his shower and wrapped a towel around his waist after drying off. He wouldn’t bother throwing clothes on, but he preferred at least a little cover walking around. It wasn’t likely he’d have any visitors, yet he didn’t want to have to pull all the blinds shut yet.
Days like this he did miss having the house, except it’d made sense to sell it and move into the three-bedroom apartment over the studio once the tenants moved out. That was money in the bank he’d stashed into savings, along with the life insurance policy Grammy had left to him. He didn’t want to have to touch any of that. At thirty-two, he knew he wouldn’t have forever before he needed to think about retiring, and it wasn’t like what he did was going to make him a rich man.
Running this business was definitely a labor of love, but he really didn’t have anything else he’d rather be doing. Sure, he could take the money, go to college, and get a degree, but that was no guarantee he’d make a living doing that.
He had a job. He always had a waiting list for clients at the gym, and he got by with a relatively low stress level overall.
He was just…alone.
Lonely.
He grilled a couple of chicken breasts to go with his protein shake for dinner before he settled in bed with the TV on. He set the sleep timer and opted to watch the Science Channel.
Maybe I need a cat.
He thought about it.
Then again, maybe that would make me more pitiful.
 
Chapter Three
 
Nine thirty Tuesday morning, Rom stood in the bank’s parking lot, outside the police cordon, along with the rest of the bank’s employees, and watched while a deputy with a bomb-sniffing dog entered the building.
Denise leaned in. “Twenty bucks says it was your pissed-off granny from yesterday,” Denise muttered under her breath.
He stood there, arms crossed and sweating his balls off in his long-sleeved shirt, of which he’d already rolled the cuffs up to his elbows. “I won’t take that bet, because I think you’re right.”
The bomb threat had been called in to the branch manager just a few minutes after they opened. While no one seriously thought there was a bomb on the premises, the sheriff’s office was checking it out anyway, and the bank’s loss-prevention procedures required that it be called in as a serious threat.
It’d been an older woman, was all the branch manager knew for certain. The authorities were in the process of identifying the number where the call originated.
Meanwhile…
There they sweated.
Why can’t anything be easy?
They were also waiting for the head of security to arrive from the main branch to start their own investigation into the incident. They wouldn’t be able to open immediately upon the sheriff’s office clearing the building, either. They had protocols to go through first, and it’d take at least a couple of hours, if not the rest of the business day.
First, they all had to be questioned about who they thought was responsible, or for any information they might have about the incident. Since Rom was the one who’d dealt with the woman yesterday, he’d likely end up occupied for hours going through his statement, reviewing the CCTV footage from yesterday—everything.
Gawd, what a fricking pita.
“By the way, scruffy looks good on you,” Denise said. “I meant to tell you that yesterday.”
Rom was tired of people thinking he was barely over eighteen, so he thought he’d try something different for a change and grow out a beard and mustache. Not long and shaggy, of course.
“Thanks. Never grew one before.”
“Well, if you need any advice, Jim does beard grooming in his shop.” Her husband was a barber and hair stylist.
“Thanks. We’ll see how it goes, or if I shave it off before that point.” He scratched at his four days’ worth of scruff. “Haven’t shaved since Friday.”
He wasn’t exactly hairy, and neither was Chad, but at least it was coming in even and not patchy.
Although Rom was sweating his balls off right now and starting to regret the decision. If they kept them out there too much longer, he was going to go sit in his car with the AC running. In fact, he was about to invite Denise to do just that with him when one of their frequent customers walked up, Kent Corwin.
“Whoa. What’s goin’ on?”
“Bomb scare,” Rom told him, even though, technically, they weren’t supposed to be talking about it.
But Kent Corwin was a legitimate rich guy, with assets in their bank well over the five-hundred-million-dollar mark. He was their biggest depositor, and if Rom couldn’t tell him something that’d likely be all over the six o’clock news anyway, from the looks of the three news vans set up in the parking lot next door, then management could go fuck themselves.
“Damn,” Kent said. “I wanted to sit down with you this morning about looking at some of my accounts. I need to add my boys to them.”
“I didn’t know you had kids.”
He slyly smiled. “They’re not my kids.”
Rom immediately grokked Kent’s meaning and nodded his head. “Ah. Gotcha.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Well, unfortunately, it’s going to be several hours before we can do that. Once they let us back inside, we have procedures to go through before we can re-open. Might not be until tomorrow that we’re open for business. I could call one of the other branches and get you in with someone there?”
“No, I’d rather deal with you.” Over the past couple of years Rom had worked at the bank, Kent Corwin had insisted on dealing only with him. Never anything creepy with him, but after Rom had gently rebuffed the man’s initial advance, because Rom wasn’t allowed to fraternize with customers like that, Kent had remained warmly cordial to him.
“Sorry, Mr. Corwin.”
He smirked. “Still won’t call me Kent, huh?”
Rom just smiled and shrugged.
“Listen. So I had another reason I wanted to talk to you today.” Kent glanced around and dropped his voice, motioning Rom a short distance away. “We saw you at the Toucan last weekend, but I didn’t want to interrupt your fun. I know you can’t fraternize with me, and I’m taken now, anyway. But I’m throwing a party this Saturday night. I usually throw one every few weeks. Kind of party people keep quiet, if you know what I mean? Open-minded guys, carefully vetted, anything goes. Nothing illegal, though. I have several single guys I could introduce you to. If you’re interested?”
Intrigued, Rom glanced around to make sure no one was close enough to overhear. “I’m interested.”
Kent smiled. “Neg? And can you show me recent results on Saturday? Like, less than a month old?”
Rom nodded.
“Good.” Kent pulled out a business card, motioned for the pen in Rom’s shirt pocket, and wrote his home address and a cell number, along with a four-digit code, on the back of the card. “I like playing matchmaker and have pretty good luck with it,” he said as he handed the card and the pen to Rom.
“That’s the gate code. I mean it about keeping it quiet, though. No plus-ones, no talking about it to anyone. And I have a pool and a hot tub, so bring a couple of towels. Feel free to bring a toybag, if you have one. I also have a…eh, playroom in the back, and there’s usually a few subby boys in attendance. If I wasn’t mistaking your type based on what we saw last weekend, huh? Five sharp, we’ll have dinner, go over the rules, all of that. Have time to relax ahead of the party.”
Rom glanced around again and kept his voice low. “Not to sound like a dick, but I’m extremely allergic to peanuts.” He held up his right wrist, showing his allergy alert bracelet. “I keep an EpiPen on me. Including peanut oil. Like, I can’t be in the same room with peanut products.”
“Any other allergies?”
“Just that one.”
“Then we can accommodate you.” Ken shook with him. “See you at five sharp on Saturday. Call me if you can’t make it or are running late. Or, if you have questions, feel free to text or call me.” Kent wagged a finger at him. “Just remember—keep it quiet. I protect privacy and expect the same courtesy. If you have anyone you feel might be a good, eh, fit, talk to me first and I’ll approach them. But if you vouch for someone and they break my rules, it means you lose party access, too.”
That sounded like the guy was serious, which was good to know. “Will do.” Rom slipped the card into his wallet before returning to stand with Denise.
No, he couldn’t get involved with Kent…but there weren’t any rules saying he couldn’t be friends with the guy, or let the guy introduce him to fuckable guys.
Hell, it’d be worth it not to have to drive all the way up to St. Pete. And who knew? Maybe he’d meet someone he’d hit it off with.
It was definitely worth a shot. What he was doing now damn sure wasn’t helping him find Mr. Right.
Once Kent had departed, Rom returned to where he’d been standing. He loosened his tie and unfastened his top two buttons. “This is ridiculous,” he muttered to Denise.
“So what’d he want?” she asked. “Isn’t he that rich guy?”
“Yeah, he wanted to sit down and discuss his accounts this morning. He said he’d come back tomorrow.”
“Seems like a nice guy. Always been pleasant to me. Always see him with a smile on his face.”
Rom smiled. “Yeah, seems like a really nice guy.”
 
* * * *
 
“Full name?”
Rom tried to keep his patience, but it was fucking hot out here in the sun and he didn’t even have water or sunglasses or anything. “Romeo Allen Quinn.” He spelled everything for the sheriff’s office detective.
It was nearly noon, and while doing the initial search, the bomb dog had made a hit on a safe deposit box in the vault.
Because the dog was also a drug dog, apparently. And, according to their records, the box’s owner had accessed it yesterday morning.
That meant now they were awaiting a search warrant to be issued, and the sheriff’s office was hunting down the owner of the box, as well. While the initial opinion was that the bank was clear, and the dog was likely smelling some sort of narcotic, they still weren’t allowing anyone back inside until the box was opened.
Just in case, of course. Wink-wink, nudge-nudge.
What a fucking pain in the ass.
Rom had to go through yesterday’s encounter with the elderly woman for what felt like the tenth time that morning. They’d located her, based on her phone number being traced, and had already taken her into custody.
But still, here they waited.
By the time the detective was done interviewing him, someone had come up with a portable picnic canopy tent and a few cases of water, a cooler full of ice, and plastic cups.
Rom greedily sucked down three cups of water and wet the back of his neck. “I’m getting pretty damned hangry,” he muttered to Denise. “I should’ve gone into the break room and grabbed my fucking lunch before I left the building.”
“You and me, both.”
It was nearly two o’clock before the box was opened and the owner and his girlfriend arrested for possession of cocaine, among other things. Apparently there’d been a couple of baggies of it in the large box, along with about twenty grand in cash, and three handguns.
Loaded.
Reported stolen in burglaries in Sarasota.
And the guy was already a convicted felon on probation.
Finally, they were allowed back inside. Rom groaned as he felt the AC hit him. He stood there in the foyer, out of the path of the door, with his arms out and shirt unbuttoned and exposing his undershirt. He’d done that about an hour earlier—as had three other male employees—and he was soaked with sweat.
He wasn’t the only one.
“You realize we’re not happy right now, don’t you, Mark?” he called to the branch manager.
“Yeah, I know. Sorry, guys. Marcy, can you please print up signs for the front door and the drive-thru that we’ll be closed until tomorrow morning?”
“Sure.” She headed for her desk.
Rom finally made his way over to his desk and collapsed in his chair, dropping his tie onto the desk. “What a freaking day.”
“Thanks, everyone, for your patience,” Mark called out. “The bank will pay for dinner tonight. I’ll try to get everyone out of here no later than seven.”
There were several groans at that news, and two of their tellers immediately headed over toward Mark. Rom knew both of them had young kids and wouldn’t be able to stay past their normal time.
That means me. Lucky, lucky me. Since he didn’t even have a dog or cat to inconvenience by his absence, he really didn’t feel right grouching about it.
At least the rest of the day was made slightly more bearable for Rom by the thought of what might be in store for him Saturday night. He hesitated to let his mind run too far ahead, for fear he’d get his hopes up just to be let down.
It was nearly eight thirty by the time he finally walked through his front door, where he stripped right there.
Freedom!
It wasn’t even that he was a nudist. He just didn’t like the feel of clothes. He was very particular about what he wore for that very reason. It was a tactile issue. Chad and Ina even had him tested for autism when he was a kid, after her older sister read an article that it was sometimes a symptom of the condition, but that had been ruled out.
He just didn’t like certain things. He didn’t like the texture and taste of raw celery, but he was fine with it cooked, and he loved raw carrots and broccoli and other veggies. Or how he hated having anything sticky on his hands. He was the weird kid growing up who ate watermelon with a fork instead of his bare hands, or always got a cup of ice cream instead of a cone, because he didn’t like it dripping.
He dumped his clothes, except for his tie, into the small washer in the closet just off his kitchen and started the load. That was another benefit to this apartment—it came with a washer and dryer, meaning he didn’t have to fight for a spot in a common laundry room, or schlep his clothes over to Chad’s to wash them.
Except it would be nice to have someone to come home to.
Maybe it’s time I really start buckling down and searching for a guy. Or at the very least keeping an open mind about Saturday night.
Being alone was starting to suck, and the emptiness following one of his play weekends had gone from feeling numb to prickling him in uncomfortably repetitive ways.
After heading into the bathroom, he climbed under the spray and groaned with relief to finally get the sweat rinsed off him. He didn’t mind sweating his ass off if he was running, or even if he was having sex, but when he was at work he wanted it to not be Hell-level-hot. Standing there with his hands braced against the wall at the far end and the water hitting his back, he took in a deep breath and thought about Kent’s offer.
Rom was definitely interested in the party. That the guy didn’t approach him at the Toucan spoke to how discreet Kent was. Obviously, Kent wouldn’t want anyone knowing his private activities.
Come on, Saturday.
 
Chapter Four
 
Tuesday morning, Colton was already awake when his alarm went off.
Work awaits.
He hated getting out of bed in the mornings. Once he made it as far as the car, he’d be okay. He went through this every morning.
Every morning.
He forced himself to sit up on the side of the bed, where he reached for his phone to shut off the alarm.
Up and at ’em.
Yeah, now he remembered another reason why he’d suck at a regular job—he hated mornings. At least he loved what he did, other than the whole he wished it started about five hours later part.
Coffee, breakfast, car. He started waking up a little more and emerging from auto-pilot mode during his drive to the gym. This morning, he was working with one of his regular clients, as well as a new guy, older man. Recent divorcee, looking to reclaim his youth.
Not that Colton would say that aloud to the guy, but in his ten years doing this, he’d seen that type plenty of times. Guy was mid-forties, married for ten years, and now wanted to snag a younger and hot revenge wife to make the ex jealous, regardless of how sad and pathetic—and unhealthy—that was.
That meant having abs, or so the guy thought.
Hey, Colton didn’t give a shit about their lives outside the gym, or their personal motivation, as long as they were paying him and not rapists, or bigots, or had BO or something.
They could have Daddy issues and like to walk around in drag while wearing a banana butt plug, as long as they listened to him and followed his plan and did what he told them to do.
By the time seven o’clock rolled around, Colton had finished with his two clients and started his own workout. Today was leg day. After he worked out, he grabbed a shower and was ready to return to the shop to eat and start the rest of the day.
On Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays, he had morning clients at the gym. And on Thursdays and Fridays, he had afternoon and evening clients at the gym, as well. But even on the mornings he didn’t have morning clients, he still got up early to get his own workouts in. He only took off Sundays and Mondays from his training to rest.
He hadn’t meant to get into this line of work. He’d stumbled into it accidentally. In high school, he’d ended up bullied and pushed around when kids learned he was gay and that he worked with his grandmother in her shop. She’d paid for him to start going to the gym when he was sixteen and a sophomore in high school, both as a way to build himself up as well as a way to burn off the growing anger she saw within him. One of her friends’ sons was a personal trainer and started working with him before and after school. By the time he’d hit junior year, kids weren’t picking on him anymore because he looked like he belonged on the football team.
In fact, the football coach even approached him and asked if he wanted to try out, that he’d be happy to give him a walk-on position.
Colton had never felt that level of satisfaction before as when he smiled and politely told the coach no thanks, and the guy’s jaw had literally dropped. Their team had placed within the top three schools in the entire state the last five years running, coming in first twice. They always had college scouts showing up.
At least his anger passed. From that point on, he was basically ignored, which was fine by him. It meant a relative level of peace in his life, for a change.
He’d always felt more at home and accepted in the gym, even though he wasn’t as religious about his workouts as some of the guys there. Colton refused to use any kind of performance-enhancing drugs. He didn’t need to be fitness-magazine ripped, or a bodybuilder. He was solid and broad-shouldered, an imposing presence at six-four.
Which meant a lot of people were shocked to find out he was an artist and ran a ceramics studio.
Fine by him. He had nothing to prove to anyone. Now, his workouts were more a part of his personal calling card for his training clients as they were to keep the snakes out of his brain. It sucked, and was shallow as hell, but the truth was people didn’t want to hire a personal trainer who wasn’t in shape. He didn’t have to kill himself at every workout, but he felt sort of off-kilter if he missed a regular workout.
Aunt Roberta was already there when he returned. “You’re here early,” he said as he walked over to kiss her cheek.
“I felt bad I had to cancel on you yesterday.”
“Yeah, but it was for the doctor, and you told me in advance, so it’s fine. Is everything okay?”
“Oh, sure. Just routine, for our prescription refills and stuff. If you want to take off today, I can stay all day.”
He thought about it. “I wouldn’t mind a few hours to catch up on bookkeeping.”
“You do that. I’ll call you if I need you.”
“Thanks.”
He headed upstairs. One of the bedrooms he used as an office. After dumping his sweaty clothes into the hamper, he headed in there to work. At least he had everything computerized now. Grammy had resisted him doing that until she realized how much time it would save every month, as well as broaden their reach by integrating it with their website.
Then she put him in charge of that, which allowed her the freedom to teach more classes and work on her own artwork, some of which he’d removed from sale from their showroom shelves and brought up here after her death. He’d bought display cases and lovingly kept them safe.
Sure, he sensed her spirit chattering at him for not selling them and keeping the money, but they were a part of her soul, and he needed that tether to her more than he needed the few hundred dollars in the bank right now.
Grammy was his maternal grandmother. He never knew his grandfather—he’d died when his mom was young. She’d been raised by Grammy, a single working mom running the studio, and his mom had hated everything to do with it.
Not Colton. He’d adored the time spent at Grammy’s, loved helping in the store and even teaching classes, once he was old enough.
His father’s parents had been in New York, and he’d barely known them before they passed.
And now his own parents…
Well, they’d thrown him out and disowned him, and Grammy for taking him in, when Colton came out as gay at twelve.
Apparently, his parents’ acceptance of gay people stopped when it came to their own son.
Grammy had demanded his parents immediately give her custody of him, and then…
That was it.
Him and Grammy against the world. Well, and there was Aunt Roberta and Uncle Mike, Grammy’s younger sister and brother-in-law.
Colton knew his parents had moved away from Venice at some point, but he didn’t know where and honestly didn’t care anymore. He was still here, at the shop, which had occupied the same building for over thirty years now. They knew where he was, yet made no effort to contact him or reconcile.
Grammy had specifically ordered him not to invite them to her funeral unless they apologized and accepted him.
Aunt Roberta had volunteered to reach out to them with the message, but they rebuffed her.
Which was fine. Grammy’s funeral was filled with laughter and love and hundreds of people who’d turned out to celebrate her life and support Colton.
Other than the fact that he was lonely as fuck in the romance department, he really didn’t have many complaints about his life. He didn’t need to be rich, as long as he could pay his bills. He enjoyed what he did for a living. He had a roof over his head. He was healthy.
Maybe I shouldn’t be griping about that one damn thing after all.
 
* * * *
 
It was a little after lunch when Aunt Roberta texted him to ask if he could come downstairs for a minute. That someone wanted to speak to him personally.
He was both pleased and surprised to find Kent Corwin awaiting him.
“Hey. Welcome back.” They shook hands.
Kent tipped his head toward the empty classroom area. “Can we talk privately?”
“Sure.” Colton swallowed back the anxious energy trying to jump-start his pulse.
When Kent spoke, he kept his voice down, his back turned away from Aunt Roberta out in the showroom. “Question—you’re single and gay, correct?”
“Yeah?”
“My boys and I were talking yesterday after we left. See, we throw…parties at our home. Very exclusive guest list. Very…private guest list, if you get my drift?”
Colton’s heart raced as he slowly nodded. “I think I do.”
“Now, my boys and I, we don’t play with anyone except each other.” Colton ignored the disappointment that threatened to wash through him at that declaration as Kent continued. “But these parties are for people over twenty-one, neg, and can prove it with recent results, and who like to…have fun. No drugs, no excessive drinking allowed. Nothing illegal, everything consensual. Would that be something that interests you?”
Colton somehow managed to keep the grin off his face, glancing over toward Aunt Roberta first before nodding again. “Sex parties?” he whispered.
Kent grinned. “Only if you’re willing. Or come over and just hang out and watch this first time, if you’d rather. I like playing matchmaker and I have someone coming this Saturday who I’d like to introduce you to.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. You in?”
Hell, yeah! But what he said, as chill as he could manage, was, “Sure. Sounds fun.”
Kent withdrew another business card from his pocket. On this one, he’d written a phone number, address, and four-digit number. “Six o’clock sharp. There’s the gate code. Bring towels, and a bathing suit if you don’t want to swim naked. Casual dress. Snacks and soft drinks provided. Absolutely no peanut products, because one of our guests has severe allergies. And don’t tell anyone. No plus-ones—nobody. If there’s someone you’d like to invite, talk to me and I’ll approach them. Violating any of my rules means a permanent lifetime ban from my parties.”
Colton took the card and eagerly nodded, no longer able to contain his excitement. “Thank you!”
Kent smiled. “No test results, no playing, though. Make sure to get them if they’re over a month old. And bring extra business cards with you in case anyone wants to get a look at your artwork.”
“I will, thanks.”
Kent shook with him and Colton walked him to the front door.
He slipped the card into his pocket, and after Kent left and Colton returned to the front counter, Aunt Roberta arched an eyebrow at him.
“Well?”
His face heated. “Well what?”
She smiled. “You have a date?”
“Um, sort of. Not with him, though. He’s taken. He’s going to introduce me to someone. He’s the one who came in late yesterday and made the huge purchase.”
“Oh! I wondered who bought those vases. That’s awesome.”
“Yeah.” Which reminded him, he really should make some more of those. No, they didn’t make him a lot of money, but they were mentally and emotionally soothing to work on, and were great advertisements for classes even when they didn’t sell. “I’ll be back down in a few. I’m almost done. Then I want to spend some time in the workshop.”
“Take your time, honey.” She shooed him upstairs. “I’ve got this.”
He waited until he was back in his office to take the card out. He snapped a picture of the back side of it with his cell phone so he didn’t risk losing the information. Then he used his laptop to look up the address.
Huge piece of property, expensive-looking, east of Venice.
Wow.
Then he decided to Google Kent Corwin, and his jaw dropped.
The guy was head of a huge logistics company that was partnered with a software company…
Run by Tim and Paul, who were apparently legally wed husbands, based on their hyphenated last names.
Okay, then.
That reminded him, he needed to update the shop’s website, including marking off the five pieces he sold yesterday and moving the pictures over to his portfolio. He did commissioned work from time to time, but that was only a small fraction of his business, the profits from which he always dumped into his savings.
Grammy had emphasized to him that it was better to be comfortable later in life than it was to be “rich” now, if one couldn’t be both. She’d lived that philosophy and he’d never felt like he was lacking for anything when he moved in with her. She’d shown him how to love, how to laugh, how to enjoy a walk on the beach or take pride in creating something that made his heart sing.
To be happy with the material possessions he had instead of mourning what he didn’t.
To find satisfaction in his art.
He’d tried to live by that philosophy, taking great comfort and pride in his work. He loved making art, making things that made people smile.
Would it make him rich? No, but he could survive.
He could pour the emotions inside him into his art, with every stroke of a brush, or every careful cut when making lacework pieces, or when designing a new model piece from which to cast the molds.
Helped him not feel so…numb.
Losing Grammy had numbed him in so many ways, maybe it was why he hadn’t tried harder before now to date, to find a guy.
Okay, so there was no maybe about it—he still hurt, still grieved, and he knew she’d be the first person playfully scolding him to put himself out there and look for a guy to love him.
Before now, it’d been easier to stay numb, in some ways.
Now, the loneliness had broken through, shattered the plaster façade he’d poured around his heart to protect it from further damage.
The chance encounter with Kent Corwin and his boys…well, maybe it was the nudge he needed to start moving in the right direction. To break out of this shell and finally start to live again. He had a handle on everything else.
Now if I could just find a guy to share my life with, it’d be perfect.
 
Chapter Five
 
Saturday morning, Colton waited until after he returned from the gym to grab a quick shower. He’d only need another one later, before he headed to Kent’s, but he wanted to rinse the worst of the sweat off. He didn’t even bother shaving today. He’d gotten tested Wednesday morning, on his way back to the gym, and picked up his results Friday afternoon.
That made tonight more real, somehow.
He wasn’t teaching any classes today, but he wanted to spend the morning in the corner of the workshop area that was reserved for him alone. He’d dug out a couple of his molds from the storeroom yesterday so he could pour a new vase today. He didn’t use stamps or punches on his custom art pieces—they were all freehand. Today he was going to work on a small one, because if he tried to start a large one, he’d end up so engrossed in the process that he’d totally miss the party tonight.
Which was another reason he wanted to work on an art piece today, to keep him from working up a case of nerves and cancelling tonight. Tomorrow morning, he’d pour and start one of the larger vases, with all day Sunday and Monday to relax and focus his mind and work on it.
He didn’t want to cancel tonight, no matter how uncomfortably anxious he was starting to feel.
He wanted to take a chance and put himself out there, stop self-medicating with work and numbing himself to life. Right now, his emotional life was just as bland and dusty as an unfired and unglazed piece of greenware.
Today, he had the back door to the workshop standing open. It led to the covered and screened-in porch area where their kilns were located. Years ago, he’d put up plastic latticework over the screen to help protect the area even more without impacting air flow too much. This way, the kilns didn’t turn the back of the store into a roasting oven and make the AC work that much harder. They had a plastic curtain to keep in the AC in the rest of the downstairs area.
Today, it was muggier than hell, and the humidity actually helped him, in this case. It would take the greenware longer to dry, meaning it would be easier for him to work with the piece.
He prepped the mold and wrapped it with the large rubber bands he used to hold it together. This one would be a small underwater scene, a popular theme there in Venice, right on the Gulf of Mexico. Once he had a batch of slip mixed, he poured it, making sure to get the bubbles out of the mold before letting it sit. He set a timer on his phone and perched on his work stool to doodle ideas in his small notebook while he waited before he could pour out the excess slip.
Yesterday, he’d texted Kent with a few questions, and the man had actually called him to chat and set his mind at ease. Nothing would be required of him at the party tonight—period. He was under no obligations to do anything. But yes, some of his guests basically had an orgy.
And, yes, there would be more than one person there willing to spank Colton’s ass—and more—if Colton decided he wanted to do that. In fact, while Kent wouldn’t go into details to protect the other man’s identity and privacy, Kent told Colton he had a specific man in mind to introduce him to.
Although the thought of getting on his knees and servicing a line of guys with his mouth and ass also held a certain appeal to Colton. It’d been so damn long since he’d done anything, maybe a head-first dive into the deep end of the pool would do him some good.
Once he could pour the excess slip out of the mold, he set another timer and grabbed a larger sketch pad to start planning what he’d paint on the vase after it was ready to glaze. He enjoyed drawing and painting, but his true love was making three-dimensional art. The more delicate, the better, when it came to cutting out the lacework patterns on the vases.
Newer customers to the store, especially students watching him demonstrate a technique, never failed to comment how amazed they were he could create something so intricate with as large as his hands were.
Secretly, it always amused him, made him smile.
Here he was, fawned over by mostly women of all ages, while his parents couldn’t even be bothered to give a shit about him.
No denying it was an ego-boost. Even better than catching people watching him during his workouts.
He didn’t let it go to his head, though. Another of Grammy’s lessons. That it didn’t really matter what others thought of you, because you were the one who had to go to bed with yourself every night. To learn to be satisfied with who he was. Not to mean stop improving or learning, but to not form his impression of himself through others’ eyes—good or bad.
The bad he could get from his parents.
It made sense, sure.
After he removed the greenware vase from the mold and prepped it, he started freehand etching guide marks on the outside of the piece before he started cutting. Once he started cutting out the shapes, he felt a sweet kind of zenful peace wash over him. As he worked, his focus totally drew tightly inward, only on the vase in his hands. He was vaguely aware of people gathering outside the roped-off area to watch him, but he never minded that. It was sort of a free advertisement for the kinds of classes they taught.
Another point that amused him was when he taught a class, it was almost always full, and frequently with repeat students who had already taken the class from him, if he’d taught it before.
Usually female students over the age of fifty.
Yes, he’d put their e-mail newsletter to good use, including pictures of him and the other instructors in it.
Grammy had laughed when she realized it and pointed it out to him.
He didn’t care. It meant money coming in. They received a lot of word-of-mouth customers, and even held bachelorette parties and baby showers. If it meant they were making money, he damn sure wouldn’t complain about that.
By the time he was finished with that part of the process and sat up to stretch, he cracked his neck and realized it was nearly four o’clock.
Aunt Roberta laughed as she walked over. “There he is. Back with the world?”
“Yeah.”
She smiled. “Your class next week is full with pre-paid students, and with an eager waitlist long enough to start another class.”
“There were only two people signed up yesterday, and I haven’t even sent out the newsletter yet.”
A knowing smirk that looked so much like Grammy’s filled her face. “Honey, you know damn well what you do to the retired women in this town.”
He sighed. “Go ahead and schedule another class, then, please.”
“Any day in particular?”
He thought about his upcoming activities that night and wondered if he might be similarly busy next weekend.
He could hope. “On a weekday, please.”
“Sure thing, sweetie.” She headed back to the front counter to set it up.
He preferred to reserve the weekends for the other teachers, because their classes didn’t usually fill up as quickly as his did, and it was easier for people to come out on weekends.
The weekday classes were normally filled with retirees who were more interested in the teacher than the class.
Not that he was complaining.
Their money spent just the same.
 
* * * *
 
Rom swallowed back nerves when he pulled up to Kent Corwin’s front gate at ten ’til five. The property was fricking huge.
Sure he knew the guy was loaded, but this was the tangible proof and not just dollar amounts on a computer screen.
He rolled down his window and punched in the gate code, breathing a sigh of relief when he heard a beep from the keypad and the gate started to swing open.
He hadn’t fucked it up, hadn’t been the victim of a cruel prank.
Following the winding driveway up to the house, he parked in the shade next to another car already there and took one more deep, steadying breath. He’d opted to dress in jeans and a button-up shirt today, even though a phone conversation with Kent yesterday had told him he was welcomed to dress casually, and that full nudity was encouraged once the party got into full swing.
Rom left his wallet locked in his glove box and tucked his test results into his shirt pocket before popping the trunk hatch to grab his bag. He’d brought condoms and lube and towels and implements, including a couple of coils of rope.
He’d prepared for anything—he hoped—and was trying to keep his expectations low so he didn’t come on too strong to anyone.
Kent had briefly described the guy he wanted to introduce Rom to in the broadest of terms, and…
Yeah. If the guy lived up to Kent’s physical description, he’d be all in. Tall, broad-shouldered, and blond?
Yum!
He loved playing with guys larger than him. He usually didn’t have to hold back, and it was sexier than fuck having a bigger man willing to bottom to him.
If the other guy opted to go so far as subbing to him, it tripled the sexy factor.
Kent himself opened the door and met him with a smile and a handshake. Two men dressed in shorts and T-shirts walked into the entry, and Kent introduced them.
“This is Tim and Paul, my husbands.” Kent smiled. “And yes, I still need to get back in to see you about some account stuff. I’ve added them to several of my trusts and want them to have bank access, too.”
“Nice to meet you,” Rom said.
Kent quickly showed him around, including his playroom, which was a bedroom with an en suite bath and several pieces of dungeon furniture. “For right now, you can stash your stuff in the guest room. Oh, heh, formality, but test results?”
Rom dug them out and handed them over. Kent quickly scanned the paper, returning it with a smile. “I mean, people are free to fuck wrapped or raw. One of the rules is if a guy asks for a condom, you use it. Period. I can’t provide one-hundred-percent guarantees everyone’s neg, and I would hope everyone understands that, but it’s a little peace of mind.”
After stashing his bag, Rom followed Kent to the kitchen, where dinner was apparently close to being ready. “How much are you comfortable with people knowing about you tonight?” Kent asked.
Rom shrugged. “I mean, I don’t want my address and phone number handed out to anyone, unless I get to know them first.”
“What about what you do for a living?”
“Keep it generic—I work for a local financial institution.”
“Excellent.” Kent smiled. “This guy—holy cow, if I wasn’t happily taken already, I would have definitely wanted a chance at him. Really seems like a sweet guy, artist type. But, oh my god, he’s also a personal trainer part-time. Six-four, blond, square jaw, broad shoulders, beautiful ass, and those gorgeous fucking little things along his abs that just make me drool.”
“Hey,” Tim playfully teased. “We don’t have those things.”
“You mean an Adonis belt?” Rom asked.
Kent snapped his fingers. “Yeah, that’s what it’s called.” He pulled Tim in. “You don’t need them. Besides, you have my heart.” Kent leaned in for a kiss. “That’s even hotter.”
“How’d you even see his abs?” Paul asked, but Rom could tell from the guy’s tone he wasn’t upset, probably more amused than anything.
“I looked him up on the gym’s site. They had pictures.”
“And you didn’t show us?” Tim asked. “Rat bastard, holding out on us.”
Kent swatted his ass. “Maybe I didn’t want the competition for attention from you two.”
But from the smile on Kent’s face, Rom sensed no one could compete with any of them for the others’ affections.
It made Rom’s own heart tightly squeeze in his chest, knowing he didn’t have that kind of rapport with anyone, much less two apparently great guys.
They sat at the smaller table in the kitchen to eat and for Kent to go over the party’s rules with him.
“So, any questions?” Kent asked when they finished dinner and talking.
“Yeah, can I see a picture of the guy?”
Kent shook his head. “Nope. I protect identities. You’ll see him soon enough.” He glanced over at the wall clock. “He’ll be here in about twenty minutes. If he wants you to know all of that, he’ll tell you himself. But, I will show you something else.” He crooked a finger at him and stood.
Rom followed.
On a door at the opposite end of the hallway from the playroom door, Kent punched a code into the lock and opened it. The bedroom suite beyond was huge, like twice the size of the large playroom, and also had an en suite bath.
“He made these.” Kent walked over to a large bedroom window looking out on the gorgeous backyard. In each side of the window were niches, and sitting in each niche were large, delicate-looking vases painted with underwater scenes. They also had battery-operated tea lights in them, which Kent lit, and stood back.
“Those are beautiful.”
“Right?” He crossed his arms and slowly shook his head. “I’m telling you, if I was single, I’d be going after him hard and heavy myself. I get a feeling about people really quick, you know? Soon as I met this guy Monday, I knew he was special. I’d planned on inviting you to the party tonight anyway, after we saw you up at the Toucan. But I saw this guy, and thought, damn, I bet you’d like him. That’s why I asked him to come early, so I can go over the rules with him and give you two some alone time before the horde invades us and he’s up to his armpits in dudes wanting a crack at him.”
They returned to the kitchen to rejoin Tim and Paul. Rom was going to ask more questions, but a soft chime from the intercom perked up the other three men.
“And there he is.” Kent grinned. “Ten minutes early. He’s already making a good impression. I’ll be right back.” He left the kitchen.
Tim wore another amused smirk. “Don’t worry. If it doesn’t work out with this guy, Kent will be on the lookout for someone else for you. Now that he’s got his sights set on fixing you up, he won’t be happy until he does. Kind of his hobby.”
“That’s some hobby.”
Paul nodded. “Well, since he’s not allowed to ruin any new guys with his monster, he loves to fix guys up.”
“Ruin guys with his…monster?”
Both men smiled. “Yeah,” Tim said. “It’ll be self-explanatory once the party’s in full swing and you get a look at him naked.”
“Oh, boy.”
The other two men burst out laughing. “That’s one way of saying it,” Paul said.
 
Chapter Six
 
Colton nervously changed clothes about four different times before finally going back to the shorts and button-up casual shirt he’d started with. Kent had assured him casual was fine, because most everyone would be stripping shortly after the party started, anyway. Clothing was usually discouraged past that point, except for a few very special exceptions, or for people there for the first time.
Still, he wanted to set a good first impression for people.
Especially for the guy Kent was going to introduce him to.
Maybe they’d hit it off, maybe they wouldn’t, but from the sound of it, at least Colton would be able to get himself fucked tonight. He’d even cleaned himself out in preparation, and wore a butt plug for about an hour, just to make sure he was ready.
Tonight, he wanted to have fun.
Needed to have fun.
When he rolled up to Kent’s front gate, though, he nearly turned around and bolted.
This guy was money.
Kent had assured him there would be guys there tonight from all income brackets and backgrounds. That Kent was more interested in the quality of a man, rather than his bank account.
Keeping that in mind, Colton rolled his window down, plugged the four-digit code into the gate controller, and took a deep breath as the gate swung open for him.
Here we go.
Kent was already standing outside when Colton parked next to two other cars. Colton grabbed his bag with his towels and flip-flops—and condoms and lube, because he wanted to be prepared—and headed up the walk to meet him.
“Right on time,” Kent said. “Excellent. Come on in, so I can introduce you.”
He led Colton into the kitchen, where Tim and Paul talked with a third man.
Please don’t let him be a bottom!
The guy was maybe five-ten, slender, but not like a twink. Built like a runner or cyclist, maybe. Dark brown hair, glasses, and a short beard and mustache that looked like it might be a recent addition.
His brown gaze met and held Colton’s as Kent introduced them. “Colton, this is Rom. Rom, Colton.”
“Nice to meet you,” Colton said, sticking his hand out.
Rom smiled and shook with him, politely firm, no limp fish there. “It’s very nice to meet you, too.” From the steady, direct way Rom watched him, Colton found himself wanting to sink to his knees.
Kent spoke up. “Let me borrow him for just a moment, Rom, to show him around, then I’ll bring him back.”
The left corner of Rom’s mouth quirked up in a smile. “Yes, please bring him back, Kent. Don’t make me hunt him down because you sniped him from me.”
Kent laughed. “Told you—I’m happily taken, or that would be a valid concern.” Kent led Colton through the house, showed him where he could drop his stuff. “Well?” he softly asked Colton.
“Please tell me he’s a Top?” Colton asked.
“It’s your lucky day. So, we’re good?”
“Absolutely. Thank you.” He set his bag down.
“I just wanted to check, make sure you were okay with him before I turned you loose together.” Kent patted him on the shoulder. “Hey, want to show you something.” He led him to the end of the hall, to a door with a keypad lock on it. After punching in a code, he opened it and pointed. “Look.”
There sat the two vases, in niches next to the window.
Colton’s eyes widened. “That’s perfect!”
“Right? If you want to take pictures, go ahead.”
He blinked back tears as he could almost hear Grammy’s voice in his head crowing about his success with the pieces. He pulled his phone from his back pocket and snapped a couple of wide shots, with both niches and the window visible, then stepped in close to get each one individually, as well as a short video clip. With the lighting, the vertical stripes that were supposed to be seaweed seemed to gently move, just like he’d planned.
“Thanks for showing me,” he said as he scrolled through the pictures.
“Sure.” Kent leaned in. “And, heh, I hope you don’t mind I showed Rom. Told him you made them. He seemed very impressed. And now, back to the kitchen, and I’ll go over the rules for tonight with you.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom hoped he wasn’t drooling as he watched Colton and Kent leave the kitchen.
“Well?” Tim softly asked.
“Oh. My. God.” He turned to the other two men. “Fucking dibs, and I’ll cut a bitch who tries to get in my way.”
The men high-fived each other, and Rom. “Sir’s good,” Paul said. “He’s got a knack for it. Like he can see someone’s aura or something. Daddy and I, we’ve quit doubting him when he says he wants to introduce two people. It’s his secret superpower.”
“Fuckin’ A, he could go into business. Colton is a fucking god.”
In fact, Rom had to reach down and adjust himself in his jeans, because his cock was hard and screaming, begging to drag Colton into the playroom right now, before anyone else got a look at him, and fuck and beat the cutie senseless.
Kent and Colton returned a moment later, and Kent led him and Rom into the living room while Tim and Paul finished preparations for the evening in the kitchen. Rom couldn’t help but stare at the guy. Blond and square-jawed, had to be about six-four, and yes, broad shoulders and a gorgeous fucking ass he wanted to beat, bite, and fuck.
I guess my luck’s turning around.
Once Kent finished going over everything with the man, he smiled. “Any questions?”
Colton shook his head. “I think I’m good.”
“I’ll let you gentlemen chat and get acquainted, then,” Kent said. “Our first guests won’t start arriving for nearly another hour. I wanted you two to have time alone together, and it won’t be held against you if you wish to pair off even before the others arrive.” He dropped them a wink and returned to the kitchen.
Even though Rom was experienced negotiating sex and play, this guy totally had him tongue-tied. “Um, well, for starters, hi.”
Colton smiled. “Hi.”
“Let’s start with the easy part, I guess. Twenty-seven, Top for play and sex. I mean, I’ll catch when I feel like it, but overall, I’m a Top.”
“Thirty-two. Definitely a bottom. And I’m long overdue a good hard scene.”
While Rom wanted to drag him down to the playroom, he knew he needed to take a deep breath and take this slow. This wasn’t just a weekend-fuck kind of guy.
He hoped.
Rom wanted to know more about him. “I loved the vases Kent showed me. They’re gorgeous.” The man had huge hands. But now that Rom was looking at them more closely, he could see they were also soft, with long, nimble fingers, much like his own. Except Rom’s were smaller.
Colton’s expression brightened, adorable. “Thanks. I run a ceramics studio.” He whipped out his phone and Rom found himself dangerously sliding close to an immediate infatuation even as he slid closer to the guy on the sofa so he could look at more pictures.
Not just vases, either, but sculptures and other kinds of items.
“These are beautiful. Where’s your place?”
“Over on Venice Island. Right off the main street. Little slow this time of year, so I also work part-time as a personal trainer.”
“How’d you get started in this?”
Colton blushed, and it took every last ounce of self-control in Rom’s body not to grab him and kiss him right there. “My grandmother. It was her store. I loved being there, and learned so much from her. I started living with her when I was twelve. I’ve always helped her run it. I…I lost her four years ago.”
“I’m so sorry.”
“Yeah, other than my aunt and uncle, she was my only family.”
“I’m an orphan, too, except I have an older brother. He raised me.”
Colton’s expression darkened. “I wasn’t exactly orphaned,” he said. “I was disowned and discarded.”
Yikes. “At twelve?”
“Yep. I thought they’d be okay with a gay son. Turned out not so much. Grammy raised me from that point on. She loved me unconditionally, nurtured me and my art. I don’t know where I’d be if it wasn’t for her.”
Gawd, now all he wanted to do was bundle the cutie up and take him home and hold him.
“Mine wasn’t exactly like that. Our parents…died.”
Let’s see how far we get after tonight. Only then would he open up and tell Colton the full truth. It wasn’t a story he liked to share with people. Hell, even the people at work didn’t know the story.
Rom opted to change conversational directions. Tonight, he wanted to have fun. “I’m definitely interested in playing with you tonight, if you want to. I won’t be a dick if you’re not into me, though.”
“I’m definitely interested.”
“Excellent. Then let’s talk limits and play…”
During their conversation, Rom was wishing he was a religious person so he’d have a deity to give thanks to as he stared at Colton.
Holy.
Fucking.
Shitballs.
Once Rom thought they’d covered all the conversational territory he needed to for their play, he smiled. “Still want to play?”
The six-four blond Adonis—and that wasn’t even a cliché, because he was a fucking Adonis—smiled at him. “Oooh, yes. I heard there was a playroom?”
Rom nodded, hoped he wasn’t drooling, and finally found his voice. “Yeah. I brought my implement bag with me.”
“Cool.”
Rom stood and led the way back to the kitchen, where the three men were talking. “We’d like to use the playroom,” Rom said.
Kent smiled and clapped his hands together. “Excellent! My boy will let you in the playroom and give you the basic rules tour for that special play area.” He leaned in and dropped his voice. “If you two end up hitting it off and wish to spend the night, you can have the use of our guest room. But keep that quiet. So there’s no need to rush, hmm? Take your time. Enjoy.”
Kent patted Rom on the shoulder before he headed out of the room, apparently in search of what sounded like a ringing cell phone.
Paul offered them a smile. “Follow me, please, gentlemen.” He led them down the hall, pausing while they grabbed their things from the spare bedroom, before leading them to the playroom door. There, he punched in a four-digit code and showed it to them.
“You can use that code,” Paul said. “And here’s the rules for this room.” Paul pointed at a copy of them posted on the wall, right inside the door. “A little stricter than the rest of the house, and if you don’t follow them, you’ll likely lose not just playroom access, but won’t get any more party invites. But let me show you around first before you read them. Mostly, the big thing is to make sure to clean anything you use, even if all you do is take it out of a bag or bin and look at it, and leave it in the bin in the bathroom for us to sanitize later. We prefer to take the extra step to clean it. Definitely clean up after yourself.”
The closet in there was a well-stocked fetish store in and of itself, Implements, cuffs, collars, blindfolds, gags—insertable toys.
Items like the insertables, blindfolds, and gags were each stored in a clear zipper-top bag with a date written on the bag in permanent marker.
“That’s when we last sanitized it and put it in the bag. Kent’s a little OCD about cleanliness, but that’s cool, because we can guarantee everything is probably cleaner than it was when it left its original factory. We rewash everything that gets used, even if it looks clean when it’s put in the bathroom bin for used items. Fresh bag used every time, obviously. The dildos and stuff actually go through a cycle in a specially dedicated dishwasher we have in the utility room just for this purpose.”
Five minutes later, Paul was leaving them alone and closing the playroom door behind him with a smile.
Rom turned to his wet dream on legs and smiled. “You ready?”
Colton nodded, his brown gaze focused on Rom. “You have nooo idea how ready.”
Rom pointed at the floor in front of him. “Then let’s get a few more things out of the way.”
 
Chapter Seven
 
Colton slid to his knees and stared up at Rom. The more time Colton spent talking with Rom, the harder his cock grew.
This guy was perfect, for him. Well, so far. Time would tell if he was a dick or not, or how good of a Top he was.
For this moment in time, though, all Colton wanted to do was turn himself over to Rom.
The man nudged his glasses higher on his nose before he crossed his arms over his chest. Colton wanted to rub his face all over Rom’s and feel the other man’s beard against his cheeks, wondered what it’d feel like between his thighs…
Damn, Colton couldn’t stop wondering what the man would look like naked.
This was the first time he’d been able to kneel for someone in too damn long.
Rom wore a sexy, studious look on his face as he stared down at Colton.
“Is sex on the table for tonight?” Rom asked. “Again, it won’t hurt my feelings if you want to wait, but I’m definitely open to it.”
“Yes, please.” Oh, god, please!
“I’m going to say wrapped for intercourse tonight. But do you want wrapped or raw for oral? Your choice.”
Colton knew his mouth was watering and he didn’t even care. “Raw, please.” The thought of getting that man’s cock into his mouth made his cock throb in his shorts.
“Marks. I know you’re a personal trainer, so I’m guessing marks are a no?”
“I can wear pants and a T-shirt to hide marks. So nothing below the elbows.”
“Mmm.” Rom’s gaze narrowed even as his smile widened. “How do you feel about marks, though?”
“Don’t carve me up like a brisket, but don’t hesitate to go heavy on me. I can take it.”
“That didn’t exactly answer my question.”
“I like looking at marks the next day. Been too damn long since I’ve had any to look at.”
“Here’s my deal. I don’t mind playing around and swinging, but if I’m in a relationship, I’m monogamous. I don’t have a problem with it if we get done here tonight and you want to keep your options open. If we’re going to do this on a regular basis, and maybe have a trial period, I’m going to need exclusivity for that. Won’t ask for it right now, because you might hate me after we finish. But keep that in mind.”
“I’m good with that, Sir.” Colton thought he’d try the title out and found it tasted good rolling off his tongue.
Rom’s gaze narrowed even more. “Mmm. Keep calling me that and it might become a requirement.”
“I’d be okay with that, Sir,” Colton said.
Rom stepped forward and stroked Colton’s head, massaging his scalp. Colton’s eyes dropped closed and he softly moaned, tipping his head forward to rest it against Rom.
Where, through Rom’s jeans, he felt the outline of a very hard cock awaiting him.
Holy shitballs, he’s hung!
“I can’t stand a cheater,” Rom quietly said. “If it’s not working for me, I’ll be honest and tell you. I’d rather stay friends than end up enemies. I ask the same courtesy in return.”
Colton nodded a little, trying not to lose contact with Rom’s body. “Yes, Sir. Ditto.”
“You’re dying to explore, aren’t you?” Rom sounded amused.
“Yes, Sir.”
His hands cupped Colton’s head. “Hands behind your back.”
Colton complied. Rom guided him, letting him mouth his cock through his jeans, and yes, thank you, the guy was a respectable size, from what Colton could tell.
After a couple of minutes of that, Rom made Colton tip his head back and met his gaze. “I like to be in charge,” Rom said. “In the bedroom, and out of the bedroom. I like things the way I like them. I believe in informed consent, so here’s a future preview of me for you. Your business would be off-limits, of course, even if doing something that makes my eye twitch. But I won’t ease things up regarding issues that are between us. If anything, they’ll only get stricter as we grow more comfortable with each other.
“So keep that in mind when you’re thinking about all of this. The way I am now is the most relaxed I will be about things with you. I know that’s kind of backward from how most people are, but I’m honest about it and I own it. I expect that, the more you get to know me, the less I’ll have to tell you to remember, or that you won’t forget the way I want you to do certain things. If I have to keep telling you to do them, or how to do them, unless you give me a reason why you’re having trouble and discuss it with me like an adult, I’m going to assume what we have isn’t working for you. Don’t tell me—show me. Words mean nothing to me if they aren’t accompanied by actions.”
Colton was in Heaven right now. Someone who wanted to take charge and take things out of his hands?
Yes, please!
Rom let him go back to nuzzling his cock again. “Yes, Sir,” Colton mumbled against the front of Rom’s jeans.
Rom’s fingers deliciously massaged Colton’s scalp. “When we’re spending personal time together, I expect your attention to be on me. No phone distractions, no texting and Facebook with others, unless I’ve said it’s free time. Doesn’t mean you won’t have time for that, but I will specify personal time for us and expect it to be just that. We might be fucking or we might be snuggled on the couch watching TV, but your attention will be on me, because my attention will be on you.”
Colton wasn’t expecting the prickle of tears that hit him at that declaration. “Yes, Sir.”
Rom’s grip gentled. He tipped Colton’s head back again. “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing, Sir.”
“That wasn’t a nothing tone. Another of my rules will be you don’t lie to me, you don’t play verbal games with me, you don’t get to be passive-aggressive. Even if it’s an uncomfortable truth, I want the truth.”
Colton needed a moment to process it, put it into words. “I haven’t had anyone in my life like that except Grammy. And I lost her four years ago. I mean, the attention. She was the same way. If we were eating, or talking, her full attention was on me, and she expected the same.”
Rom’s expression looked guarded, but even the thoughtfulness Colton found there was still sexy as hell.
Rom scratched the top of Colton’s head. “Yeah, I have some issues of my own in that department. Let’s see how we like each other after tonight, then we can do a lot of heavy talking about that.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Fair warning—if we take this to a serious level, another requirement of mine is I also get full access to all your social media, e-mail, your phone, all of that. But, in return, you get that with me, too. Fair’s fair, for that. Completely equal footing. And I won’t sneak around behind you to check it. If I ask to see a device, hand it over. Likewise, if you tell me you want to see my phone, I’ll hand it over. Trust is a very important thing to me. If I don’t have trust, I can’t have a relationship with someone.”
Colton shivered. “I want that, Sir.”
He nodded. “Anything you need or want to add to all of that tonight?”
Colton didn’t want to break eye contact with Rom. There was something so…soothing about his brown gaze. Like a quiet strength.
Like a man who knew who he was and didn’t feel he needed to prove anything. Colton had quit counting the number of guys he’d turned down at the gym who hit on him—and women, but mostly guys—who seemed to have something to prove.
Colton felt like one of those kids’ picture games, the little metal flakes on the picture, where you used a magnet to drag them around and create new images.
Like he was the scattered flakes of iron ore, and Rom was the magnet gently drawing him together again into a recognizable whole.
He realized Rom was still waiting for him to answer.
“Not tonight, Sir,” he said.
Rom stroked Colton’s hair. “I don’t have anywhere to be in the morning, although I am going to dinner at my brother’s house tomorrow night.”
“Me, either.”
Rom slowly nodded. Then it felt like his mood—hell, the whole atmosphere in the room—shifted into darkly serious territory. “My thing about honesty goes both ways.” His lips curled a little in a smile. “You are fucking gorgeous, dude. I mean, that’s not the only reason I’m playing with you, but…damn. I honestly can’t understand why you’re playing with me right now.”
“Because I think raw honesty is hot as fuck. I’m attracted to you because you’re not…posturing. I need to be attracted to a guy to sleep with him. I see buff, pretty guys all the time at the gym, and they’re usually either jerks or idiots, if they’re available. I haven’t been attracted to a guy in a couple of years the way I’m attracted to you right now. I like that you’re honest.”
“Fair enough.” Rom sighed. “Fair warning—I have some emotional triggers of my own. I’m going to need some time before I can explain them to you. But everything we’ve covered tonight in terms of rules and expectations covers my triggers, too.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Rom finally smiled again. The sheer gleeful evil there made Colton’s cock throb. “Red, yellow, and green for safewords. ‘Ow, motherfucker’ is not a safeword, and will only make me want to hit you more and harder.”
The air in the room had shifted again, back to fun and relaxed.
Colton smiled. “Maybe that’s what I have in mind, Sir.”
“Excellent. Then hopefully you’ll still like me when we’re finished.”
“What would you like me to do now, Sir?”
Rom’s evil grin made Colton’s cock throb even harder. “You can strip for me, boy.”
 
Chapter Eight
 
If Rom didn’t know Colton had his heart set on a scene, he’d willingly skip the beating and go right to the sex.
Fucking.
Gorgeous.
The man’s body was tight, and yes, the Adonis belt was completely appropriately named on Colton. Even better, he trimmed his body hair, leaving him pleasantly short all over. And his cock.
Oh, thank you!
A little longer and thicker than his own, and already rigid, standing out from Colton’s body. No teeny-weeny steroid peenie on this guy.
Colton didn’t have cuffs or a collar, so Rom grabbed what he needed from the closet, adding a ball gag and blindfold for extra measure. Then he turned to study the man and pointed at the floor again.
Rom sucked in a sharp breath as Colton knelt without hesitation. He’d love nothing more than to grab Colton’s head and start fucking his face right now, but he needed to have patience.
The guy deserved to have a good scene and see Rom at his most ruthless.
Well, maybe not most ruthless. He didn’t want to scare him off.
I’ll need to buy him his own cuffs and collar.
Wait, what?
Rom really didn’t want to take the time to unpack that thought at that moment, but…yeah. He could already see himself with the guy for more than just tonight.
That was a terrifying thought, too.
He walked over to him. “Hands up.”
Colton looked up and met Rom’s gaze as he perfectly held his hands up in front of him, not like he was reaching for the sky for a robbery, but at the perfect height for Rom to buckle the cuffs onto his wrists.
Jesusfuck, he was beautiful.
Normally, Rom wasn’t a shallow or superficial kind of guy, but he didn’t usually have partners who were this damn good-looking, either.
Then he buckled the collar around Colton’s neck. It was something he could also picture him doing far into the future, countless times.
Rom buried his fingers in the man’s blond hair and tipped his head back again, staring down into his eyes. “Pain before pleasure,” he hoarsely said, his own cock screaming for relief. “Bench, cross, or bed? If you pick the bed, I expect you to stay in position without being restrained. If you don’t think that’s possible, then pick the bench or cross.”
Passion burned in Colton’s eyes. “Bed, Sir.”
Rom snapped his fingers and pointed. “Over the end of it, feet on the floor, hands flat on the mattress and head down. Put a towel down first.”
Colton jumped up to comply.
Rom put on music with his phone, patched into the Bluetooth speaker conveniently provided. He picked a Pandora station he loved to scene to, a mixture of heavy rock. Meanwhile, Colton patiently waited where Rom had ordered him to, bent over the end of the bed.
Rom hadn’t opened the blindfold yet. He grabbed the bag and dropped it back in its bin in the closet.
Fuck it, he wanted to see his boy’s eyes, the pain, the tears, the passion and pleasure. He grabbed the ball gag and buckled that on Colton before he did anything else. Absolutely, this was going to get loud.
Very loud.
First things first…
Before he even unzipped his own gear bag, Rom stood behind Colton, nudging his feet farther apart with his own and grabbing his hips. Like this, Colton would be at the perfect fuckable height. Colton groaned and rocked back, grinding his ass against Rom.
“That’s what I like to see.” Rom delivered a bare-handed slap to Colton’s right ass cheek, then the left, not too hard but wanting to gauge his true tolerance.
Man didn’t even flinch.
Excellent.
He stepped it up, until he was bare-handed spanking him as hard as he could, turning the man’s ass beautiful shades of pink and red, and Colton acted eager for more.
Rom couldn’t help it—he leaned in and bit the man’s gorgeous fucking ass, one bite on each cheek, kissing and soothing the bites with his lips after.
This.
Man.
He grabbed his implement bag and started setting things out.
We are going to have some fun tonight.
 
* * * *
 
Colton struggled not to hump himself against the bed. And when Rom bit him, he had to force himself not to beg for his fucking now. The rational part of his mind understood what Rom was doing—that the Dom was sizing him up, seeing how much he could take.
Except so far, Rom had been perfect.
Rom started off slow with the implements, quickly building up steam once he saw Colton’s tolerance for them. Floggers first, followed by straps, various paddles, and canes.
Rom played him like an instrument, and Colton knew he could quickly grow addicted to playing with him.
Colton fisted the sheets and arched his back, loving every bit of pain, of heat, of mind-numbing agony rolling through his body and sending him straight into subspace.
Holy fuck.
It was difficult for him to reach subspace. Or, it used to be. Then again, it’d been a long time since he’d played.
Except Rom was good. Really good. Colton suspected Rom would never have trouble helping him achieve subspace. Not if he was this good and barely knew him. He could only imagine how good he’d be once he got to know Colton’s body and mind better.
I hope he’ll want to keep playing with me.
Colton lost all track of time as Rom worked over his back, his ass, the backs of his thighs. At one point, Rom stretched out next to him on the bed, hooked his arm under Colton’s head and fisted his hair, drawing him close to kiss him around the ball gag. But Colton kept his hands in position, where he’d started, unwilling to disobey Rom unless he ordered Colton to move.
As Rom kissed him, Colton felt Rom’s other hand on his ass. Then he delivered another series of bare-handed impacts that had Colton moaning around the ball gag.
“Mmm-hmm,” Rom whispered. “That’s what I want to hear. Is my boy ready for his reward?”
Colton tried to nuzzle his face against Rom’s, but Rom’s fist in his hair held him immobile. “Yeth, Thir,” he mumbled around the gag.
Rom’s tongue lightly traced Colton’s lips. “Going to have to get you your own ball gag,” he whispered. “Because that’s sexy as fuck.”
Colton whined, wishing he could kiss the man, suck his cock.
Beg him to never stop doing this with him.
Rom finally unfastened the ball gag and removed it from him. Then he pulled Colton in for another kiss, slanting their lips together and devouring each other.
Oh, fucking yeah!
The guy was a damned good kisser, too.
“You can move now, boy,” he murmured against Colton’s lips. “And A+ for not moving before I told you to. That was impressive.” Rom rolled onto his back.
Colton climbed on top of him, straddling him, kissing him. “Please, Sir,” he begged between kisses.
Rom’s hands settled on his hips and squeezed. “Someone’s eager.”
“Someone’s desperately horny, Sir.”
He felt Rom toe off his sneakers. “Then get me naked and let me feel that mouth of yours on my cock to convince me to let you ride me.”
Colton’s hands were trembling, he was so eager to please this man. He managed to unbutton Rom’s shirt without ripping the buttons clean off. Yep, his guess was right—the guy was fucking gorgeous under his clothes, lean planes of muscle that he wanted to lick and trace with his tongue.
Mostly, he was eager to get Rom’s cock in his mouth. He worked his way down to his jeans and managed to get them unfastened. Rom’s hands settled on his head as he fished his cock out and swallowed him to the root, both of them moaning over it.
 
* * * *
 
Fuck!
Rom wasn’t sure he might not explode from the sizzling perfection of Colton’s mouth around his cock. “Easy,” he hissed. “I don’t want to go off too soon.”
He lifted his head to find Colton watching him even as he went down on Rom, and it was beyond fucking sexy.
He was perfect.
Don’t think that right now. It’s too damn soon.
But it sure felt perfect.
There was the benefit that Kent had introduced them, although Rom didn’t know Kent beyond servicing his bank accounts.
Although Colton was welcomed to service Rom however he damn well wanted, at this rate.
“Grab a condom,” Rom said. He patted Colton on the head to get him to let go, and sat up so he could shrug off his shirt.
Colton still wore a sweetly glazed look in his eyes when Rom pointed to where he’d grabbed condoms and lube from his bag and left them on the nightstand.
He stood and finished stripping, then shoved Colton back onto the bed. “On second thought, I want to fuck you like this for the first time.” He wanted his cock buried inside the man, right now.
Colton lubed himself while Rom rolled the condom on, then knelt between the larger man’s thighs. Colton held his legs spread wide and pulled back while Rom nudged into position.
“How you want it, baby?”
“Hard, Sir. I’m more than ready.”
Rom kept his gaze fixed on Colton’s as he slammed home, something good inside him twisting a little tighter at the sexy way Colton bit down on his lower lip at the intrusion.
He pulled Colton’s legs around his waist and braced his hands by his head, leaning in to kiss him. “Give me a minute,” Rom gasped. “You feel so fucking good.”
Colton’s hands roamed everywhere, down Rom’s back, in his hair, playing with Rom’s nipples, his own nipples, nonstop exploration. Meanwhile, his ass, that gorgeous fucking delicacy with the matching Adonis belt to go with it, was grabbing at Rom’s cock in a way that threatened to make him go off right there.
He stared down into Colton’s eyes. “I promise if I blow too soon we’ll have a round two of this as soon as I recover.”
Colton grinned. “I was hoping for at least a round three, Sir.”
“You okay with spending the whole night here?”
He draped his arms around Rom’s neck. “I was hoping we could, Sir.”
“Okay, so yeah, that’s a rule now. You call me Sir. I did warn you.”
Colton pulled him in for a kiss. “Yes, Sir.”
“Fuck!” Rom started fucking him, unable to hold back. “I need this one, buddy, sorry.” He rode him hard, feeling the man’s rigid cock rubbing between them. Every perfect fantasy he’d ever had made real, into flesh and blood, and now he was the lucky bastard pounding his cock into him.
The climax hit him hard and fast and he didn’t even try to hold back as his eyes fell closed. He already knew he’d be able to get it up again soon enough, and could pass that time going down on Colton.
By the time he finished and fell still, trying to catch his breath, he dared risking a look and spotted Colton’s playful smile.
“What?”
“Glad to know I’m not the only one tonight’s had an effect on, Sir.”
“Got that fucking right.” Rom kissed him, then pulled out to go clean up in the bathroom. “Don’t move.”
When he returned, Colton was in the same position, and Rom climbed up onto the bed. “Okay, your turn. No permission needed—tonight.”
He bent his head to Colton’s cock, wrapped his fingers around the base, and slowly swirled his tongue along the head. The raw, pure lust in the deep moan that rolled from the man already had Rom’s cock twitching again with renewed interest.
It didn’t take him long to get the man over, and yes, he swallowed. Because Rom was hoping they’d be doing this a lot, exclusively, for a long, long time.
Like hell would he miss out on this experience with him.
He glanced up as Colton’s cock erupted and found his helpless, needy O face the sexiest thing he’d ever seen in his life.
Yeah, going to repeat this again as soon as possible.
Just because he was a Top didn’t mean he didn’t like going down on a guy.
But now that they’d both sated their immediate needs, Rom crawled up the bed and kissed him, loving how Colton clung to him, wrapped himself around him. Rom rolled to his side, taking the other man with him.
“How was that for a warm-up?” Rom joked.
Colton’s laughter sounded even sexier than his moans. “That was fucking fantastic, Sir. I hope you keep the beard—that was amazing.”
Rom rubbed his face in Colton’s hair, loving the texture of it, a little coarser than his own but shorter than his, too. “It’s a work in progress.”
 
* * * *
 
Colton tipped his head back to study him. “I don’t want to freak you out, but can we get together and go out this week? And next weekend? And…can I just call dibs on you, for now?”
“Yes, but we’re not done getting together tonight yet. You don’t have to share me with anyone except my brother and sister-in-law… and I just realized how creepy and wrong that sounded while I said it. Sorry.”
Colton laughed. “I knew what you meant, but thanks for the clarification.” He finally noticed the bracelet on Rom’s right wrist. “What’s that?”
“Oh, allergy alert. Peanuts. No peanut butter, no peanut oil—nothing. So please don’t eat a PB&J before you kiss me.”
“How allergic?”
“That bulge you’ll usually feel in the pocket of my slacks might be that I’m happy to see you, but is also probably my EpiPen.”
“Yikes.”
“Yeah. I’m really careful. Fortunately, I haven’t had a reaction in a couple of years.”
“Kent must have meant you when he invited me. He mentioned someone was allergic.” Colton was already mentally inventorying everything he’d need to throw out at his apartment, and how to make the sign he’d hang on the door, and in the snack area in the shop, and warning Aunt Roberta and the other women who worked there part-time and taught, and—
“Hey, where’d you go?”
Colton blinked and stared at him. “Huh?”
“You were a million miles away there, all of a sudden.”
Colton’s face heated, but he wouldn’t lie. “Planning.”
“Planning what?”
He told him, all while Rom’s fingers traced patterns up and down his arm, over his pecs, played with his nipple. “Sorry if that’s creepy,” he finished.
Rom smiled. “I think it’s sweet, thank you.” He sighed, sounding contented. “Anything you want to ask me?”
“Yeah, actually. Is Rom short for something?”
He snorted. “Yeah, it is. Hard limit, you’re not allowed to call me that, either.”
“I’d have to know what it is to not call you that.”
He sighed. “Romeo. Romeo Allen Quinn.”
“No shit?”
“Yeah. Chad said Mom had watched Romeo + Juliet with Leonardo DiCaprio about fifty times while she was pregnant. She loved Shakespeare and especially that retelling.”
“Yikes.”
“Yeah. But they called me Rom, or Rommy.” He kissed him. “You can call me Rommy, if you want. I used to catch hell for ‘Romeo’ when I was in school. Gawd. Freshman year, English class sucked. We read the play then.”
“I like the Allen part, though.” He nuzzled noses with him. “Rom the Dom.”
He snorted. “Not the first time I’ve heard that, either.”
They talked, and kissed…and kissing turned into fucking, which turned into a nap, and then more fucking.
All evening, Colton had been aware of noises and music and partygoers in the rest of the house, but the distractions hadn’t penetrated into this sweet, sexy, dreamy bubble he now found himself in.
Finally, Rom sat up and glanced at the time before leaning in for a kiss. “Stay.”
“Where are you going?” He watched him grab a towel and wrap it around his hips.
“I’m going to go ask Kent if it’s okay if we just stay in here all night, or if we need to vacate it. I’ll be right back.” He slipped out the door, closing it behind him.
Rom returned a few minutes later, a smile on his face. “Holy crap, that man is hung. You feel like watching for a few minutes, or you want to snuggle?”
Colton didn’t want to get out of bed. “Snuggle, Sir.”
Colton would kill for the sweet smile Rom gave him. He grabbed two cold bottles of water from the small fridge there, ditched the towel, and returned to bed after handing him a water.
“Good news is, Paul said they don’t have anyone else wanting to use the playroom tonight, so we’re welcomed to stay here all night. We can also raid the kitchen, if we want.” He took a long drink from his water.
“Who’s hung?”
“Kent. Apparently it’s called the monster.” He held his hand out, indicating the circumference. “No shit, he’s like a beer can. He’s plowing Tim right now in front of an audience.”
“You’re kidding.”
“No, put on a towel and go take a look.”
“Only if you come with me.” He didn’t want to have to dodge hands.
“Sure.”
They both grabbed towels and Rom held his hand to lead him out there, Colton a little embarrassed by the catcalls and comments.
Which was…weird, because normally, that wouldn’t faze him at all. In fact, he usually played along and it’d gotten him laid, in the past.
Rom kept an arm around his waist as they watched. On a piece of the sectional sofa, Tim was riding Kent…
“Oh my gawd!” he whispered to Rom.
“Right?”
Kent spotted them, grinned, and gave them a thumbs-up. They both gave him one in reply, and then Colton tugged on Rom’s arm. “Okay, I’m good, let’s go. Please?”
“Sure.”
Once they were locked in the playroom again, Rom looked amused. “Want to talk about that?”
“About what?”
“Your reaction.”
Colton sighed. “I guess it’d be different if I was by myself. I don’t feel right about it since we’re…”
Rom arched an eyebrow at him. “Since we’re what?”
“I…I guess I don’t know what we are.”
Rom backed him toward the bed. “How about we’re in an exploratory phase where we’ll stay monogamous unless we decide it’s not working for us?”
Colton felt relief wash through him. “Perfect, Sir.”
It was well after three in the morning, and the house had gone quiet around them, before they finally wore each other out for good and crashed.
As Colton fell asleep with his head nestled against Rom’s shoulder, he wondered if this was what love at first sight felt like.
 
Chapter Nine
 
The next Saturday night, Rom drove over to Colton’s, picking up a pizza on the way.
This is really happening!
The past week seemed to have passed in the blink of an eye. No matter what Rom did, he couldn’t seem to keep his mind off the man for any length of time. Colton was like a huge mix of playful puppy and love god. In fact, something Rom wanted to do eventually was try Colton in puppy gear. The thought of the man in a hood and kneepads and on all fours was enough to harden Rom’s cock in a painfully good way.
He didn’t want to play tonight, though. He wanted to talk, and he definitely wanted sex, if Colton wanted it.
But they needed to hash out a few things before more play happened. This wasn’t a one-off, rocks-off kind of situation between them.
This was starting to look really serious.
Have-a-talk kind of serious.
Because they’d gone out on a double date on Wednesday night with Chad and Ina, who both gave Rom their seal of approval on the guy.
That was in addition to getting together at Rom’s place or Colton’s every other night that week, and fucking and sucking each other’s brains out.
It was starting to become a wonderful habit. The only thing they hadn’t done was sleep over yet, only because of Colton’s early morning schedule.
But tonight was about popping that cherry. They could sleep in all day tomorrow, if they wanted.
Fortunately, the guy who was supposed to show up last Sunday for dinner at Chad and Ina’s had cancelled at the last minute due to car trouble, which had been a relief to Rom. He hadn’t been looking forward to explaining to anyone that he was already in what he hoped would end up being a relationship of some permanence and importance.
The past week had only reinforced that, with every text, every call, every kiss, every moan and pinch and gasp and smack.
This was looking…serious.
When he arrived, Rom grabbed his bag and the pizza from his car and nervously rang the bell. When Colton buzzed him in, Rom took a deep breath and headed inside.
This isn’t any different than what we’ve already done.
In fact, it was one of the most vanilla things the two of them had done so far, just having dinner, talking, and chilling.
It was the talking part knotting Rom’s stomach in a bad way right now. He wanted more with Colton—a lot more.
Except he needed to know Colton understood where he was coming from before he invested too much of his heart into this and got it broken.
But when the door at the top of the stairs opened and Colton’s smiling face appeared, all doubts vanished from Rom’s mind. His blond boy’s beaming gaze was focused on him.
Or maybe the pizza, he wasn’t totally sure, but Rom figured a good chunk of Colton’s smile was for him.
He hoped.
After dinner they sat on the couch, Rom stretched out, but he’d left his clothes on despite wanting to be naked. He’d taken off his glasses and lay with his head in Colton’s lap and their fingers laced together, the TV off and music playing instead.
“We should have our serious talk now.”
Colton’s brow furrowed. “Is this going to be bad? Is this where you’re going to tell me it’s been fun, but—”
“No!” Rom squeezed his hand. “Not at all. This is where I need to tell you about me. Remember our talk Saturday night at Kent’s, where I said I had triggers?”
Colton nodded.
“So, I told you Chad and Ina basically raised me. Not basically—they did raise me.”
“Yeah.”
“I never told you how our parents died.” He took a deep breath, remembering the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach that day in high school, in the school library, when he researched the newspaper archives and started finding out more about what happened.
How he’d had to run to the bathroom to puke.
How it’d taken him days to finally work up the nerve to ask Chad about what really happened.
 
* * * *
 
Colton could tell how much reliving this was hurting Rom, but he fought the urge to tell him he didn’t have to say it if he didn’t want to. Without his glasses on, Rom looked even younger, more vulnerable despite the beard and mustache.
They were tough memories, but it was obvious Rom was determined to put this on the table tonight, and Colton wouldn’t shut him down. So he stroked Rom’s silky brown hair with his left hand while holding on to Rom’s hand with his right.
He never wanted to let go.
“I guess,” Rom said, “that Dad made decent money. He was a salesman or something. Lot of road trips. Well, he went to Orlando a lot, and it wasn’t until the police investigation that they figured out why. Wasn’t just for work. He’d met a woman who worked for a company over there. Married, but bad marriage, and she’d left the guy, ahead of a divorce. Dad was having an affair with her, and the guy caught them. Confronted them at a hotel on a Thursday night. Dad left, but I guess the guy got his tag and figured out who he was from that.
“Dad came home that night, and Chad said he said something to Mom about plans changed, to explain why he was home early. Chad didn’t really pay attention. The next day, I went to school, and Chad went to his college classes. Mom wasn’t working. She was going to enroll in college the upcoming semester, now that I was in first grade. Going back to earn her degree. I guess I was an oopsie baby. Mom thought she was in menopause and they got careless with birth control.
“The cops said that the guy probably showed up not long after I caught the bus. Or maybe he waited until after I did, we don’t know. We’ll never know. Based on the 911 call from the mailman a little after noon, best guess is they were dead four to five hours. He apparently killed his wife the night before. They didn’t have any kids.”
“Holy shit,” Colton muttered, squeezing Rom’s hand.
“Yeah.” He took a deep, shuddering breath and blew it out again. “Hence why I’m pro-honesty and anti-cheating.”
“I guess so.”
“Guy killed Dad first, they think, then Mom. He might not have been meaning to kill Mom, but it looks like she really fought back. They think he killed Dad in the entryway, so he might have opened the door to order the guy to leave. Shot him. Mom had defensive wounds, and the guy had some, too. He’d strangled her. Then he killed himself with the last bullet in his gun. Mailman found them, and the police talked to neighbors, who told him about me and Chad.”
Rom swallowed hard. “I’ll never forget the look on Chad’s face when he picked me up at school. There was a deputy with him. They were still trying to sort everything out and didn’t know if there was another perpetrator involved or not, so they wanted to protect us. That was before they found his wife and the note he’d left there with her.”
Rom needed a moment. “I’ll never forget how Chad looked…haunted. I started crying right away, because I knew something bad must have happened. Chad never picked me up from school. Sometimes he took me, if I missed the bus or something, because he drove almost right past it on his way to classes. But he worked part-time after class.”
“How old was he?”
“Twenty. He became a dad to a five-year-old at twenty.”
“Holy crap.”
“I know. He could have bailed on me. He could have dumped me on an aunt or something, but he didn’t. The neighbors banded together and pitched in with fundraisers and stuff to help us out, to clean the house up because it was a mess from the attack, paid for their funerals, everything like that. We had no money, and he couldn’t access their bank accounts. It took Chad a few weeks to figure out that there was a life insurance policy and get an attorney to help sort it all out, gain access to the bank accounts, legal paperwork to get custody of me, all of that.”
A tear slipped from his eye and trailed down his cheek. “I barely remember them, but what I do remember was only good stuff. Chad refuses to say anything bad about them around me, but I suspect there were things he knows. He never wanted to say anything negative about them around me.”
Colton felt something shift and settle inside him. His low-key, forever-simmering anger at his parents and their abandonment of him had moved off the burner.
Finally.
He’d had Grammy, and his aunt and uncle.
He’d had Grammy’s friends.
He’d still had family. And he’d been old enough to process things, to understand what was going on.
To take a stand for himself.
Rom had been completely helpless.
Colton folded himself around Rom, kissing his forehead, his cheeks, the tip of his nose.
The tracks of his tears.
“I swear, I’ll always be honest with you, Sir.”
He looked up into Colton’s eyes and, for the first time, he realized this was Rom without any walls, without his safeguards or distance.
This was a pipeline to the center of his soul.
Colton wondered how many guys had ever gotten this far with Rom—if any.
“There’s a reason I’m telling you all of this beyond the whole trust and no-cheating issues. It speaks to why I need things the way I need them. I’m not an asshole to be an asshole. I’m a control freak, and I get it, because I felt like life was so out of control from such a young age.”
“I like you being in control, Sir,” Colton admitted. “I had to take control of my life at twelve. I knew Grammy had gay friends, and I didn’t realize my parents were going to have a problem with me being gay. When I came out to them, it really shocked me that they were giving me an actual ultimatum to stop being gay. As if.
“So I called Grammy, in tears, and she was there like, in fifteen minutes. Came in screaming at my parents for making me cry. She had about ten friends all show up right behind her with trucks and stuff. I was twelve. Not like I had a lot, but they packed everything I had, down to the bare walls, and moved me into Grammy’s. I spent the next couple of days crying, but I realized after that I always had felt like I could be myself around her. My parents were always correcting me for saying or doing the wrong thing, like I wasn’t a perfect little clone or something. It nearly killed me losing her.”
“I wish I could’ve met her,” Rom said. “She sounds like she was a great lady.”
“I think she would’ve loved you. Aunt Roberta loves you, and they usually liked the same people.”
Rom reached up, hooked a hand around the back of Colton’s neck, and pulled him in for another kiss. “Chad and Ina seem to be crazy about you.” He playfully smiled. “I’m sure they don’t have things right about who’s in charge, though. Which is fine. I’ll have fun confusing the heck out of them and watching them try to figure things out.”
Colton chuckled. “You are a sadist, Sir.”
“Yes, I am.” He stroked Colton’s cheek. “Does that kind of explain me better?”
Colton nodded. “I was good accepting you how you were, even without the explanation, but thank you for telling me.”
“That’s not information for others, either. If someone asks, my parents died, and I don’t like to talk about it. Period.”
“Understood.” He tipped his head again to kiss him. His cock twitched at the possessive way Rom held the back of his neck, taking control of the kiss until all Colton wanted to do was take him to bed. “I guess it’s hard for both of us to trust,” Colton added. “Maybe that’s why we seem to get each other so well.”
“Maybe.” Rom studied Colton for a long moment. “What I want to do right now is get naked together in your bedroom.”
He smiled. “Then let’s go do that, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
They did. Rom enjoyed following Colton to his bedroom and watching the man strip.
Fuck, he was gorgeous.
Colton sat on the end of the bed, leaning back and propped on his arms. Rom straddled his lap, facing him. “Someone’s happy to see me.” He reached down and stroked Colton’s cock, rubbing his thumb over the head and gathering pre-cum pearled there along the slit.
“I missed you, Sir.”
Rom slanted his lips over Colton’s and felt his own body vibrate from the hungry moan his sweet puppy god let loose.
From the depths of his soul, Rom knew this would never get old. Not in five months, or five years, or maybe even five decades from now. Feeling how his man wanted him, needed him, he would never get bored with that.
Rom forced himself to end the kiss, smiling when Colton tried to follow him. “Lie back,” he softly told him.
Colton immediately did, his brown gaze smoldering up at him, as if smoke and flames would soon follow, combustion inevitable between them.
The perfect combination of fuel and oxygen and ignition to spark a fire when they were in bed.
Always, from that first night.
He brushed the pads of his thumbs over Colton’s nipples. “I can’t help but think what you’d look like with nipple rings.”
Beneath him, Colton shivered, his flesh sweetly rippling with goosebumps. The way the pink nubs tightened, pebbled, Colton’s cock twitching in time with every stroke of his fingers over them, as if directly tied to them.
Rom slid his hands up, pulling Colton’s arms down so he could tuck them under his legs. Then he climbed up his body, Colton’s mouth automatically opening for him, ready, willing.
He stared down at him, this sweet, gentle god of his, Adonis incarnate. Hopefully without the bittersweet ending to that tale. Then he felt Colton’s hands on his ass, nudging him forward, hints of a smile in his eyes even as he opened his mouth wider, wanting Rom’s cock.
Rom gave him what he wanted, both of them moaning as he slowly plunged his cock between the man’s lips, deep, over his tongue. Moaning again as Colton swallowed and took him even deeper, to the root, into the tight heat of his throat.
Sex had never felt so good, so fun, so perfect with anyone before. Those were qualifiers Rom hated admitting because it made him vulnerable, made him want more with the man.
Made him want everything with Colton.
A ring and a vow and a lifetime together.
Those were what he really wanted with the man, and it terrified him at a visceral level.
It meant he could be hurt and heartbroken, and those were things he avoided like the plague.
Heartbreak could kill.
Heartbreak in the wrong hands could end lives.
Rom backed off, allowing Colton a chance to breathe, but the man’s fingers buried in his ass cheeks pressed again, a silent plea to not stop, to give him more.
Rolling his hips, Rom started fucking Colton’s mouth. Colton massaged his tongue along the underside of Rom’s cock, teasing beneath the head with the tip of his tongue and trying to snake into the slit for another taste at every chance.
God, the man’s mouth was a miracle, a sinfully sexy impossibility. Rom wasn’t sure if he wanted to blow there or in his ass.
Finally, he asked Colton. “You want Sir’s cum like this, or do you want a fucking?”
“Mmmm.” He squeezed Rom’s ass, making it obvious which he was choosing.
“Okay then, baby. Settle in and get comfy.” He shifted position just a little, bracing his arms better and slowing his speed to make it last a while.
That was the drawback to this, that Colton could easily suck one out of him while barely even trying, he was that good with his mouth. It wasn’t that Colton enjoyed giving blowjobs, or that he was good at them, it was that he obviously wanted the recipient to savor them and enjoy them. It wasn’t merely a chore for him.
Usually, Rom wasn’t a jealous man, but he didn’t want to contemplate the existence of anyone Colton had ever gone down on before him. He wanted to live in a universe where he was the only one privileged enough to enjoy this man’s oral talents, past, present, and future, even if he had to fib to himself in the process about it.
Colton’s hands kneaded his ass as Rom closed his eyes and fucked Colton’s mouth.
This could be forever.
The fear added a sweet edge to his pleasure, making it that much harder for him to hold back. He didn’t want to blow too soon. He wanted to forever feel Colton’s lips and tongue on his cock, the sweet heat and delicious suction eagerly working on him.
Forever meant vulnerability, though.
He fisted the covers and tried to hold out. Even though his balls began to tighten. Even as he felt more blood filling his cock, that point of no-return rushing up headlong to meet him.
Colton splayed his fingers along Rom’s ass, the tip of one finger finding the seam and gliding down it, pressing against his rim.
The explosion felt like it’d twist his spine right off at his hips. He threw his head back, back arched as he plunged his cock deep one last time.
Below him, Colton’s eager moans vibrated through his balls, the way his hands squeezed his ass—everything.
It threatened to rip his heart out, and he knew it.
The question was, could he make himself take the risk? Because, damn, it sure felt like one worth taking.
Catching his breath, he pulled out a little despite Colton trying to hold him there. Rom finally sat up and back, so he could stare down at his boy.
He ran his hands through Colton’s hair. “Such a good boy for me.”
Colton responded with a playful smile around the limp cock he refused to relinquish, the corners of his eyes crinkling.
“Okay, your turn.”
But Colton still squeezed Rom’s ass, replying with a muffled, “Uh-uh.”
“How about you let me turn around and I’ll let you keep playing with it while I play with you?”
Colton released his cock with a playful pop that made Rom laugh. “I thought that’d change your mind,” Rom teased.
He quickly turned around to go down on him in a sixty-nine, and Colton’s hands once again sought out his ass, holding on and squeezing Rom’s cheeks like he was the man’s personal stress toy or something.
Not that I mind.
The man’s huge, meaty hands perfectly cupped his ass. It all circled back to feeling like he had a very large, powerful, and potentially dangerous pet at his willing command.
And Colton’s mouth quickly sought out and sucked down Rom’s cock. Rom doubted he’d be able to get it up again quite this soon, especially with the sweet distraction of Colton’s cock in his own mouth.
He chuckled to himself at the muffled, sexy swearing and moans erupting from Colton when Rom swallowed his shaft, licking and sucking, teasing him.
Beneath him, the larger man’s body writhed, using Rom’s body for leverage as he rocked his hips and tried to coax him into going deeper, faster.
Harder.
Rom swallowed him until his nose brushed against Colton’s balls, the warm, musky scent of the man filling his lungs.
There wasn’t a damn thing about his boy that he didn’t love.
That he was quickly starting to feel like he needed.
That brought more fear.
Tonight, he didn’t care. He wanted more of Colton—all of him. He slowly pulled off and swirled his tongue around the head. He wanted to make him blow, to get him to fill Rom’s mouth with ropes of hot cum, wanted his boy to give it all to him.
Every last bit of him. He didn’t want to just own him.
He wanted to possess him.
The thought of dragging it out and making him beg for it briefly crossed Rom’s mind, but then he decided no, he wanted to make him come. Wanted to make him make those noises.
Wanted Colton to come totally undone for him.
A string of muffled and unintelligible swear words rolled from Colton as his cock hardened even more against Rom’s tongue. His hands clamped tighter around Rom’s ass. When the man came it was obvious—a long, low moan that vibrated through Rom’s body, too. Followed by his cum pumping over Rom’s tongue.
That’s what I’m talking about.
Rom finally sat up and turned around so he could lean in and kiss Colton. He pulled him in and tangled his legs around Rom’s, snuggling tight against his chest with Rom’s arms around him.
His big, sweetly sated snuggle puppy.
“Better?” Rom asked.
“Mmm-hmm,” Colton mumbled, already halfway to falling asleep.
That was fine, because so was Rom. And falling asleep with the man in his arms felt like a little slice of Heaven to his Hell-scorched soul.
 
Chapter Ten
 
Sunday morning, Colton lay awake with Rom still asleep in his arms. Overnight, he’d ended up the big spoon, and he didn’t mind at all. The other man’s body perfectly fit along his, and he was struggling not to grind his morning semi along the seam of Rom’s ass and wake him up.
This was real. This was happening.
It was too damned easy to start spinning out fantasies, of life together, a wedding, a honeymoon—them snuggled together just like this twenty or forty years from now, loving each other.
A sweet perfection he desperately wanted to make real no matter how soon it was now.
He wanted Rom.
Eventually, he stirred in Colton’s arms, rolled to face him, one arm slipping around Colton’s waist. “Mmm. I hate mornings.” He tipped his face back for a kiss from Colton. “But waking up to you makes them more bearable.”
“Ditto.”
“How quiet do we have to be today?”
“We probably shouldn’t risk spanking, but this bedroom is over the storeroom, so we should be safe enough that way. Unless you wanted us to go back to your place.”
“Uh-uh. I want to stay here.” He sighed. “But I do want coffee.”
“I stocked up on breakfast food, and got stuff for us for dinner.”
“Oooh, someone just earned a blowjob from Sir later. Once I’ve had coffee.”
“I can take a hint.”
“Good.” Rom kissed him again before letting him out of bed.
After a quick stop by the bathroom, Colton headed out to the kitchen. It felt weird staying totally naked, but he’d closed the blinds last night.
And one of Rom’s rules was that Colton stayed totally naked when alone together.
He had a feeling he’d quickly grow used to it.
After a few minutes, he heard the toilet flush in his bathroom and Rom joined him in the kitchen. “One more thing I want to talk about,” he said.
“This sounds serious.” Although it was difficult for Colton to think with Rom standing there deliciously naked in front of him.
“It is. Don’t tell me you love me unless you mean it for life,” Rom quietly said. “I don’t want to be played. I’d rather spend time together without that hanging over our heads, than you say it and have to take it back later. I’ll do you the same courtesy. If I tell you I love you—that I’m in love with you—it means I’m ready for forever with you.”
Colton nodded. “Me, too.”
“I’d rather you show me. Words mean nothing. I’ll show you how I feel, and you show me how you feel.”
“Yes, Sir. I want that, too.”
“Good.” He smiled. “Sorry to go so heavy and dark there, buddy.”
“No, this is good. Don’t apologize for honesty.”
Rom pulled him in for a kiss. “I’m almost afraid to tell you how good this feels to me. I don’t want to jinx it.”
Colton draped his arms around Rom’s neck. He actually liked that the other man was a little shorter than him, and that he had a slimmer build. He liked feeling protective of his Sir, that when they were together, it was his job to keep an eye out for him.
Him.
Rom’s gaze narrowed as he looked up at him. “What did you just think?”
“Why?”
“Because you got that dreamy look in your eyes.”
Colton’s face heated. Rom had an annoyingly accurate way of pegging him when his mind went off somewhere, and he had to close his eyes as he admitted it to Rom.
But Rom chuckled.
“I kind of like having an attack pet, too,” he said.
Colton opened his eyes to Rom’s playful smile.
“You do?”
“Yeah. I can be your Sir and still like feeling safe with you.”
“I mean, I’m not a ninja or something. I haven’t had to get into a fight since I was out of high school. Usually, people see my size and back off and don’t want to fuck with me.”
“That’s what I mean—I like that. It’s sexy. Big guy like you willingly bends a knee for me and only me. That’s fucking hot, man. You have no idea how hot that is.”
“Yeah, well, if more guys knew how good you were in bed, I’d be fighting them off you.”
Rom smirked. “Nah, you don’t have any competition, buddy. Trust me, I’m not going anywhere.”
 
* * * *
 
A week later, the next Sunday found them waking up in Colton’s bed again. This time, Colton now wore the leather cuffs and collar Rom had ordered for him, and which had arrived Friday.
And he’d buckled them on Colton Friday night before bending him over the couch, reddening his ass, and then fucking his sweet boy.
Rom had spent a couple of weeknights with Colton now, as a test to see if he could handle the early mornings.
Early mornings sucked. But Rom realized the trade-off was more than worth it, that was for damn certain.
Colton still seemed to be crazy about him, and he was definitely crazy about Colton.
Even after learning about Rom’s hot mess of a history, it hadn’t scared Colton off.
Even after meeting über-protective Chad and Ina, Colton still wanted to be with him.
All they had to do was figure out exactly what this was, if it was forever or not.
Rom was in no hurry, either. He’d seen what hurrying could do, how careless words and thoughtless actions could destroy people.
Literally.
He’d rather coast along gradually and build up speed over time versus plunging head-first off a cliff.
What they were doing now, to him, wasn’t risky. Not if they didn’t rush things.
There were no deadlines to meet, no arbitrary timeframes to adhere to.
He didn’t want to get his heart broken, and he didn’t want to break Colton’s, either. They’d both suffered enough heartbreak to last them the rest of their lives, thanks to the actions of others.
Actions, not words.
The longer they were together, and the deeper this felt, that was proof.
That was worth something.
By week four of doing this between them, and now spending every night together, usually at Colton’s, Rom realized it was more than a habit or a craving—it felt like forever. They’d even exchanged keys, and Rom had figured out new favorite morning jogging routes. He didn’t jog every single morning, but he preferred to go alone to help clear and center his mind. And it was a moot point when Colton had his early morning gym clients, anyway.
Aunt Roberta and Uncle Mike had dinner with them and Chad and Ina, and both sets of family were in total agreement the boys should think about making this permanent.
No pressure, though, haha, no, seriously, when’s the wedding?
Every time Colton perfectly took care of Rom’s laundry for him, without him even asking, or how, on weekday mornings, he left Rom a cup of coffee in a thermal mug next to the bed before kissing him good-bye.
Every willing kneel, bowed head, upraised hands awaiting his cuffs and collar.
That showed Rom how the man felt.
It thrilled him in terrifying ways, because it would be so easy to think of this as forever when they had a ways to go yet. It’d only been four weeks.
Four.
Weeks.
And it was hard to remember they’d known each other barely a month, because it was growing more difficult by the day to remember a time when Colton wasn’t in his life or in his bed.
Or embedded deep within his heart and soul.
“I want you to come up with a simple greeting ritual for us,” Rom told him that morning when they were cooking breakfast.
“Sir?”
“You heard me. I want it to be your ritual for us. A formal version we can do when we’re alone, or among the right kind of friends, and a vanilla version that’s under-the-radar when we aren’t. Since it’s something you’re going to be doing, I want it to be something that’s meaningful to you.”
“But…what about you?”
“If it’s meaningful to you, it’ll be meaningful to me. What makes it meaningful to me is that it is meaningful to you.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“By Wednesday evening,” Rom added. “You don’t have anything that night, right?”
“Right.”
“Okay. So I’ll come over after work, and before we have dinner or anything, you’ll greet me as soon as I get here.”
“You…you don’t want me to run it past you first?”
Rom shook his head. “Defeats the purpose of it being your ritual. I will come up with plenty of rules and protocols over the years, don’t worry. But when I tell you to do or pick or choose something, I mean it. This is yours, all yours, and after you complete it, I want you to demonstrate the vanilla version, too, and then explain your rationale and the deeper meaning to me. Understand?”
Colton nodded. “Yes, Sir. I think so.”
 
* * * *
 
Strangely enough, Colton already knew what he wanted it to be. It was something he already did, just not formally.
Rom liked to be the one to buckle Colton’s cuffs and collar on him, and he loved it when Colton knelt and held them up to him, presenting them.
Colton loved the quiet bliss that settled in his mind at the feel of the leather enclosing his flesh, of the way Rom always stroked his head after buckling the collar on him.
He absolutely was a pet, and loved being Rom’s pet. He hadn’t yet found a “mode” the man had that Colton didn’t love. Whether it was them just being a couple and watching TV, or Rom being a vicious Dom, or even veering into playful Daddy territory with sensually teasing games that left Colton simultaneously begging for relief and release as well as begging for more torment.
He loved belonging to Rom.
And, yes, he’d already put up signs and warned everyone about Rom’s allergy.
Rom had even started keeping his spare EpiPen in Colton’s nightstand drawer, just in case. They were usually sleeping over at Colton’s, anyway. He had a larger bed than Rom did, a king-sized one.
And, at night, no neighbors to complain about the spanking.
He was ready Wednesday evening when Rom showed up and let himself in with his key. When he walked through Colton’s door, Colton was naked and awaiting him.
He walked over and knelt in front of Rom, holding up his hands the way he did to present his cuffs and collar, except his hands were empty. He left the cuffs and collar on the floor next to him.
Rom set everything down and watched him, finally holding out his left hand when Colton wiggled his fingers at him, motioning for it.
Colton brought Rom’s hand to his mouth and kissed his palm, then pressed it to the top of his head and leaned in to rest his head against Rom’s hip. “Welcome home, Sir. Your boy missed You.” He closed his eyes and inhaled, peace settling over him, even without the cuffs and collar.
It was Him.
“Is this your formal ritual?”
“Yes, Sir. We won’t always have time for cuffs and collar. I want this, though. I need this from you.”
Rom’s thumb rubbed the top of Colton’s head. “I missed you, too, boy. How long do you want to kneel?”
“As long as you want me to. When you’re ready, pat me on the head.”
He thought Rom might do that immediately, but he didn’t, continuing to rub his scalp with his thumb. “You’re my very good boy,” Rom quietly said. “I love this ritual. Excellent job.”
Colton felt an unexpected prickle of tears at the praise. “Thank you, Sir.”
Finally, Rom gently patted his head and Colton stood.
“Vanilla version,” Rom said.
Colton leaned in. He gave Rom’s left hand a quick squeeze, then briefly nuzzled Rom’s left cheek, and whispered, “Hello, Sir.”
When he drew back, he found Rom’s gaze focused on him. “What does it mean to you?”
“It’s not the cuffs and collar that make you my Sir. It’s my submission to you. Left hand because that’s Top hand. I kneel for you willingly, not because you make me. The vanilla version means left is Top, but I want you to know even if we’re vanilla, I still view you as my Sir and owning me.”
He wasn’t sure, but it looked like Rom blinked back tears.
Then Rom grabbed Colton’s face in his hands and slanted his lips over Colton’s, a deep, possessive kiss. “I do want to own you,” he softly said.
Neither of them had mentioned the L-word yet, but Colton felt it. He didn’t need to say it, didn’t need Rom to say it. Not yet.
They showed each other—that was even better.
“Do you want me to collar you?” Rom asked, and Colton knew he didn’t just mean put his collar on him.
He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. “I do, Sir.”
Rom bent over and picked up the cuffs and collar and held them out. “Show me. If you really want to belong to me, then you put them on. I want to see that you’re willingly wearing them.”
Colton took them from him and put the wrist cuffs on first, then the collar. When he met Rom’s gaze again, the man was definitely blinking back tears.
He cupped Colton’s face and kissed him, this time gently and sweet, tenderly, slowly and forever and sealing a vow. “You’re my boy,” he whispered. “You belong to me, and I’m your Sir, and I belong to you. No one else—just us. Is that what you want?”
“That’s what I want, Sir. Just us, and no one else.”
Rom stared into his eyes for another long moment. “I won’t ask you for forever yet. When you’re ready to give me forever, you ask me. Because I don’t ever want to get divorced. We can do this as long as you want to. But when you ask to be mine forever, keep in mind what that means. You’ve seen how I am. It would mean rearranging your life around me. I’m not going anywhere, and I know you’re not, either. So you take your time. The last thing I want to do is rush anything and we ruin us. Understand?”
“Yes, Sir.” He understood how terrified Rom felt. After talking to Chad alone one day, he understood Rom’s fear better.
Fear of another horrible tragedy, no matter how unrealistic that was, befalling his life.
Colton felt scared, too. He didn’t want to screw this up. For now, what they had was perfect, and he was willing to maintain it, see what grew from it. It had only been four weeks, and Rom was right.
It was better to show his Sir how ready he was to make this for life, so that when he felt the time was right and told him, asked him, Rom would believe him.
Rom would be certain, too.
He didn’t want to press Rom too hard and too quickly and scare him away now that they’d hit a cruising altitude.
One last kiss, then Rom pulled him in for a hug. “Thank you, baby,” he said, his face pressed against Colton’s shoulder. “This is perfect. You’re perfect.”
He closed his eyes and buried his face in Rom’s hair. “So are You, Sir.”
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Before either man knew it, they were two months into whatever this was between them, and still going strong. That Saturday morning, Rom groaned when Colton’s alarm went off early.
He pulled his pillow over his head. “I should beat you for that,” Rom muttered.
Same thing he muttered every morning the alarm went off.
Colton laughed as he reached over Rom to get his phone and shut it off. “But Sir, I enjoy your beatings.” He pulled the sheet down and playfully nipped Rom on the ass. “Turn me into a kept man, and I won’t have to take on clients at the gym.” Another running joke between them that both knew was just teasing.
“It’s tempting,” Rom mumbled under his pillow.
“Love you, Sir.”
He thought Rom mumbled “I love you” back, but with the pillow over his head, it was hard to hear.
Meanwhile, Colton climbed out of bed and started his routine. He knew Rom would go back to sleep, since he didn’t have to work at the bank today. It felt good knowing Rom would be waiting for him when he got home from the gym. Rom usually didn’t run on the weekends, preferring to sleep in as late as possible.
Colton was out in the kitchen and working on his breakfast when the thought smacked him in the middle of his head as he realized what he’d said to Rom.
I love him.
Oh, shit.
He stood there, wide-eyed as the truth slammed home. This was more than just infatuation, or sexy-time fun, or a diversion.
This was forever.
I love him.
He walked back to the bedroom, where Rom’s head was still buried under the pillow. Sitting on the edge of the bed, Colton lifted the pillow and stared down at the man for a moment. Rom didn’t open his eyes, and from the way he hadn’t tried to hold on to the pillow, Colton suspected the man was nearly or completely asleep again.
He watched him for a long moment before he leaned in and kissed Rom’s lips.
Rom awoke enough to make fish lips against his and mumble something unintelligible.
Gawd, he was fucking adorable.
Nuzzling in close, Colton mouthed Rom’s earlobe. “I love you, Sir.”
Rom’s soft, sleepy sigh told Colton all he needed to know. His guy wasn’t anywhere close to being awake yet. “Love you, too,” Rom mumbled back.
Poor Sir. The man was even less of a morning person than Colton.
Colton closed his eyes and inhaled. Rom smelled like sex and sin and sweet hay and honey.
He smelled like home and forever.
One more kiss against his lips before Colton gently replaced the pillow. Yeah, he probably should jump in the shower real fast himself. They had got kind of messy the night before and barely cleaned up before collapsing.
Before he left, though, he set Rom’s mug out, a spoon, and the sugar. Because Rom could sleep late today, Colton didn’t pour his coffee for him on Saturdays.
But today he left him a sticky note with a heart drawn on it, and a short message.
 
i LOVE You, Sir.
 
At least today he didn’t have to work in the store. He could hold off on his shower until he returned home, and then take one with Rom before they did whatever it was Rom had planned for them today.
He didn’t care what it was—it was time with Rom.
With Sir.
I love him.
How had that simple fact escaped him?
Maybe not escaped, that wasn’t the right word. The depth of his emotions for Rom had eluded him until now. But looking back, he could see it all, plain as day. How he’d been thinking long-term ever since the early days of their relationship.
How happy he’d felt since the night they met.
How this was probably the best thing to happen to him since Grammy took him in.
I’m going to win his trust and marry him if it’s the last thing I do.
 
* * * *
 
Rom barely remembered Colton’s alarm going off and him getting out of bed, but he finally started gaining enough consciousness to realize he was alone in bed and didn’t have his big snuggle puppy there to cuddle with.
Ugh.
Making Colton a kept man was starting to look like a viable option.
Except for the fact that he’d left the next step of their relationship up to Colton, and Rom wasn’t about to go back on that now. He’d meant it that it was totally up to Colton.
Before, the thought that Colton might turn around and immediately drop the L-bomb on him and want to make wedding plans terrified Rom.
Over the past several weeks, though, Colton had shown Rom how he felt.
He had no doubts that Colton loved him.
Just like he knew he loved Colton.
This was better than simply saying something that couldn’t be backed up with action.
Wait…did he tell me he loved me?
There was something at the edges of his brain, but if he and Colton had any kind of conversation that morning before his boy left, he honestly couldn’t remember it.
He found his glasses and looked at his phone to find out it was only six thirty.
Fuck.
He hit the bathroom and was going to climb back into bed when his phone beeped with a text from Colton. Rom had him, Chad, and Ina set to override his silent mode. He pulled his glasses on again to read it.
 
Craig’s wife is in the ER, and they want me to take his clients this morning. Is that okay, Sir? I’d be here until 12.
 
It took him a moment to process the letters and spaces and for his uncaffeinated brain to put them in the correct order and then make them make sense.
Wait, this is work.
One of his unbreakable rules was that they didn’t mess with each other’s work.
He sighed but tapped out a reply.
 
I’m still asleep, boy. It’s all right. It’s work. I’ll be here.
 
He pulled his glasses off, set them on the nightstand, and rolled over to go back to sleep.
When Rom finally awakened he felt like maybe it was a more decent hour. Turned out it was a little after ten, but he also had a text from Aunt Roberta.
 
If you boys want lunch, there’s turkey salad in the snack fridge, along with sandwich fixings that Sherry brought in.
 
His stomach rumbled. He needed breakfast, and a turkey salad sandwich was close enough to that.
He stumbled into the bathroom again, used it, and washed his face and hands. He stared at himself in the mirror, blurry without his glasses.
I could do this every day for the rest of my life.
First, he needed coffee. After pulling on a T-shirt and shorts and his glasses, he made his way out to the kitchen, where he’d have to nuke a mug of it because the coffee pot had long since shut off.
That’s when he spotted the sticky note.
He leaned against the counter and stared at it, tracing the shape of the heart with his finger.
“I love you, too, boy,” he said, smiling.
Once he had a mug of hot coffee in his hand, he headed downstairs and used the inner door to enter the shop. That door had a keypad lock similar to the ones Kent used, so customers wouldn’t wander back there into Colton’s private space.
Aunt Roberta smiled when she saw him. “There you are. Where’s the big guy?”
He kissed her cheek. She and Uncle Mike had adopted him, in a way, and he was glad for it. “Gym. One of their trainers had to call in and they asked him to fill in. Did someone mention fooooood?”
“It’s in the fridge. Some of the girls are in there now. We’ve got a class starting at eleven.”
A couple of the customers were regulars he recognized. Women in there literally every week, more a social group than customers, which was even better. They helped get others in the door and helped provide ambiance.
They had also adopted Rom, once they realized he and Colton were a long-term item, and many of them had been good friends of Colton’s grandmother.
“Ladies, looking as beautiful as ever,” he greeted them, enjoying their smiles and titters.
“Where’s Colton?” Sherry asked. She was pushing eighty and was adorable. She liked to make coffee mugs with dirty puns on them for friends and family.
“Still working. He needed to fill in for someone.”
“You want a sandwich, hon?”
“Yes, ma’am. I was coaxed out of bed by the promise of turkey salad.”
“I’ll fix you one. All the fixings, like usual?”
“Yes, please, and thank you.” He sat in a chair next to Lucy, another regular. She was in her late seventies. “How are you today, missy?”
She giggled, gently elbowing him. “You’re such a flirt, Rom.”
“Only for the beautiful ladies.” He waggled his eyebrows at her and loved how she giggled again, and even blushed.
“Here you go.” Sherry set a paper plate in front of him. The good bread, too, looked like White Mountain bread from the Publix bakery.
“Thanks.” He picked it up and took a bite. Sherry’s turkey salad was always delicious, as was her chicken salad. “Yummy as always. What’s the occasion?”
“Had to use it all up. Freezer took a shit last night and started defrosting stuff. I have five bags of turkey still from Easter.”
“Yikes.”
“You want me to make one for Colton?”
“Just save enough to make him one. I’m not sure if he’ll grab something on the way back or not.” He sat chatting with them while he ate, enjoying their companionship.
This was something else he loved about being here, was that they felt like family.
He totally got why Colton enjoyed what he did here with them. It was more than a job—it was a full and rounded life.
He was still sitting there about twenty minutes after finishing his sandwich when he started feeling…weird.
Sherry frowned. “Are you all right, hon?”
“No.” He wondered if he was coming down with something, because two of their tellers had been out that week with flu.
God, I hope I don’t pass it to them!
He took a sip of his coffee, then looked at Sherry. “What was in that?” he asked.
“In what?”
“The turkey salad.”
“Turkey, mayo, salt and pepper, mustard, and some spices. Why?”
“I…” He rubbed at his throat. “Anyone else have any?”
“We all have. Why?”
“I…” He didn’t want to go get his EpiPen if he didn’t have to. The fuckers were goddamned expensive, even with insurance. “I don’t feel good.”
Aunt Roberta looked worried. “Should I call Colton?”
“No, I’ll…” Okay, his throat was definitely feeling tight, like it was harder to breathe. “And you’re sure there’s nothing but that in there? In the turkey salad?”
“I made it myself, hon. I’m always really careful when I bring stuff in because I know you’re allergic.”
“Where’d you get that turkey from again?” Aunt Roberta asked her.
“We had it left over from Easter. My daughter and her husband had everyone over to their place. They cooked four of them, and she sent me home with leftovers.”
“Four?” Aunt Roberta asked. “How big’s their oven?”
“Oh, they fried three of them.”
It was like all of them realized exactly what she’d said as soon as she said it, including her.
And Rom knew damn well people frequently used peanut oil for that.
“Oh, no!” she gasped. “I didn’t even think about that! I—”
He didn’t dare attempt the stairs now. He was feeling the reaction coming on dangerously fast. “Aunt Roberta, upstairs, in Colton’s bedroom. The nightstand on the right side, top drawer. Can you please bring me my EpiPen?” It’d take her longer to root through his stuff for the one he always took with him to work. “And my wallet. It’s on the kitchen counter. Please hurry.”
“Sure, hon.” She rushed out of the room to do it.
Sherry looked like she was near tears. “I’m sorry! Oh, my god, Rom, I’m so sorry!”
“It’s…it’s okay.” He tried to swallow and not panic. Worse, he didn’t want to frighten the women any more than he could tell that they already were.
Fair enough, because he felt pretty damn frightened, too. He could already tell this was a bad reaction. “Can someone please call 911 for me? I’m going to need to go to the hospital.” One of the other women went to do it.
Yeah, now he felt the struggle to breathe, his chest rapidly tightening on him. If Aunt Roberta didn’t return soon, he was going to be in serious damn shape. In fact, by the time she finally made it downstairs, he was close to panic himself because he could barely breathe. He ripped off the injector’s safety cap and swung his arm, jabbing the needle into the top of his right thigh and barely remembering to count.
Fortunately, by the time the ambulance arrived a couple of minutes later, he was already able to start pulling in more than a few gasps of air. But he realized immediately there’d be a problem. If they tried to put him on a stretcher there, they’d knock over half the displays.
He stood, albeit shakily, and handed the used injector to one of the paramedics. “You’ll want this.”
“Sir—”
“I’ll get on the stretcher outside. Just help me out.” Another paramedic helped him walk, steadying him with his arm.
“We need to get your vitals.”
“Outside.” He also didn’t want the women upset any more than they already were. Last thing he wanted on his conscience was one of them stressing themselves into a heart attack over him because of a stupid, honest mistake that was, at the very heart of the matter, his own for not thinking.
He didn’t feel totally great, but at least he could breathe again. He was sitting on the stretcher, an oxygen cannula on him feeding him O2, and they were starting to work on getting his vitals when he lost his train of thought and realized he wasn’t feeling good again.
He’d been giving one of the paramedics his personal medical history.
The other one shook his head. “BP’s dropping. Biphasic reaction. We need to transport him now.”
Rom closed his eyes and laid his head back, and the last thing he remembered was one of the paramedics saying something about getting a shot of epinephrine ready as the stretcher lurched when they started loading him.
 
Chapter Twelve
 
If it wasn’t for the fact that Craig’s wife was in the ER, Colton would be tempted to call the man and give him a piece of his fucking mind.
I’m missing time with Rom for this?
Sure, it was a good chunk of unexpected money coming his way, but between the whiny college girl who tried to hit on him, and the whiny retired man recovering from a heart attack and who wore his MAGA hat, Colton was about ready to walk out.
And they were the best two of the lot.
Worse, he knew he wouldn’t be getting his own workout in today, because he wouldn’t want to take the time away from Rom.
He was halfway through his hour with the next to last client when his cell phone rang in his pocket from Aunt Roberta’s ringtone.
He reached in and silenced it. She’d leave a message or text him if it was really urgent.
Then it rang again, like she didn’t leave a message.
A bad feeling washed over him, and he excused himself from the middle-aged woman he was currently working with, who’d made her umpteenth remark to him basically saying she wanted to sleep with him. The kind of comments the female trainers could immediately report to management and have action taken about, but if he did it, he’d get laughed out of the office by the guy.
He knew, because he’d tried reporting one once.
“Hey, I’m with a client right—”
“Colton, oh, my god. Honey, you need to come right now!” It sounded like she was crying.
“What’s wrong? What happened?”
“It’s Rom. We had to call an ambulance for him. The turkey was fried in peanut oil and Sherry didn’t remember that, and he had to use his injector thingy, and—”
Fear curdled his stomach. “Is he okay?”
“He had some sort of secondary reaction or something. You need to come now. They took him to Venice Regional.”
“I’m on my way.” He hurried back to the woman. “I’m sorry, I need to leave. I’ve got an emergency. My boyfriend’s in the hospital.”
“Boyfriend?” She looked angry. “You could’ve told me you were gay.”
“Yeah, and I could tell your husband you’re hitting on me, but I guess that doesn’t matter to you, huh?” He left her gasping with shock and outrage and he jogged over to the desk. “I have to run, I’m sorry, I have an emergency.” He ran to the locker room to get his bag and his keys and then bolted out of the building.
Figures, I finally tell him I love him, and he might die on me before I get to tell him in person.
He found Aunt Roberta, Sherry, and several of their regulars in the waiting room. “Oh, thank goodness you’re here!” She hugged him.
“How is he?”
“They’re working on him now. They stabilized him. Something about a secondary reaction? His blood pressure dropped and they were worried about him.”
“Biphasic reaction, yeah.” He’d studied up on it in case he ever needed to know about them.
In case of…this.
“Can I go see him?” he asked.
“They said they’d come get us.”
So he settled into a chair with them to wait.
“I’m so sorry,” Sherry said. “It’s all my fault.” She started crying.
“What happened?”
They told him the story of her crapped-out freezer and forgetting the turkey’s true origins. “I just feel horrible! I mean…” More tears.
He hugged her. “It was just a mistake, Sherry. I’m sure he’s not mad at you.”
“I’ll never forgive myself!”
“You didn’t mean to do it.” Heck, Sherry had gone out of her way to make sure to bring in only snacks that couldn’t possibly have any cross-contamination in them, reading every ingredient label and carefully researching recipes before making items.
Finally, about an hour later, a nurse emerged. “Mr. Quinn’s family?”
Colton bolted out of his seat. “Me. That’s me.”
“You can come back with me.”
“Is he okay?”
“The doctor will talk to you in a minute.”
She led him through the corridors and into a cubicle with a sliding door. The blinds were pulled, but when she opened the door, there sat Rom, watching TV with the head of his bed propped up, and wearing an oxygen cannula and with an IV in his left arm.
“Oh, my god!” Colton rushed in and nearly threw himself into the bed on top of him. “Sir, are you okay?”
Rom softly cleared his throat, but Colton didn’t give a shit who heard him call Rom that. “I’m okay. They want to keep me overnight for observation, just in case.”
Colton kissed him. “I love you, Sir. Marry me. Please, marry me.”
Apparently the nurse hadn’t left yet. “The doctor will be right back,” Colton heard her say.
“Thanks,” Rom said. Once Colton heard the door slide shut behind him, Rom stroked Colton’s head. “I’m okay, baby. I’ll be fine.”
“Sherry and them told me what happened. She’s in near hysterics.”
“Please don’t let her work herself into a heart attack. The only reason they want to keep me is because of the—”
“Biphasic reaction, yeah.”
Rom tipped his head. “How’d you know?”
Colton’s face heated. “I researched a while ago. I wanted to know about it.”
“Come here.” He patted the side rail for Colton to put it down, and then he was able to lean in and cuddle with him. “I love you, too, baby. But you don’t need to propose to me over an accident.”
“I’m not. I love you. I said it to you this morning, and you said it back, but I think you were still asleep.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom wondered how much trouble they’d get in for having sex in an ER bed and decided maybe he didn’t want to find out.
Besides, he wasn’t feeling one-hundred-percent yet.
No one he’d been with had taken the time to research his allergy before beyond checking labels.
Ever.
He cupped Colton’s cheek. “I saw the note.” He brushed his thumb over his cheek, loved the stubble scratching against his thumb.
He was still alive to appreciate it.
“I love you, too,” he said to Colton. “But you don’t have to propose to me out of fear. I’m not going anywhere.”
“I don’t want to lose you.”
“You’re not, baby.” He nuzzled Colton’s forehead. “Make a deal with you. I’ll tell you yes now, but you need to propose to me again when I’m not in a hospital bed and you’re not feeling terrified I’m dying on you. Deal?”
“Deal, Sir.”
Rom closed his eyes and inhaled his boy’s scent. “Sorry I scared you.”
When Rom heard the door slide open, Rom opened his eyes and looked up as the doctor entered. “We’ve got you a bed, Mr. Quinn. We’ll be getting you moved shortly.”
“Thanks, Doc.”
Once the doctor had finished answering Colton’s questions and left them alone again, Rom patted Colton’s shoulder. “I need your phone. I need to call Chad. If I don’t, he and Ina will fricking kill me.”
“Sure.” He dug it out and handed it over.
It wasn’t a call he wanted to make, and, sure enough, Chad was upset he hadn’t been called sooner.
“Sorry, bro, I didn’t have my phone with me,” he said after explaining what happened.
“Why the hell didn’t Colton call us?”
“Because he wasn’t there when it happened. He was working, and he didn’t have your number. I’m calling you now. They just let him back here with me.”
“We’ll be right over.”
“No, there’s no reason. I’m fine, plus I’ve got Colton and Aunt Roberta and a room full of old women about to worry themselves into a heart attack. I’m going to send the grannies home. They’re going to put me in a room, have nurses bother me every fifteen minutes to make sure I’m not dead, and I won’t get a minute’s worth of sleep. I’m grouchy and cranky and just want to go home.”
“You sure you don’t want us there?”
“If you want to come by later, sure. But let them get me settled. Colton will run home and get my phone and stuff.”
“We can go by your place and grab it for you. We still have the key.”
“Bro, I meant home to Colton’s. I was spending the weekend with him.”
There was a slight pause. “Oh.”
“Yeah, oh.” Rom caught Colton’s eye and winked. “We’re kind of serious.”
“We kind of noticed.”
“Good, because he loves me, for some reason, and I love him. I don’t see that changing any time soon. So please don’t hate him—today wasn’t even remotely his fault. It was just an accident, okay?”
He heard Chad sigh one of “those” sighs, the big-brother/father sigh that meant he still wanted to be worried and upset, but he knew Rom was an adult.
By the time he finally got Chad off the phone, they were ready to move Rom to a room. “Go update the grannies, huh?” he said to Colton. “Leave your phone with me, and then run home and get mine, please. Take a shower and everything before you come back, and bring my stuff with you. I want to take a shower.” Rom pulled him in for a kiss. “Maybe you can play naughty nurse with me and help,” he whispered.
Which had the desired effect—Colton finally smiled.
“Yes, Sir.”
They both knew how to unlock each other’s phones. “Call me on the way back and I’ll tell you my room number. Make the grannies go back to the shop with you. That’s an order. Tell them they can come visit later, if they want, but not until after four. Seriously, I need a nap. I only want you with me right now. I’m not feeling up to letting others see me like this.”
Colton didn’t look happy, but he nodded. “Yes, Sir. Love you.”
Rom sighed and pulled him in for a totally PG-rated kiss that he wanted to make R-rated. This was not how he’d wanted to spend their Saturday.
For starters, he’d wanted to do it naked and in Colton’s bed and not leave the apartment until Monday morning.
“Love you, too, buddy.”
The nurse who was moving his bed smiled once Colton left. “You have half the waiting room out there, apparently.”
“I know. They’re great.”
Once he was in his new room and settled and had texted Colton his room number, he closed his eyes. He was hooked to a monitor and IV, so he couldn’t get out of bed without assistance.
This sucks.
But what really sucked was, late that night, when he was alone after ordering Colton to go home to sleep, and long after his other visitors finally left, how he stared at the ceiling and knew he could have died without saying those three little words back to Colton.
I love him.
He closed his eyes and conjured Colton’s sweet face and wished his big snuggle puppy was there to cuddle with.
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
Rom called in sick on Monday, because he still felt exhausted, between the effects of what happened and a night with zero rest in a hospital. He spent the day mostly asleep in Colton’s bed or on his couch, while Colton took care of him.
It didn’t escape Rom’s notice that, for once, he was happy to be fussed over, and 99.9% of that was due to who was doing the fussing. It made his boy happy to take care of him, so Rom willingly let him.
If he was honest with himself, it made him happy, too.
Loneliness had not been an issue for him since Colton entered his life.
When Rom left work Tuesday, he felt so exhausted that he gave serious thought to not going over to Colton’s. His apartment was closer to the bank, and Wednesday morning would be an early freaking morning for Colton, meaning Rom would get awakened, too.
Except he knew not going over would hurt Colton’s feelings, and he didn’t want to do that.
Didn’t have the heart to do that. Normally, not going over wouldn’t be an issue, except…
Well, hell, they hadn’t spent a night apart in weeks, except for his hospital stay. And he didn’t want to be away from his boy, either.
Ever since being discharged from the hospital Sunday morning, and then going home to Colton’s to sleep, Colton had been hovering, worried.
Petrified was more like it.
Which made Rom feel warm fuzzies inside, because he knew his boy loved him.
Showed him Colton’s feelings.
Also made him feel guilty as hell that Colton still felt so worried. As were all the grannies.
Besides, it wasn’t Colton’s fault what had happened, even though he knew his boy felt horrible about it. It wasn’t anyone’s fault. It was just sheer stupidity, an accident. If anyone was to blame, Rom knew he was. He got sloppy with his habits, and he knew better than to simply eat something made by someone else without playing twenty questions first. Sure, his co-workers were trained, but he really hadn’t made a huge deal about it with Aunt Roberta or the others.
No, it wasn’t necessarily common sense to someone who didn’t have a potentially deadly allergy.
He was actually more worried that Chad and Ina might hold the incident against Colton. He hoped not, because Rom—
That prematurely punctuated sentence said it all.
There’s my answer, isn’t it?
I love him. Not just love, but yeah, he did want to spend the rest of his life with Colton. Absolutely.
He only hoped his boy asked him again.
Rom stopped by his apartment first to grab his mail before heading to Colton’s. He already had clothes there.
It seemed more of his clothes were ending up there every week. Hell, he didn’t even have any food in his apartment. He hadn’t needed any. He was always at Colton’s.
And he wasn’t stupid enough to think he’d be able to drag himself away from his boy once they settled in for the night.
They were well past that point.
He didn’t want to be away from his boy. The night in the hospital had been bad enough.
Thank goodness for relatively decent insurance.
Yes, he’d already replaced the auto-injector pen, too. No way in hell would he let that slip now and be without one. Damn thing had saved his life, absolutely.
It was after six when he arrived at Colton’s. The shop was closed when he pulled around back and parked, letting himself in the back door with his key.
He’d never had a guy’s key before.
Isn’t that just more proof? That I let him give me one? And that I gave him one to mine?
From upstairs, he heard music playing, and realized it was River Whyless. Rom’s favorite album, as a matter of fact.
Hmm.
Rom headed up the stairs and was nearly to the top when the door popped open and there was his boy’s sweet face smiling down at him.
I’m home.
Colton—naked, of course—threw the door open for Rom once he crested the top of the stairs, reaching for his bag to take it from him.
Rom handed it over, and Colton rushed it over to the couch before racing back to him, dropping to his knees, and holding his hands up for their greeting. But this time, instead of their usual greeting, Colton slipped something on Rom’s left ring finger before he pulled his hand in to kiss it.
He looked up at him. “Sir, I love you. You said to ask you again when I wasn’t worried about you dying. Well, I’m asking. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Please marry me.”
It was a gold wedding band, nothing fancy, but it brought tears to Rom’s eyes anyway. “Yes,” he whispered, tugging on Colton’s hands to make him stand again. He threw his arms around Colton in a desperate hug and refused to second-guess himself on this. “Yes, yes, yes.”
He felt Colton’s breath against his scalp. “You said there’s only two months left on your lease. How about you move in with me, Sir? Please?”
It felt like all the tension drained from Rom’s body, every last dark, quiet voice chattering deep within his soul falling silent beneath the sweet perfection of Colton’s love. “Yes.” He tipped his head back to stare into his boy’s brown eyes. “You think you can put up with me full-time?”
Colton wore a playful smile that chased away the fear he’d worn ever since Saturday. “What do you think we’ve been doing, Sir? I mean, seriously? I want everything with you.”
“I’ll meet you at lunch time tomorrow and we can get our marriage license.”
“Eh, you realize we have to have a wedding, right? I mean, won’t have to be fancy or anything, but if we don’t, the grannies will never forgive us.”
“True. Chad and Ina would be pissed, too.” He sighed. “Can I pull Master rank and delegate the arrangements to you?”
Colton snorted. “You’re the Sir—you can order me to do it, if you want.”
Rom shook his head. “I trust you,” he quietly said. “You know our budget.” He smiled. “Should invite Kent, Tim, and Paul.” They’d been back to Kent’s a few times over the past couple of months for parties, just to play with each other. Rom wouldn’t deny it was an ego boost to see the way guys lusted over his boy, but his boy only had eyes for him. They’d also attended Venture a couple of times, taking classes so Rom could work on his rope skills, and they’d made one of the Suncoast Society munches.
Colton grinned. “Absolutely, I want to invite them.”
Kent had been responsible for Colton selling several more high-dollar pieces, and Colton had even been commissioned by a local high-end real estate broker to make them a line of artistic statement pieces they could stage in properties for sale and give away to their customers, which had netted Colton even more work.
Rom’s hands slid down Colton’s back to that perfect, shapely ass, and squeezed. Colton’s hard cock rubbed between them. “If I officially move in full-time, does that mean you’ll stop getting up at the asscrack of dawn several mornings a week? I can’t and won’t order you to stop working, but it’d make me hella happy.”
Colton smiled. “Well, it would mean I could drop or maybe reschedule my very early clients. I wouldn’t want to stop doing it totally. Might take me a little while to transfer them over to another trainer. And I’d still probably be getting up at five thirty.”
“Deal.” He squeezed Colton’s ass. “That’s way better than four thirty.” He ground against his boy, who was now hard. “So what else did you have in mind for tonight?”
“A certified-peanut-free roast in the oven, but we have a little time first, and I sort of planned something.” He smiled.
“We do and you did, hmm?”
“Yes, Sir.”
Rom could easily imagine. Their planned play day for Saturday night and Sunday had been derailed, and it’d been over a week before then since they’d played. Colton loved to have at least one really good, hard play scene every week or he started getting tense.
Rom knew he was spoiling his boy, but he was totally worth it. Wasn’t like he didn’t have fun beating him.
Colton led him by the hand to the bedroom, where he’d turned down the lights and put LED tea lights in a couple of the custom vases now sitting on his dresser. The soft light flickered and illuminated the space.
It was perfect.
He’d also laid out several of Rom’s favorite implements on the bed.
And his cuffs and collar.
At the foot of the bed, he sank to his knees, holding up the cuffs and collar for him. As Rom caught sight of the ring now resting on his left hand, he paused, had to blink away tears.
Before taking the cuffs and collar from Colton, he leaned in and kissed him, hard, holding his head in place as he slanted his lips over Colton’s and possessed him. “I need to get you a ring.”
He smirked. “I might have picked up two, Sir.”
“Where?”
He didn’t need to clarify. “Left nightstand drawer.”
Rom set the cuffs and collar on the bed and walked over and, sure enough, there was a small, black velvet jeweler’s box, which held a gold band matching his.
Withdrawing it from the box, Rom left the box there and returned to Colton, where he knelt in front of him, their gazes locked together.
He took Colton’s left hand in his and brought it to his lips, kissed his palm. “My sweet, perfect boy,” he said. “If I promise to never leave anything else unsaid, will you belong to me for life? Will you become my husband and be my slave and spend the rest of our lives together putting up with me?”
Colton was definitely blinking away tears. “Yes, Sir. That’s what I want.”
Rom slid the ring onto Colton’s hand. “Forever, boy.”
“Forever, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Colton was reasonably certain his Grammy watched him spend a little from his savings that morning to buy the rings and was doing her own version of a touchdown celebration.
She’d always wanted him to be happy.
Rom made him happy.
Really, truly, perfectly happy.
Rom stayed on his knees and reached past Colton for the cuffs and collar, buckling them on him. “Up over the end of the bed.”
His heart soared, eager and ready as he assumed the position. He craved the feeling of Rom fucking his ass right after a hard scene.
Rom stood and stroked his hands down Colton’s back, shoulders to ass. “Hold on, baby.” He heard his Sir stripping, then he returned. Warm flesh pressed against his and Rom folded himself over Colton’s back. “Did you want to fuck Sir’s ass tonight?”
He found he preferred it if Rom rode him during those times Rom felt like catching. It just didn’t feel right to Colton, direct order or not, to be over his Sir and fucking him. He’d never felt like that before with anyone else, and he didn’t feel that way about oral, either.
“Sir’s choice,” he said.
“Excellent.” Rom reached for an implement and stepped away from Colton, and then the fun really started. Rom gave him no warm-up tonight, which Colton was fine with.
He preferred it sometimes when it was a hard, immediate drop into subspace with the first loud crack of a paddle against his flesh, like tonight. Rom had gone right for a heavy oak paddle that was loud and packed a massive wallop.
As fire settled into his flesh with prickling, sharp agony, Colton gasped, smiling, welcoming it. All of it. He blew out a breath and sucked another in, timing it to blow it out as the second impact landed, just as hard as the first.
In seconds, both ass cheeks were stinging, tears in his eyes now from the sweet pain kick-starting his endorphins and other lovely brain chemicals. Even a hard workout never gave him this level of delicious agony.
Rom switched to a riding crop after a few minutes, and then a cane, ending with a really stingy flogger that he worked up and down Colton’s shoulders and back. It’d mean Colton would have to wear a full T-shirt tomorrow, instead of a tank top, so he could hide those marks but totally worth it.
Finally, Rom set that aside and folded his body over Colton’s again. “Up on the bed, boy. On your back. Sir wants to reward his perfect boy.”
Colton scrambled up and flipped over to spot Rom’s playful smile. He’d taken off his glasses, too, and the wicked gleam in his eyes burned right through Colton’s soul and directly to his cock, making it eagerly twitch.
Rom knelt over him and grabbed the lube, slicking both his hole and Colton’s cock. Then he wiped his hands on the towel Colton had pre-staged and rose up, slowly sinking onto Colton’s cock.
Colton whined, his hands settling on Rom’s hips as he slowly worked Colton’s cock into his ass. They didn’t fuck bare very often, but when they did, it was always hotter than hell, a special treat.
Against the bed Colton felt his tenderized ass rubbing, and it was nearly as good as feeling Rom fuck him fresh after a beating.
“Want my boy to mark me, too,” Rom said once his ass was firmly pressed against Colton’s hips. “In a manner of speaking.” He leaned forward and kissed him. “My sweet, beautiful boy. My perfect boy. I love you so fucking much. I’ll never not tell you again.”
Colton’s heart soared. “I love You, too, Sir.”
Rom caged Colton with his body as he started moving. “Don’t need permission to come tonight, boy. Mark your Sir.”
Colton’s fingers tightened around Rom’s hips as he thrust in time with Rom. Bare, tight, searing heat gripped and massaged his cock as he fucked Rom, a beautiful counterpoint to the pain in his ass with every movement he made.
Bracing his feet on the bed, he started arching up, taking over, slamming hard and deep into Rom with every thrust and unable to take his gaze off Rom’s.
His life. Rom was his life, his happiness. He’d never feel content now if Rom wasn’t there beside him. He’d had contentment before Rom, but he’d also had loneliness and empty nights.
On his knees, or ass in the air, or snuggled on the couch, or even on his back and being ridden by him, Colton knew happiness now centered around Rom and their love.
And it was perfection.
Rom sat up and started stroking his own cock, which stood rigid and leaking pre-cum all over both of them. Something else Colton had realized, that he had a hard time coming like this if Rom wasn’t coming.
That such a sweet convergence of firsts all centered around Rom couldn’t be mere coincidence or anything other than perfection.
Staring up into Rom’s hooded gaze, Colton held back, wanting to come with him even as his body lunged closer to the edge. And when Colton felt the first spasms sweeping through Rom’s ass, he grabbed the man’s hips and plowed him, racing to catch up.
As the first ropes of cum exploded from Rom’s cock, Colton was coming with him, both of them groaning with sweet satisfaction, until they finally fell still to catch their breaths.
Rom playfully smiled and started smearing his cum all over Colton’s lower abs. He’d noticed Rom loved licking and kissing and tracing his fingers all over his Adonis belt.
Then Rom drew something with his finger in the smeared mess. Colton lifted his head to read it.
 
I LOVE YOU
 
Colton pulled him in for a kiss, his soul settled and sated and filled near to bursting with his love for this man. Not a hint of the old numbness he used to feel remained anywhere inside him.
“I love You, too, Sir.” In times like this, in his mind, he always capitalized “You” for Rom.
One eyebrow playfully arched skyward. “Won’t get sick of me?”
Colton shook his head. “You’re stuck with me, Sir.”
“Excellent.” He sighed. “Ready for a shower and a full tummy, I think.”
“Then round two?” Colton waggled his eyebrows at Rom. “I forgot to mention my early client already cancelled on me. I don’t have to get up until five thirty tomorrow.”
Rom grinned. “Then you might even get a round three, if you’re lucky.”
“Oooh, you’re spoiling me already.”
Rom nuzzled noses with him. “Shh. Don’t tell anyone I’m spoiling you. They might revoke my Dom card.”
“Your secrets are always safe with me, Sir.”
Rom closed his eyes and took a deep breath. For the first time since meeting him, Colton sensed Rom felt well and truly at peace.
He laid his head on Colton’s chest. “Short snuggle,” Rom softly said.
Colton wrapped his arms around Rom. “I got you, Sir. Forever.”
He pretended he didn’t hear Rom’s sniffle. “Forever, boy.”
 
THE END
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