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Colton still can’t believe Rom wants to spend the rest of his life with him. The only thing that would make this more perfect is if Colton’s grammy was still alive to see it happen. Colton’s parents throwing him out at age twelve, just because he was gay, gave him emotional scars he still struggles with, even now. Maybe he is “bad” the way they claimed.
Rom regrets he never met Grammy, or that his own parents aren’t alive to see him marry his sweet snuggle puppy. He’s bound and determined to get hitched to Colton, even if it means giving up all control over their wedding while Kent and the grannies plan the shindig of all shindigs. He tries to love Colton’s pain away, but some wounds can’t be healed.
But what happens when words from the past are brought to light? Will it help heal both men’s hearts and finally allow them a chance to escape their old, mutual anguish?
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Chapter One
 
Life is perfect.
That Tuesday evening, Rom lay comfortably snuggled in Colton’s arms after they’d made love.
His boy, his huge and handsome snuggle puppy of a man.
The man of his dreams.
The man he was going to marry.
Only five-ten to Colton’s six-four, Rom loved that his broad-shouldered Adonis—complete with the appropriately named abdominal definition to go with that moniker—willingly submitted to him. Wore Rom’s collar.
Wanted to spend the rest of his life with Rom.
Rom fought the urge to simply drift to sleep like this, comfortable though it might be. For starters, they were both covered in cum, and with Colton’s softening cock still wedged inside Rom’s ass, they needed to clean up.
Secondly, the delicious aroma of the roast Colton had cooking in the oven wafted through the apartment and made Rom’s stomach grumble.
Third—Rom wanted to savor the fact that Colton had just proposed to him.
Again.
The first time happened on Saturday, when Rom was in the hospital after accidentally ingesting turkey that had been fried in peanut oil, and he’d had a severe allergic reaction to it.
“How much longer until dinner’s ready?” Rom managed to mumble.
Colton’s fingers gently stroked Rom’s back, soothing him and sending him dangerously close to falling asleep. “It’s almost done, Sir. We have time for a shower before I pull it out of the oven.”
Rom sighed. “You’re spoiling me, baby.”
He felt Colton’s breath against the top of his head as he nuzzled Rom’s scalp. “I plan to spend the rest of my life spoiling you, Sir.”
Rom tipped his head back. “Do the grannies know they’re getting a wedding out of us yet?”
Colton smiled. “Do we have an apartment full of grannies right this minute, all of them giving us unsolicited wedding planning advice? That’d be a nooo. Because once I tell them, I can almost guarantee the plans will be out of our hands. Sir,” he added.
Rom had told Colton the wedding plans were up to him. Rom honestly didn’t have a preference, as long as they stayed within their budget, and that at the end of the ceremony they were married. In fact, Rom ran his thumb over the gold band now residing on his left ring finger, his heart racing a little as the thrill of knowing his boy had, in essence, collared him, too.
Pledged his heart and life.
Had shown Rom he was in this for life and wanted him.
Everything Colton had done for and with Rom, from when they were first introduced by Kent, proved to Rom that Colton was in this for life.
He’d never felt a need to check Colton’s phone for signs of cheating.
He’d never worried Colton might not be where he said he was.
No insecurity that someone Colton might meet while working at or working out at the gym might usurp Rom’s place in Colton’s heart.
There’d never been a moment of mistrust on Rom’s part, because the man never gave Rom a reason not to trust him.
For the first time in Rom’s life, he truly felt at peace. This was a terrifyingly foreign concept to him, but one he was eager to embrace.
God knew his start in life had been marred by tragedy.
Colton’s hands drifted lower and settled on Rom’s ass, cupping him, his fingers warm against Rom’s flesh where he playfully squeezed.
“Don’t fall asleep on me yet, Sir,” he said.
“Mmmm.” Rom tucked his face against Colton’s neck. “That roast smells too good for me to fall asleep.”
Rom’s stomach chose that moment to loudly gurgle, making both of them laugh.
Colton rolled them onto their sides, untangling limbs, and his limp cock slipping from Rom’s ass. He nibbled on Rom’s neck. “I’ll go check on the roast, Sir.” He sat up.
“We really should take a shower.” He held up his hands, wiggling his fingers at Colton. “Help me up, baby.”
With a smile, Colton climbed out of bed and rounded it, reaching for Rom’s hands. His sweet sex god.
Sigh.
They stepped into the shower together. Colton quickly finished first and left to go check on their dinner.
Alone now, Rom closed his eyes and leaned against the shower wall. Part of him wanted to break down crying with happiness that he’d finally found his soulmate.
Part of him wanted to cry that his parents weren’t around to meet Colton, and that Colton’s grandmother had passed before Rom could ever meet her.
This is my life.
 
* * * *
 
Colton hummed to himself as he walked out to the kitchen—naked, natch—and checked on the roast.
Which, actually, was done. He grabbed hot pads and pulled the pan out of the oven, setting it on top of the stove.
I miss you, Grammy.
It was her recipe he made tonight. Once he’d moved in with her she’d taught him how to cook, how to take care of himself. While he hated that his parents had disowned him, in retrospect, this was for the best. What he’d learned from her was how to succeed in life. Not just domestically, with cooking and cleaning and laundry and other skills, but in business and personally.
No telling what would have happened to him had she not stepped in and basically taken him away from his parents.
Yes, they’d disowned him, thrown him out. But Grammy had also rescued him from them, in more than one way, even before that horrible day happened. She’d laid the foundation of trust and love that had given him the strength to admit his truths and live authentically.
He’d never be as happy as he was now if his life hadn’t taken the early and painful detours it had.
Rom walked out and joined him in the kitchen, slipping his arms around his waist from behind. “That smells soooo good, baby.”
Something else he loved about Rom that he never had with anyone else he’d been with before was how touchy-feely Rom was. Rom preferred to be naked when alone at home—and had started instilling that comfort in Colton, too. Whether it was while snuggled together on the couch and watching TV, or going somewhere together in the car, Rom liked touching him.
“Thank you, Sir. Grammy’s recipe.”
He felt Rom’s sigh against the back of his right shoulder. “I have a lot to thank her for,” he said, then pressed a kiss against Colton’s shoulder. “I wish we didn’t have to wait to officially make you mine.”
Colton turned in his arms and draped his around Rom. “We could try eloping.”
“No,” Rom said. “Like you said, the grannies would revolt. Aunt Roberta would hunt us down, drag us back, and she and the grannies would sit on us until they threw us a proper wedding.”
“It was just a thought.” Colton sighed. “I don’t want to risk losing you again.”
Rom gently cupped Colton’s face in his hands. “It was a stupid accident, and it reminded me to be more cautious in the future. It was totally my fault for letting my guard down. I’m fine.”
A shiver of the bad kind rippled through Colton. “I’ve never felt so scared in my life. Even losing Grammy didn’t scare me like that. I mean, obviously, I hated losing her, but she’d spent years raising me and training me and making sure I’d be ready when I eventually lost her. She knew I’d lose her, and so did I. I’m not nearly ready to lose you, Sir.” His voice cracked at the end as he stared into Rom’s gorgeous brown eyes.
Rom’s gaze softened as a smile curved his lips. “You’re not going to lose me.” He dropped his hands to Colton’s ass and squeezed, where he’d just put marks a short while earlier. “We have too much fun ahead of us, baby. I’m twenty-eight, and you’re thirty-two. I know life can be short but I want to live it and not worry about what I can’t control.”
Colton’s cock twitched with interest where it lay pressed against Rom’s.
From the way Rom’s smile turned evil, Colton knew he’d felt it, too. He squeezed Colton’s ass harder, fingers digging in and making Colton moan, finished hardening his cock. Then Rom patted him on the ass and released him.
“Dinner, buddy,” Rom said. “I’ll give you dessert when we’re finished.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom immediately realized his miscalculation, that Colton was dangerously close to dropping back into subspace. Not that it was a bad thing, but yeah, now that Rom’s stomach was growling, and with the roast out of the oven and deliciously scenting the whole apartment, he realized he was starving.
One of the comforting things about Colton was how he loved to take care of Rom, cook for him, do things for him. Nurture him.
Thank you, Grammy.
Even though Rom never met her, he silently thanked her every day for how she’d raised Colton, the lessons she’d instilled in him.
The love she’d given him, which had helped mold him into the sweet man he was today. That his loving, giving heart and soul came wrapped in a gorgeous package was only an extra blessing.
The man Colton had grown into would not exist had he remained with his parents and been subjected to years of mental and emotional abuse simply because he was gay. Had Grammy not helped Colton channel his anger into healthy outlets, the Colton Rom now knew never would have been.
Colton glanced back at him and caught Rom watching him.
“What?”
Rom shook his head and leaned in for a kiss. “Nothing. Just counting my blessings, with you at the top of the list.”
A sweet blush filled Colton’s cheeks. “Thank you, Sir.”
Rom nuzzled noses with him. “Thank you, baby.” He sighed. “I take back what I said earlier about meeting you at lunch tomorrow to get the marriage license. Let’s see what the grannies have planned. I know we need to get it at least three days in advance, but I don’t know how long they’re good for once you get them. If the grannies decide it’s going to be in a couple of months, I don’t want it to expire.”
“You’re right, Sir. And I do have a class tomorrow afternoon. As much as I’d like to get it tomorrow, it’d help my schedule if it wasn’t tomorrow.”
“That settles it, then. You know the grannies will set the date. Once we know that, we can plan better.”
Rom tried to help Colton finish the dinner preparations, but Colton fussed at him until Rom gave up and went to sit on the couch, where they usually ate in front of the TV.
Still, he smiled. His boy loved taking care of him, even when Rom wanted to help out.
I’m a damned lucky guy.
Later, with dinner consumed and the kitchen tidied, Rom led Colton back to the bedroom.
Their bedroom.
Because that’s what it was, now, right? They hadn’t spent a night apart in weeks, except for Rom’s overnight stay in the hospital.
After Rom put Colton’s collar and cuffs back on him, he stood at the end of the bed with Colton in his arms, staring into his eyes by the soft light of the LED candles, when Colton spoke.
“When can we move your stuff in, Sir?”
No reason to be coy or cautious any longer. Moving him in with Colton would happen—and it was what Rom wanted to happen. “I’ll start bringing small stuff over every day, fill my car on my way home from work. We can have me moved out by the end of this month, and I’ll let them know I’m not renewing my lease.”
Colton’s smile filled Rom’s soul with light. “Really?”
“Really. If you’re willing to put up with me—”
“Red.”
Rom frowned. “What?”
“Red, Sir.” He untangled himself from Rom and cupped Rom’s face in his hands. “I want a rule that Sir can’t put himself down like that.”
“Seriously?”
“Seriously. Would you tolerate me talking about myself like that?”
Rom started to answer him when he mentally pulled up short and really thought about it.
“No,” Rom finally said. “I guess I wouldn’t.”
“Rom, I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I get it. You’re a control freak. I think I’ve proven I’m good with that. Really good with it. I like that about you. I’ve spent my adult life hoping to meet someone who’d want that kind of control over me. It’s not ‘putting up with you,’ it’s loving you for who you are. That’s all there is to it. I’m not perfect and never claimed to be. You need to treat yourself the way you’d treat me—like you love who you are.”
Rom reached up and laid his hands over Colton’s, gently squeezing. “And who says Masters can’t learn from their boys?”
 
Chapter Two
 
Earlier, when Rom had first returned home from work, he’d promised Colton at least two rounds of fun that night, and maybe a third.
Now, Rom felt determined to make good on that promise. Except he’d already scened with Colton and didn’t want to add any more marks to his ass tonight.
This was pure sex—
No. Make that love.
Making love.
Something which had been lacking in Rom’s life most of his adult life.
He backed toward the bed, leading Colton by the hands. The love and trust in his boy’s sweet brown gaze finished hardening Rom’s cock again. He sat on the edge of the bed and released Colton’s hands so he could skim them up and down Colton’s sides. Leaning in, he trailed kisses along those perfect six-pack abs, over the light happy trail heading south to where Colton’s rigid cock jutted from his well-trimmed blond bush.
Rom flicked his tongue over the tip of Colton’s cock, the other man’s sharp inhale making Rom’s cock twitch in counterpoint.
This always felt perfect between them. Even from their first night at the party at Kent’s house, where the man had introduced the two of them.
Colton’s hands settled on Rom’s shoulders, fingers gently kneading, pleading, trying to coax him deeper, begging without words or being pushy.
Another familiar and fun thing between them.
Rom loved that Colton was needy for and vulnerable to him. Willingly submitted to him.
He slowly wrapped his lips around the tip of Colton’s cock, tasting tangy pre-cum already pearling and flowing for him. Rom’s hands slid lower, his left molded around Colton’s hip and the right cupping his sac. Colton sucked in another breath, his needy moan not far behind.
Rom knew what Colton wanted to do and yet couldn’t bring himself to—he wanted to cup Rom’s head and fuck his mouth, spill down his throat, feel Rom’s tongue and lips along his shaft all the way to the root.
Still, he held himself back, in check, Rom’s snuggle puppy and guard dog all rolled into one. Colton didn’t like to take charge between them unless ordered to by Rom. Like during their first round in bed tonight, Rom had ridden Colton’s cock because he’d learned Colton wasn’t comfortable being on top with him.
Colton had even admitted he’d never had those qualms with other partners, either, even while in bottom mode.
It was just…different with Rom.
Rom knew he’d never felt comfortable letting another partner have a top role in bed before, either. Not like this.
Infinite trust flowed between them, ever deepening.
After a few minutes, with Colton’s fingers anxiously flexing on Rom’s shoulders while Rom went down on his cock, Rom finally sat up with a smile. “What’s my boy want?”
“You know what I want, Sir.” Colton’s tight jaw also betrayed the struggle playing out within him. “I want you.”
 
* * * *
 
When Rom arched an eyebrow at him, Colton struggled not to drop to his knees.
But that wasn’t what Rom had told him to do.
So Colton stood there, forcing himself to behave, to be his Sir’s good boy and not move. It was a common game between them now. Rom would do all sorts of sexy, delicious, and frequently painful things to Colton while Colton struggled not to move from whatever position Rom had last put him in, even if Rom hadn’t specifically ordered him not to move.
Because he knew Rom loved watching him struggle like that.
Early on, Rom had told him he expected Colton not to need to be told to do things over and over again. Discovering that this particular thing—watching Colton’s struggles—hardened Rom’s cock, of course Colton had determined he’d do whatever possible to obey.
A self-perpetuating cycle, a sexy harmony that played on to infinity between them.
Did he want to nut? Fuck yeah, of course he did. But what he needed was to hear those two little words from Rom.
Good boy.
He needed to see the way Rom’s gaze narrowed when he smiled over watching Colton’s struggles.
He needed to please his Sir.
Because in these moments nothing else mattered to Colton but pleasing Rom.
Rom’s sadism wasn’t solely rooted in doling out pain, either. His sadism played out in ways big and small—from the pain of a cane all the way down to making Colton figure out the exact phrase to use to beg for his orgasm that particular night.
Or even ordering Colton to free-ball it while working downstairs in the studio, meaning he had to wear jeans—or risk a tent forming in his shorts—and sweat his balls off in the process.
Rom scooted back and stretched out in the middle of the bed, smiling as he patted the mattress next to him. Colton dove onto the bed, making Rom laugh as he rolled to his side to face him.
And that was Colton’s second-favorite thing in the world, to make his guy smile and laugh. To know he was the reason for it.
Rom reached up and hooked a hand around the back of Colton’s neck and pulled him in for a deep, slow kiss that once again had Colton whimpering with need.
More sadism on Rom’s part, that despite his own hard cock rubbing against Colton’s, he seemed perfectly content to lie there and simply…kiss.
Made even more torturous when Rom hooked a leg around Colton’s and slowly started grinding against him.
Colton reached around Rom and grabbed his ass for leverage to grind back against him, knowing he’d done the absolute right thing when he was rewarded with a low growl from Rom, and his fingers threaded into Colton’s hair, where they drew into a tight fist.
Thisss…
When subspace started spinning Colton into its depths he happily jumped, soaring into the sensations and knowing this was where he was meant to be.
And the man he was meant to be with.
Rom nipped and sucked Colton’s lips, keeping control of their kiss even as he slowly rolled Colton onto his back while grinding against him. With the full length of Rom’s body pressed along his, Colton let his mind shut down as his body processed every sensation, the warmth of Rom’s flesh, the angles and planes of his muscles and limbs, the way Rom’s short beard and mustache felt against his face.
Everything about the man quieted Colton’s soul and drew him into a safe, sweet place. Rom sat up and smiled when Colton tried to sit up and follow him. Rom planted a hand in the middle of his chest and blew him a kiss.
Leaning over, Rom grabbed lube and a condom from where he’d left them on the nightstand. “I promised you two rounds and a possible third.” His smile widened. “Might need to use a toy to give you the third, so we’ll play it by ear. Hands over your head.”
Colton complied immediately. He suspected what was coming next, especially once Rom grabbed him behind the knees and hauled his legs up and back, opening him to Rom.
Rom took his time playing with Colton’s ass with his lubed fingers, holding Colton’s gaze as Rom teased and stretched his hole. Only once Rom was satisfied Colton was ready did he wipe his hands on a towel, roll a condom down his own cock, and slather it with lube.
After lining up his cock with Colton’s hole, he slowly pressed forward. Sweet pressure as Rom’s cock stretched him and slowly possessed him. It took Colton every ounce of self-control he had not to move, to not grab Rom’s arms or rock his hips to urge him to go faster. That made Rom’s smile widen.
“You’re just dying to move, aren’t you, baby?”
“Yes, Sir.”
Once Rom was balls-deep inside Colton, he took a deep breath and slowly stroked his hands up and down Colton’s thighs. Between them, Colton’s hard cock twitched and leaked a growing puddle of pre-cum onto his abs.
Rom leaned in, reaching up with one hand and pinning Colton’s cuffed wrists to the mattress. As their gazes locked, Colton felt the fall start again—into the deepest levels of subspace, into love, into eternity.
Rom was his future, his Higher Power, and his fate.
It made all the emotional pain he’d endured and survived in his life worth it.
Every second of it.
It also proved Grammy right—that one day, he’d find the perfect man for him, who’d love him no matter what.
Rom tipped his head to nip the inside of Colton’s right ankle. “Tell me what you want, baby.”
Hitting the good kind of bottom meant achieving a sweet peace he’d never known before. “I want to make you happy, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Just when Rom thought Colton couldn’t be any more perfect than he already was, he managed to come up with another level of perfection that took Rom’s breath away.
Rom nuzzled Colton’s ankle. “You do make me happy.” He reached between them with his other hand and gave Colton’s cock a long, gentle squeeze. “You also make me proud.”
Slowly pulling out until only the head of his cock remained inside Colton, he took his time pressing forward again. The sweet, tight heat of Colton’s ass gripped his cock, even through the condom. He leaned down and nipped Colton’s lower lip before sitting up again, releasing Colton’s wrists so Rom could use that arm to brace himself.
“Hold me, baby. Hold me while I fuck you.”
It suddenly felt like Colton’s hands roamed everywhere at once, stroking Rom’s arms, his chest, thumbs brushing across his nipples and sending an intense frisson of pleasure through his body and straight to his cock.
As Rom started fucking him, he cupped Colton’s cock again with his free hand and began stroking. “Come for me, boy. You’ve earned it.”
Not that he would deny Colton anything.
Okay, maybe he might edge him from time to time, for fun, but that was fun for both of them, in different ways.
No way he’d punish his boy by forbidding him from coming for long periods at a time. That kind of punishment held no place in their dynamic. Rom wanted everything between them focused on love and respect at its core.
Because he might be Colton’s Sir, but he respected Colton.
He only hoped he could live up to Colton’s respect and love for him.
With his thumb, Rom slicked Colton’s pre-cum along his shaft and slowly built him up, deliberately not matching the strokes with his hand with his rhythm as he fucked Colton’s ass. He wanted his boy kept off-kilter, unable to think, forced to do nothing but process the pleasure and focus on that alone.
Watching Colton’s gaze, he spotted it the moment Colton hit the point of no return, even before his ass began clenching around Rom’s cock, even before his cock hardened and erupted, spilling ropes of hot cum into Rom’s hand and all over both of them.
“Good boy.” He sped up his pace, now able to let go and focus on his own pleasure, on catching up and falling over. Rom groaned when his orgasm hit and after several last thrusts fell still inside Colton.
He leaned in for a kiss while catching his breath. “Love you so much, baby,” he whispered against Colton’s lips.
He smiled. “Love you, too, Sir.”
Despite Rom having promised Colton a round three, after they cleaned up his boy started dozing off in Rom’s arms. He rolled to face Rom, his head tucked against Rom’s chest. “Can I take a rain check on round three, Sir?” He let out a sleepy yawn.
Rom nuzzled his nose against Colton’s. “I think we can arrange that.” And like that, sweet, perfect sleep settled over both of them.
 
Chapter Three
 
Rom barely processed it when Colton’s alarm went off at 5:30 Wednesday morning and he gently extricated himself from Rom’s arms to get out of bed. By the time Rom’s alarm went off thirty minutes later, Colton had already left for the gym…after leaving Rom’s coffee in a thermal mug next to the bed.
He felt so comfortable snuggled in bed that part of him wanted to skip his morning run, until he realized he hadn’t gone on a morning run since the week before.
I need to get back into my usual routine.
He took care of business in the bathroom, and that’s where he spotted the gold band now encircling his left ring finger.
He smiled.
My boy.
Yes, Colton had shown him how he felt. Rom had no doubts about his boy’s love for him.
Before dressing, he deeply drank from his coffee, which had reached the perfect temperature. He’d keep today’s jog short, maybe half the length of his usual run. It was hard to believe just one day in the hospital would take so much energy out of him, but it had. That near-miss had scared him, too.
In fact…
He dug his spare EpiPen out of the bag he took to work and put it in the small waist pack he wore when jogging. It also carried his ID, his key, and his cell phone, which played music to his Bluetooth earbuds.
After another long swallow from his coffee, he headed out onto the streets of Venice.
Running on Venice Island was, admittedly, better than his previous route around the neighborhood where his apartment was located. The tree-lined streets and high-end houses and condos along the Gulf of Mexico made for a prettier journey, that was for sure. Plus the traffic was slower, restricted due to the residential neighborhoods, making it a safer run, too.
And cooler. The breeze blowing in off the Gulf, even though the day was warm and muggy, helped cool him and make the run less intense than it might otherwise have been.
As he ran, he thought about last night, about Colton.
About…everything. His gorgeous love god trusted him. Wanted him.
Loved him.
There was something addicting about Colton. In a good way. Like Rom could finally let down his guard and snuggle in close and not worry about anything because his big cuddle puppy would protect him.
When he returned to their apartment less than thirty minutes later, Rom felt more awake and like he was finally shifting his mind and soul back onto an even keel.
Life is good.
Once he had his shower, had dressed for work, and grabbed a quick bite to eat—and refilled his coffee mug—he jumped in the car and headed toward the bank he worked at. With his phone in hands-free mode, he called his brother, Chad.
“What’s up, Rommy?”
Rom smiled. “I hope you meant it when you said you liked Colton.”
“Why?”
“Because we’re getting married. He proposed last night.”
“Congratulations! When? Because you know Ina’s going to ask me.”
“We haven’t gotten that far yet. We haven’t even told his aunt yet. I’m sure once we do that the grannies are going to want to take over and plan everything. That’s why I wanted to give you a heads-up, so you can tell Ina and she’ll be ready to jump in and help.”
“Oh, lord.” He laughed. “She still feels a little irritated at Colton for not calling us sooner on Saturday.”
“She’ll just have to get over it. I told you, it wasn’t his fault. He wasn’t even there when it happened. And, yes, Sherry still feels horrified over it, bless her heart.”
Chad was fifteen years older than Rom, and Ina was twelve years older. She and Chad had gotten married when Rom was only ten, and she was like a mom to him. Considering Chad had raised Rom since Rom was five, they were both more like parents than siblings, Rom’s two nephews more like little brothers.
“That’s easier said than done, Rommy. She’s a momma bear, and you damn well know it.”
Yes, he did. One time when Rom was in school, after Ina found out a kid had tried bullying him, she’d descended on the teacher and principal like some rabid Valkyrie with severe anger issues and a thirst for viscera.
The bullying student was transferred to a class on the other end of the building the next day.
“Try to talk her down for me, huh?” Rom asked. “He loves me, bro. And I love him.”
“I’ll do my best. She doesn’t not like him, she just wants to make him sweat a little. Keep in mind, we are happy for you. Any grief she tries to give you is because she loves you and worries about you.”
“I know.”
Once Rom ended the conversation with Chad, he turned up his radio for the remainder of his drive to work.
How’d I get so lucky?
Colton’s parents had disowned him when he’d come out to them at twelve.
Twelve.
Chad and Ina had lovingly supported him when he’d come out to them at fifteen.
Colton hadn’t seen or spoken to his parents since he was twelve. Twenty years. Colton didn’t even know where they were, for sure. When Colton’s grandmother had died four years earlier, his Aunt Roberta had reached out to them but had been rebuffed.
I’m blessed.
It made him look at his life thus far and appreciate just how lucky he really was despite his rocky start in life. A great set of “parents,” and now a great guy, and a great extended family of friends via that same great guy, who had all embraced them.
It was even enough for him to finally shove his old “what can go wrong now?” paranoia far to the back of his mind so he could enjoy the rest of his morning drive.
 
* * * *
 
Wednesday morning, Colton wasn’t even thinking about the ring on his left hand. No one apparently noticed it at the gym, when he was working with his regular morning clients. After he finished with his clients, and his own workout, he took a shower there at the gym. Then he returned to his apartment, dumped his stuff, and headed back downstairs to the ceramics shop. He was teaching a small class later that afternoon and wanted to work on an art piece that morning.
Aunt Roberta was behind the counter, chatting with one of her friends, Lucy, who was also a regular customer and class student.
Both of them turned at his entrance, and Aunt Roberta’s eyes immediately narrowed, drawing him up short.
“What?” he asked.
“What’s that?” She pointed at his left hand.
Lucy toddled over and grabbed his hand, letting out a shocked gasp as she held it up. “The little rat bastard got married and didn’t tell us!”
“You two got married and didn’t tell us?” Aunt Roberta practically screamed.
“No!” He gently disengaged Lucy’s tenacious grip—since she was like in her eighties, she was definitely stronger than she looked—and walked over to the counter. “We’re engaged, not married. I popped the question last night and gave him a ring. He said yes. When I told him I’d bought both rings, he wanted me to wear mine, too. But no, we’re not officially married yet.”
“Whew!” Aunt Roberta said. “I’da had to spank you if you’d eloped!”
Lucy smacked him on the shoulder hard enough to give Rom a run for his money. “Damn right! I’da helped her.”
Then both women shot questions at him at a rapid-fire pace.
“When’s the date?” Aunt Roberta started.
“Where are you having it?”
“Do you have a theme?”
“How big will the guest list be?” Lucy asked.
“Oh!” Aunt Roberta turned to Lucy. “We need to make sure to put it in the newsletter going out tomorrow!”
This was getting out of hand already. “Wait—”
“Sherry will want to help,” Lucy said, cutting him off.
“I’ll start calling the girls.” Aunt Roberta whipped out her cell phone.
He held up his hands. “Um, hey, can we slow this down, please? I don’t want to make any decisions without Rom.”
Lucy patted his cheek. “You’re adorable. You boys won’t have to handle any decisions. We’ll take care of everything for you.”
“We have a budget, you know.”
Aunt Roberta waved him off as she excitedly began spreading the word.
Oh, boy.
It was twenty minutes later before he was able to get alone by locking himself in the bathroom so he could send Rom a text.
 
SOS. We’re sooo busted. Aunt Roberta and Lucy saw my ring first thing and have taken over our wedding plans. Heeelllllp!
 
He knew, because of Rom’s job, that he might not be able to reply right away. If Rom was at his desk and didn’t have a customer, that was one thing. But if he was working a counter station that morning, he might not be able to look at his phone until a break or lunch.
It wasn’t that he thought Rom would be upset by the women now pelting him with questions and ideas.
Quite the contrary.
He suspected Rom would be tickled plaid and vicariously enjoy a little bit of unintended sadism at Colton’s expense.
Except Rom surprised him by replying only seconds later.
 
HAHAHAHA! Why don’t you let them, boy? Check with Kent to verify their schedule. Besides staying within budget, I’d like them to be able to be there. And Chad and Ina and the boys, obvs.
 
Colton sighed and resigned himself to his fate. When he emerged from the bathroom, Lucy was standing by the door, waiting on him.
“How do you feel about luaus, hon?” she asked.
“Luaus?”
“Well, we were thinking a beachy theme.” She smiled and clapped her hands together. “Oh, your grandmother would have loved that! She loved the beach, loved Venice.”
He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. “We appreciate that you all want to help, but we have a budget we need to stay under. And it’s not very extravagant.”
She hooked her arm through his and led him back into the showroom. “Bless your heart, you’re adorable. Like you boys are going to have to pay for any of this.” She patted his arm. “Do you know how many of us have waited for this day ever since you came to live with Roz?”
She stopped, looking up at him. Because he didn’t want to break her fragile bones, he stopped, too. “She made us all promise that, if she wasn’t here, when you finally met Mr. Right, we’d welcome him into the family and throw you two the biggest fucking wedding this city ever saw.”
He swallowed hard. “Oh. I never heard about that.” Goddammit.
Lucy cackled. “That sweet ole bitch swore us all to secrecy, honey.” She squeezed his arm and nudged him to get him moving again. “You boys have about three dozen fairy godmothers and godfathers who’ve been planning for this day for the past twenty years, sugar. Get used to it.”
The full enormity of the situation finally started to sink in.
We are sooo screwed.
 
Chapter Four
 
Lucy, Sherry, and Aunt Roberta were deep in wedding planning mode when Colton snuck upstairs at lunchtime and called Kent.
Kent answered on the second ring. “How’s my favorite Adonis doing today?”
Colton didn’t mind joking around with Kent, because he knew Kent was happy in his relationship with Tim and Paul. And the man had introduced him to Rom.
“Um…well, long story short, Rom and I are getting married, my aunt and grandmother’s friends have taken over, and we’d really like you and your boys to be able to attend. So I’m checking schedules.”
Kent started laughing. “Mazel tov! How soon are we talking?”
“I’ll talk them out of having it this weekend, but apparently they want to get us hitched as soon as possible.”
“Excellent. Do you know where yet?”
“No, but apparently we’re being told we’re having a luau theme.”
“If you can do it next weekend, or the weekend after, or after that, we can have it here. In fact, I insist you have it here. It’d be our pleasure to host it.”
This was reeeeally spiraling out of control. “It’s going to be…vanilla.”
“Oh, I can do vanilla with the best of them, don’t worry. I host dinner parties a few times a year for local business owners, Rotary, things like that. We’ve got the pool and lanai, and if it rains, we can move the shindig inside. Is your aunt at the store right now?”
“Yeah, she’s downst—”
“Spectacular. I’ll call her right now. Roberta, right?”
“Yes, I mean—”
“No worries. My treat, Colton. Seriously. It’ll be our pleasure to have it here. And parking won’t be a problem, either. I’ll coordinate everything with her. Later!”
Aannnd Colton found himself staring at a “call ended” screen.
Shit.
Even at a dead run, he didn’t make it halfway down the stairs before he heard the phone ringing in the store and Aunt Roberta answering it.
He stopped at the bottom of the stairs and closed his eyes. Grammy, I love you, but did you have to sic them on us from beyond the grave?
 
* * * *
 
Rom couldn’t help but giggle at random moments throughout the day. He could almost hear Colton’s plaintive tone as he sent text after text to Rom, detailing how the plans had literally been taken out of their hands.
And how they were rapidly spiraling out of control.
With Kent now involved, Rom knew it’d be a doozy of a party, even for a vanilla soirée. Probably even more so once Ina got involved in the planning process.
By the time Rom was ready to leave work that afternoon, the date had been set for three weekends away, at Kent’s house in Venice, and the guest list was already up to forty people. That was before Rom had even started inviting co-workers.
Which he did before he left work, bumping the guest list up potentially by another twenty people.
In fact, he was enjoying the remote and effortless sadism so much that he nearly forgot to stop by his apartment on his way home. The management office was open, and he let them know he would be moved out by the end of the month. Since that left only a month on his lease, and he’d never been late with a payment during his entire residency there, they were still going to refund his full deposit without any penalties.
Not to mention they had a waiting list for renters wanting units.
As he stood in his apartment and looked around, he realized he needed to get boxes so he could begin the move in earnest. He walked into the bedroom, dug a suitcase out from under the bed, and began the process of emptying his closet. Three garbage bags took care of his dresser, and that meant all his clothes would now be at Colton’s place.
Our place.
That would take a little getting used to. While he’d already started referring to it as “home” in conversations, finally drilling that factoid firmly into place in his mind felt the good kind of scary.
He’d never “lived” with someone before Colton.
He sank onto his bed and stared at the gold band on his left hand. His boy had not only proposed once, but twice.
Had spent all their time together since they met showing him how he felt about Rom.
In conversations with Chad over the years, Rom had learned his parents were liberal and likely would have accepted Rom being gay without any problems. When Chad had “the talk” with Rom when he was younger, he’d told Rom what their dad had told him—gay or straight or whatever, there were few things Rom could do that would make Chad not love him, and those items would also get Rom imprisoned.
Meaning he’d be accepted regardless.
Which was why, once he’d realized at fifteen he was gay, Rom had felt safe coming out to Chad and Ina.
Colton hadn’t had that support from his own parents.
Throughout his life, even though he felt loved, there were still times Rom had felt nearly overwhelmed by grief and the unfairness of it all. Sure, their parents likely would have divorced at some point, given their father’s infidelity. But they weren’t here. He felt that keenly during every major holiday when they got together with Ina’s family, at his high school graduation, his college graduation. Watching his nephews go through their firsts—that there was a missing pair of grandparents who never got to meet them.
That he didn’t have parents to bring Colton home to and proudly introduce.
That he couldn’t call his mom and text her a picture of his ring the way he had Ina at lunchtime.
Ina’s parents had adopted him and Chad both, in some ways, but they weren’t his parents.
And wasn’t it awfully whiny of him to sit there and…well, whine, when Colton’s parents had discarded him at twelve?
Rom didn’t have an interest in having kids of his own. But when he’d turned eighteen, Chad and Ina had sworn him to secrecy and taken him to their attorney to add him to their will. In case something ever happened to them while Jeff and Allen were still minors, Rom would get custody of them and raise them.
At the time, it’d nearly overwhelmed him, but of course he’d said yes.
He’d never say no to Chad and Ina. Especially not in light of how Chad had stepped up and raised him.
But did it make him selfish that he hoped he’d never have to make good on that promise? Jeff was fourteen and Allen was twelve, so it wasn’t like they were little kids any longer. And they felt more like younger brothers to him than they did nephews. In fact, growing up, they’d referred to Rom as their older brother and it was easier for all of them to let them do that, even if it did sometimes cause confusion.
He loved them like little brothers, had gladly babysat for Chad and Ina when the boys were younger.
After loading everything into his car, he grabbed several reusable grocery bags and removed stuff from his cabinets and pantry, nonperishable food items he hadn’t moved to Colton’s yet. He’d emptied his fridge of most everything else weeks ago.
I need to file a change of address form.
There was so much to do still.
As he surveyed his apartment, he smiled.
At least planning their wedding wasn’t one of those things. From the sound of it, all he’d have to do was show up when and where he was told to by the grannies. Which was fine by him.
Because as long as at the end of it Colton was his husband, that’s all he truly cared about.
 
* * * *
 
Rom wasn’t expecting Colton to be upstairs when he returned, because he knew the studio was still open and Colton had taught a class today. So he did his best not to make too much noise as he unloaded the car, not wanting Colton to interrupt whatever he was doing and come help him.
Work. That always had to come first.
Now, if the studio was closed, yes, he’d be asking his boy for assistance.
Besides, he needed the exercise anyway. He’d thought about getting a gym membership at the same one Colton worked at, but two problems with that—he hated working out at a gym, and he knew he’d end up getting both of them thrown out the first time he punched a guy for making a pass at his boy in front of him.
That wouldn’t be good for either of them.
Appreciative looks, that was one thing. And he honestly didn’t care if women tried making passes at Colton because, come on, the guy had never slept with a woman. Rom didn’t even care if guys whistled at Colton, or made catcalls at one of Kent’s parties, because there was a different tone to those. No one would touch Colton there, because Colton always had his collar on when they were there. It was like taking a dog to a dog show and getting upset if someone looked at it. He was proud to have his snuggle puppy on his leash and wearing his collar.
In public, however, Rom had found himself feeling…territorial.
Which was something he’d never felt before about any other guy he’d dated.
Maybe it’s because I know that, this time, it’s for life.
He couldn’t call it jealousy, either, because he honestly didn’t feel “jealous.” He had no issues with Colton’s behavior, or with Colton’s friends, or with Colton doing things with his friends, or any of that.
More gratifying was the fact that when he’d confessed all this to Colton, after his boy had asked if Rom wanted to join the gym and take advantage of his employee discount, Colton had reacted…well, happy.
He’d liked that Rom had felt that way about him—and that Rom was emotionally mature enough to admit it and not be a douche about it. But, also, that someone else felt possessive of him.
Something Colton had never had before, either.
Yet another way they were perfectly matched with each other.
After Rom finished unloading the car, he made sure the blinds were tightly drawn and headed in to take a shower. He’d unpack later. There wasn’t enough dresser space right now, anyway, something moving his dresser here would rectify.
I can’t believe I finally found my husband.
One thing for sure—he’d never take Colton, or his love, for granted.
 
Chapter Five
 
By the time Colton finished closing the store for the night and headed upstairs, he realized Rom was home. Hurrying, he made it into the master bath only to hear the shower shut off.
Dammit.
“Sorry, Sir,” he called out. “I didn’t realize you were home.”
Rom poked his head around the end of the shower curtain, a playful smile curving his lips. “I could be persuaded to extend my shower.”
Colton leaned in and kissed him. “Mmm. Yes, Sir. Please?” He loved showering with Rom.
Rom retreated into the shower and Colton heard the water start again while he quickly stripped so he could join Rom.
Pulling Colton in for another kiss, Rom draped his arms around his neck. “I stopped by my apartment on the way home and grabbed more stuff. All my clothes are here now.”
“Really?”
“Yep. And I told them I’ll be moved out by the end of the month.” He smiled. “Hope you meant the proposal.”
Colton grinned. This time, he slanted his lips over Rom’s. “Not letting you get away from me, Sir. I will do whatever it takes to get you completely moved in here as soon as possible.”
“I need my dresser, for starters. But that’ll have to wait until we get the rest of my furniture. I can make do until then.”
“So I should book the moving truck for this Sunday?” Colton asked in all seriousness.
“I think the grannies are going to have us busy with wedding plans. Besides, there’s a rope class at Venture on Saturday afternoon that I want us to attend. Meaning we’ll be up late. Meaning I want us to sleep in Sunday morning. Besides, don’t we still have to rearrange the storage room to put my stuff in there?”
Those were all excellent points.
Colton fought the urge to pout, even though that’s exactly what he wanted to do. “I want you moved in now, Sir.”
“I know, buddy. We’ll get me moved. Maybe Sunday afternoon we can tackle the storage room. I’d rather not spend the extra money to rent a warehouse, and then have to move the stuff twice, or rent a truck twice. One and done, saves us time, money, and effort. Even if we don’t have everything upstairs ready and rearranged, at least we’ll have room for it downstairs.”
“I hate your logic, Sir,” he grumbled.
“Get used to it.” He patted Colton on the ass before releasing him. “Turn around, and I’ll scrub your back for you.”
Closing his eyes, Colton braced his hands against the wall as Rom took the scrubby, dumped body wash on it, and slowly worked his way from Colton’s shoulders, down his arms, up again, and down his back. More a sensual tease than an actual bath, the evening’s foreplay already in full swing.
With the length of his body pressed against Colton’s, Rom’s hands roamed Colton’s body. Slippery with soap, he encircled Colton’s body with his arms and skimmed his hands down his chest, his abs, one hand circling Colton’s balls and the other his cock.
“My beautiful boy,” Rom whispered.
Colton shivered the way he always did at the reverence in Rom’s tone. Colton wasn’t an idiot, and he wasn’t full of fake modesty. He knew he wasn’t bad-looking. He worked hard to stay in shape, but it was part of his literal job, not simply a narcissistic pursuit.
Except having someone wanting not only his body, but his soul, his love, his submission, someone who appreciated him for who he was inside, not simply outside—that was precious and perfect.
Especially in light of the rejection he’d faced from the people who’d given birth to him in the first place.
Rom had his own insecurities through no fault of his own, his own pain to work through.
But together, they’d made magick, which only seemed to grow stronger by the day.
Rom lightly tugged on Colton’s balls, stroked his cock just enough to tease him and make him moan. He didn’t move, other than to rock his hips in time with Rom’s motions. He didn’t pull his hands from the wall.
He knew what made Rom hot—him willingly submitting to him, be it pain or pleasure.
In fact, Colton felt Rom lay his cheek against the middle of his back, his short beard and mustache slightly raspy along his flesh and feeling sexy as fuck.
As Rom’s hands slowly tightened around Colton’s balls and cock, he softly spoke. “You sure you’re ready to spend the rest of your life being tortured by me?”
Another of those delicious shivers zinged through Colton’s body, hair to toes and back again. “Yes, Sir. I can’t wait to be your husband.”
Rom released his holds, his hands delving lower, down the fronts of Colton’s thighs. As Rom’s hands cupped him, he ground his hard cock against the seam of Colton’s ass.
“I have plans for my boy after dinner,” Rom said. He raked his nails up the fronts of Colton’s thighs, digging in as he paused. “Do you have any idea what you do to me?” he softly asked. Rom’s hands resumed their trek north, cupping Colton’s pecs and his fingers zeroing in on Colton’s nipples.
That made Colton’s already hard cock throb even more as Rom slowly pinched, increasing pressure.
“You do things to me, too, Sir. This isn’t one-sided. You give me what I need and want. You give me everything I need and want. You want me—and I feel wanted.”
Rom turned Colton to face him, staring up at him with those sweetly sexy brown eyes of his, his brown hair wet and dark as it lay plastered against his skull. “I’m always going to want you, baby. You trust me, and you’re willing to put up with what I need and let me have it. I swear I’ll never do anything to break the trust you’ve given me. I’m sorry I’m a possessive jerk.”
Colton cupped Rom’s face. “Rommy, stop,” he gently said. “You’re not a jerk. A jerk wouldn’t apologize for being possessive. I like you feeling territorial about me. Plus, if you’ll recall, I told you I think it’s adorable. If I wasn’t happy giving you the amount of control that I already have, I wouldn’t have given it in the first place. I like that you can feel vulnerable with me. I love that you trust me with those parts of you.”
With his thumb, Colton lightly brushed it across Rom’s lips. “I love that you were willing to take the risk with me to open up to me. You make me feel wanted, and loved, and like I’ve finally found my true home with you.”
Rom hooked a hand around the back of Colton’s neck and pulled him in for a kiss. “I trust you,” he quietly said. “If I start to be a jerk, you have my permission to call me out on it, Colt. Promise me you will. Promise me you won’t follow me off the rails to the point of no-return, where we can’t save us. Please?”
Maybe Rom was a sadist, and his Sir, and usually pretty self-assured, but he had a fragile, vulnerable heart.
And he’d allowed Colton complete access to it.
Colton was one of very few people who knew why—that Rom’s life-long fears stemmed from the murder of his parents by the estranged husband of the woman his father was having an affair with.
Rom equated trust with safety, and a breach of trust with danger. Only five when their parents were murdered, Rom grew up with a very—rightfully—protective older brother. Ina and Chad were amazing people who raised Rom with limitless love, all while trying to protect Rom from the truth of what had happened.
The truth that their father cheated on their mother with a woman whose estranged husband murdered her, them, and then took his own life.
Colton pulled Rom into his arms and tightly held him. It was something he’d realized Rom loved, the security, the safety.
The ability to finally relax and let go. Not submission, but the purest embodiment of trust.
Rom allowed Colton to not only see him stripped bare, down to his emotional core, but he’d trusted Colton with the knowledge of why he was the way he was.
Colton wasn’t naive enough to think everything would always be perfect between them. But he felt at peace that he would submit to Rom in the ways Rom needed him to, would always cultivate and cherish Rom’s trust, would gently speak his mind if he felt he had to, and that they’d always be able to work through any difficulties they had.
“Sir,” Colton whispered, “I promise that I will never let things get bad between us. But that goes both ways. Don’t assume if I screw up that it means I’m not trying, or not listening. Give me a chance to fix things, too.”
“I promise.” Rom’s arms tightened around him, and from the way he sniffled, Colton knew he was crying.
Colton cradled Rom against his body, knowing Rom didn’t want him acknowledging his tears. His face lay pressed against Colton’s chest.
“You’re stuck with me, Sir.” Colton nuzzled his face in Rom’s wet hair, breathing in his scent, the shampoo, even the slight tang of the water. “Because you’re not going to scare me off.”
“Promise?”
“I love every control freak bit of you, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom wasn’t sure what he’d done so right in his life to deserve someone like Colton, but he hoped he didn’t fuck it up. Tipping his head back, he stared up into Colton’s brown eyes. “Dinner on the couch, and then snuggling in bed?”
One corner of his boy’s mouth playfully quirked. “I was hoping for more than snuggling, Sir, unless you’re not feeling up to playing.”
Rom’s hands skimmed down Colton’s back, to his ass, where he still bore some nice marks from the evening before. “Sexy play, not impact play. I want to let you heal up a little more first.”
“Aww.” The huge man pooked out his lower lip, drawing a chuckle from Rom.
“No pouting, big guy.” He squeezed Colton’s ass. “We’ll have a whole lifetime together for me to spank you. I don’t want to burn you out a few weeks before our wedding.”
Once out of the shower, they dried off and, together, heated leftovers in the kitchen for dinner.
Rom loved watching Colton’s naked body. Rom simply hated wearing clothes when at home. He wasn’t a nudist, exactly. It was more an issue of the sensation of wearing clothes grated on him.
Colton, on the other hand, had felt adorably uneasy with the enforced nudity, at first. He quickly grew more comfortable with it, less self-conscious, until now it was second nature to him.
Ironic, considering how much time Colton spent in a gym.
Once they finished eating, Colton collected their plates and insisted Rom remain on the couch while he finished cleaning up the kitchen. If Rom craned his neck back, he could watch Colton moving around in the kitchen.
That sweet, tight, perfect ass of his. Those granite thighs.
His Adonis belt.
Nom!
Okay, now his cock was starting to stiffen again. He reached down and gave it a long, slow tug, which finished hardening him while he watched Colton’s naked ass in the kitchen.
It felt like forever before Colton finished with that and turned, smiling when he caught Rom watching him. Colton’s cock started stiffening as he crossed the room.
“Should we move the couch back about a foot so you don’t get a kink in your neck watching me, Sir?”
“Hmm. Might not be a bad idea.”
Colton walked up behind him and leaned in, kissing the top of his head while his hands settled on Rom’s shoulders and started kneading.
“Ooooh!” Rom’s eyes dropped closed and his hand stilled on his cock.
This was his second-favorite kind of physical contact with Colton. His boy knew his way around a body because of his profession, and had, on more than one occasion, put Rom to sleep with his massages.
“Feel good, Sir?” Rom didn’t have to look to see the pleased smile on Colton’s face—he heard it in his boy’s playful tone.
“You damn well know it does.” Rom sighed. “I was going to have you come blow me, but now I’m thinking I don’t want you to stop doing that.”
Colton’s warm breath brushed across the back of Rom’s neck as he leaned in for a playful nibble along the nape of Rom’s neck. “Oooorrrr…here’s a crazy idea, Sir. I could give you a blow job and then give you a massage.”
“Mmm. Decisions, decisions.” He tipped his head back. “I think I want us in bed, regardless.”
They quickly headed that way and, moments later, Rom lay stretched out on his back, legs spread, with Colton’s beautiful body between his splayed thighs and his cock down Colton’s throat.
Pulling a pillow under his head so he could watch Colton, Rom buried one hand in Colton’s short blond hair and stroked his scalp. “Take your time, baby. I’ll take care of you next.”
Colton’s brown gaze crinkled at the outer edges as he went deeper on Rom’s cock, taking him to the root.
Rom let out a hiss. “Sooo fucking good.”
Colton reached up with his hands to play with Rom’s nipples. Rom’s cock jerked in response to his touch, pulsing along the heat of Colton’s sweet tongue.
And as he lay there and enjoyed it, Rom realized something—he’d end up falling asleep almost immediately if he came like this.
Meaning he wouldn’t make Colton come.
Which, while Rom was a sadist, he was no asshole.
He tapped Colton on top of the head. “Up, buddy. Change of plans.”
He put Colton on his back and climbed on top of him in a sixty-nine. Before he swallowed Colton’s cock, he nipped the insides of his thighs. “Don’t hold back.”
Although his eyes nearly rolled back in his head as Colton kicked off the brakes and went to town trying to get Rom over.
His boy’s oral talents were definitely not in doubt.
Not in the slightest.
He barely managed to hold back and get Colton over first before finally letting go and filling Colton’s mouth with a load of cum. Now with a full tummy and empty balls, Rom dragged himself back around to cuddle with Colton.
“That’s what I call a nightcap,” Rom said.
Colton chuckled and draped an arm across Rom’s chest. “You said it, Sir.”
 
Chapter Six
 
Throughout the rest of the week the wedding plans literally exploded out of control. Apparently Kent wasn’t kidding when he said he’d be helping out, because he took Ina, Aunt Roberta, Lucy, and Sherry out for a long lunch on Friday, and the women returned giggling, half-drunk, and with armfuls of magazines and brochures to get the plans finalized.
Rom also giggled over Colton’s obvious struggle to gracefully accept the events were going to play out beyond his control. Colton was so used to taking care of his own life that having everyone—besides Rom—step in like this, in a completely vanilla way, was throwing him for a loop.
But his boy had no choice but to accept it, because Rom had a little private chat with Aunt Roberta. A serious one, wanting to know exactly what Rosalynn had said to her about Colton’s future.
It confirmed that, yes, everyone did want to do this for Colton. And really, it would be a big barbecue more than anything. Definitely not an extravagant affair. A fun, light-hearted celebration for everyone.
A chance for the people who’d loved and supported Colton for all these years to celebrate the day with him.
With them. Because they’d wholeheartedly embraced Rom, too.
Meanwhile, Rom had started shopping around for a day collar for his boy. He wasn’t sure what he wanted to buy him yet, but he knew he’d know it when he saw it. A bracelet wouldn’t be practical, because Colton would have to take it off while working in the studio, meaning he was leaning toward a necklace.
Finding something that struck just the right chord in his soul was what had him stumped.
I have a couple of weeks.
Meanwhile, they were both looking forward to the rope class on Saturday. In fact, that morning, Rom lay in bed after Colton left, wide awake now because he knew he had to get up shortly to get ready for work. He hated working Saturdays, but it couldn’t be helped.
Today, he downright resented it. Rom would be a liar of the worst kind if he said he was looking forward to the afternoon rope class with anything less than a child’s Christmas-morning enthusiasm. They’d attended a couple of rope classes already, but today’s class was the first in a series that would lead the riggers to being able to safely suspend a rope bottom.
Rom’s rope cred was definitely in the beginner’s range. Sure, he could tie a guy up, or tie a guy to a piece of equipment, but his skills weren’t anything but rudimentary and utilitarian. Definitely not artistic.
With a canvas as gorgeous as Colton, Rom wanted to do right by his boy and take his skills to the next level. Not to mention he wanted to be able to do it safely.
Anything that stood between him and spending time with his boy drew at least some level of resentment from Rom. The more it interfered with their time together, the more Rom resented it.
After a great amount of grumbling that was only partially in his head, Rom forced himself to roll over and sit up to discover that Colton had, in fact, left him a thermal mug of coffee next to the bed.
Damn, I love that man.
Only after taking a few long swallows from it did he fumble his alarm off on his phone and head to the bathroom to shower.
He felt marginally more awake when he drove into the bank’s parking lot five minutes early. Denise, one of his coworkers, had just parked her car.
“Morning, sunshine,” she called out.
Rom grunted a greeting at her as he climbed out of his car. “How can you be so awake?”
“I’m one of those disgusting morning people you hate so much.” She smiled. “Don’t know why the hell you like me. How’s the wedding plans coming?”
Something to smile about. “They’re wildly out of control.”
“I figured you’d want to be in charge of it all.”
“Nope. I’m happy to go hands-off. Colton’s aunt, and the grannies, and my sister-in-law, and our friends, are all having the time of their lives planning this. Won’t even let us pay for it. I’m happy to let them do their thing. They know it’s a zero-peanut zone, and that I want Publix cake.”
“Mmm. Publix cake. Lucky bastard.”
“If you guys weren’t going out of town, you, too, could have Publix cake.” He smiled.
“Don’t tempt me. I’m looking for a reason to not visit my sister-in-law. Ugh. I might have to get sick at the last minute and miss the flight.”
Rom had to fill in as a teller and cover the drive-thru today, which wasn’t his favorite but beat having to take lead on the counter. They were short-handed today due to one of their tellers being out on maternity leave, and another being needed at their Venice branch today to fill in for someone else out on maternity leave.
It’s raining babies.
Fortunately, not a problem he and Colton would ever have to worry about. Colton loved Rom’s nephews, and the feeling was apparently mutual.
Finally, Rom was able to leave work right on time and returned to Colton’s place by two.
Not Colton’s—our place.
He was still processing that. In a good way, though. He’d emptied more of his things from the apartment. The kitchen was bare, and he’d started packing boxes of books and DVDs. At this rate, he’d be down to nothing but furniture in a week.
Rom had just walked through the back door when Colton emerged from the rear store entrance with a playful smile on his face.
“Thought I saw you drive past.” He leaned in for a kiss and nuzzled Rom’s left cheek as he squeezed Rom’s hand, their vanilla-friendly greeting. “Welcome home, Sir. Is it time to get ready yet?” He waggled his eyebrows at Rom.
Rom laughed. “You’re not eager at allll, are you, baby?” He reached down and palmed the front of Colton’s jeans, loving the firm bulge he felt under his palm.
“Fuck, Sir,” he muttered, covering Rom’s hand with his own and squeezing. “I spent this morning carrying something in my hands when working with clients so I could hide my damn chub.”
“Can you leave the store yet, or do they still need you.”
“I told Aunt Roberta I was done for the day and she shooed me out. I think they wanted to get rid of me so they could discuss wedding stuff.” He tried to steal another kiss, but Rom stopped him.
“Then let’s go upstairs before I let you hump me silly right here. I don’t want to be late for the rope class.”
Colton’s brown gaze sparkled with devious mirth. “I could drop to my knees and blow you right here, Sir.”
“Don’t tempt me.” He released Colton’s crotch after one more squeeze. “Upstairs. Now.”
 
* * * *
 
Although Colton knew his chances of persuading Rom to have an early romp with him were probably slim, he still had to try. He knew Rom was looking forward to them playing in the dungeon tonight, and would want him fully revved up beforehand.
Meaning he had a long afternoon of teasing ahead of him before he’d be allowed to come.
Not that he minded.
When Rom got like this, in these little sadistic moods, it always made things between them that much hotter. And Rom never made him wait too long for relief.
It didn’t help that he knew dang well Rom was getting off on Colton’s discomfort over having basically no control over their wedding plans. Even the officiant was being arranged by Kent, although he had assured Colton that the woman was not only kink-friendly, but that she frequently performed these kinds of functions for friends in common in the kinky community.
Although in their case, it’d be watered down and vanilla-friendly.
Rom stepped aside so Colton could go first, and he was totally okay with it being that he knew Rom loved watching his ass.
Hell, it was one of the reasons he was determined to keep his ass in shape, and not just because it literally was like a calling card for his personal training services.
Once they were safely locked in the apartment, they both stripped. Colton fetched his cuffs and collar for Rom and knelt in front of him, holding them up to him.
As always, peace settled over him, driving all other thoughts out of his head. Not the store, not the wedding plans—for this moment, his world consisted of nothing but Rom standing there and looking down at him.
Rom took them from him and buckled the collar around his throat first, then the wrist and ankle cuffs. Thus properly attired, Colton knelt, head resting against Rom’s thighs and Rom’s fingers twined through his hair.
“Such a good boy for me,” Rom softly said. “My very good boy. You make me so proud, every day.”
A shiver raced through Colton, one he damn well knew meant subspace had hit him hard and fast, faster even than normal. “Thank you, Sir.”
Rom tapped him on the head, the signal for him to get up. He did, to find Rom smiling at him. “I’ll even be nice and give you a choice to wear a jock or not today during the rope class.”
Colton felt his face heat. “Sir’s choice, but I’d prefer to wear a jock.”
Rom reached up and cupped Colton’s chin. When he next spoke, his voice had dropped into dark and dangerous territory. “Then you’d better figure out how to ask me properly for it.”
Fuck. More heat filled his cheeks, but his cock also started inflating.
He couldn’t help it—Rom taking charge of him revved his motor, and Rom damn well knew it.
Colton licked his lips before his first attempt. There was no secret to this game. Rom likely didn’t have a predetermined key phrase he wanted to hear from Colton, either.
He simply liked to hear Colton beg. Whatever amused Rom the most was what he would finally accept from Colton.
Oh, sure, Colton knew he could safeword, ask to wear his jock, and Rom would let him. Colton had no doubt Rom would eventually let him wear his jock.
This was part of the fun for Colton, too, though.
“Please, Sir, may I wear a jock for the class?”
Rom didn’t respond except for his left eyebrow slowly arching.
Yeah, Colton knew he had to get that one out of the way. His own cock was inconveniently stirring, though. Rom didn’t help when he reached out with his other hand and wrapped his fingers around it. Not stroking him, just holding it.
Distracting him.
Colton swallowed hard and tried again. “Please, Sir. May your boy wear a jock for the class?”
The eyebrow remained arched even as Colton’s cock throbbed in Rom’s hand.
Colton leaned in, his head on Rom’s left shoulder where he could nibble Rom’s earlobe.
He channeled a breathy, seductive femme fatale.
Except…buff. And male.
“Sir, your boy would do anything to be allowed to wear a jock during class today.” Followed by nipping Rom’s earlobe.
It was the way Rom’s fingers twitched around Colton’s cock, and the sharp intake of breath, that told Colton he’d managed to hit the right one early today.
“Good boy,” Rom said. He reached around the back of Colton’s neck with the hand not holding Colton’s cock and pulled him in for a long, deep kiss. “Someone’s going to get a nice, hard fucking tonight.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom drove them to the club. If he did things right tonight, he was hoping Colton wouldn’t be in any condition to drive by the time they were ready to return home, between the class and then scening later at the club.
Today’s class was being taught by Scrye and June. The married couple reminded Rom of himself and Colton in some ways—Scrye was about as tall and broad-shouldered as Colton, although Scrye had a few years on Colton. In contrast, June was petite and lithe, a former gymnast and coach. Currently, she taught yoga and pole-dancing classes at a studio she helped her older sister run.
When he’d first signed up for the class, Rom had seriously wondered if the size differential between him and Colton would prove an impediment to him flying his boy. June and Scrye had reassured him that it wouldn’t be an issue, and had even told them another friend of theirs, Leah, had learned how to do suspensions and frequently suspended men much larger than herself.
Well, if she could do it, he had no excuses to not at least try.
The class size had been limited for safety reasons to fifteen couples. After arriving and checking in, they staked out a section of mats in the old side of the dungeon, where Rom started unpacking his rope bag.
Colton, who’d worn shorts and a T-shirt for this part of the day, looked nervous.
It stiffened Rom’s cock.
There were several other couples there already, the women all bottoming to the men, apparently. Three of the women had stripped down to panties only, and the fourth was wearing bike shorts and a sports bra.
Rom waited until Colton’s gaze settled on him, and he simply tipped his head at him, waiting.
Watching his boy nervously swallow finished hardening Rom’s cock, forcing him to reach down and adjust himself in his jeans.
Finally, with an adorable blush filling Colton’s cheeks, he kicked his sneakers off before he pulled his shirt over his head and neatly folded it, setting it on top of the duffel bag holding his change of clothes for later.
“Good boy,” Rom softly said, smiling so hard it nearly hurt.
Colton glanced his way but started unfastening his shorts, finally pushing them down and stepping out of them, revealing his black and blue jock Rom had purchased for him from one of his favorite gear and toy sites.
Rom had spread a towel for Colton to sit on, and he did just that to await the start of class.
Rom didn’t miss how he sat turned away from the others, facing Rom. He also didn’t miss how the women in the room kept glancing at Colton in an appreciative way. More couples filtered in. They weren’t the only gay male couple there, he was relieved to see, but his boy was definitely the buffest, if he did say so himself.
Reaching over, he cupped Colton’s cheek, his thumb brushing over Colton’s lips. “Good boy,” he whispered again. “I’m proud of you.”
“I don’t understand why this is so hard for me,” he muttered. “I don’t feel like this at the gym or Kent’s parties, or when we’re playing. And I know I’m safer here than anywhere.”
“Because you feel emotionally vulnerable right now. In the gym, or at the parties, you know you’re perfectly safe there, too. When we’re playing, you’re too focused on me, and usually blindfolded, to pay attention to anyone else.”
Colton seemed to consider it. “You might be right,” he mumbled.
“You just have to get comfortable with this the way you’ve gotten comfortable being naked at home. I will never knowingly put you at risk. That’s why we’re taking classes, so I can learn.”
He took a deep breath. “Yes, Sir.”
 
Chapter Seven
 
Once the class started, Colton finally found himself relaxing as he realized everyone was focused on Scrye and June and not paying a lick of attention to him. This class was for all skill levels, and they were covering rudimentary shibari skills before getting to suspension techniques. Most of the people in the class were like Rom, they knew some basics but not enough to safely suspend someone.
Today’s class was a literal shibari 101 kind of lesson, going over safety issues, what not to do, different types of ropes and their properties, what sizes and lengths of rope to use, where and how to properly tie and distribute stress from the rope—all the basics Colton sort of knew about but never truly considered before. He’d never tied someone, had always been the bottom when taking part in a rope scene.
The second half of the class consisted of basic ties and techniques, and culminated in a simple but sturdy chest harness. This wasn’t about artistic rope techniques, but about how to safely build skills with the end goal of suspending the bottom.
“For example, if you were ever in an emergency rock-climbing situation,” Scrye said, “you could create a safety harness using these same techniques. Once this class series ends, we’ll schedule a 201 suspension class where we delve into creating more artistic ties. But no one can take that class unless they’ve either successfully passed this one first, or they’ve demonstrated to me personally, to my satisfaction, that they’re already competent safely suspending someone.”
Colton didn’t speak much. He focused on learning as much as he could, as well as processing the feel of Rom’s hands on him as he tied Colton, and the sensation of the ropes wrapping around his body.
That, more than anything, settled him, until by the time the class ended and Rom started untying him, he realized he’d slipped into subspace. While in that sweet mental place, nothing had been running through his mind except what they were doing. He’d been tidal-locked into the moment.
No worries about the business, or their impending wedding.
Or his parents.
Rom, who’d been kneeling behind him, rested his chin on Colton’s left shoulder. “How’s my boy?” he softly asked.
“Good, Sir.” He opened his eyes and tipped his head back to meet Rom’s gaze. “Thank you for making me do this. I’m having fun.”
“Me, too. I can’t wait until I can suspend you for the first time.”
“Me, too, Sir.”
Rom brushed an innocent kiss across Colton’s lips and continued untying him so he could coil his ropes. They’d be going to dinner with a bunch of people from the Suncoast Society before returning for the dungeon session after.
Colton was definitely looking forward to dinner. He was enjoying meeting others, especially other male submissives, even if they were het or bi. So far, everyone they’d met was friendly, open to talking about sensitive issues, and he’d learned a lot about himself.
Before Rom removed the last rope from Colton, he leaned in and rested his chin on Colton’s shoulder again. “Boy’s choice—you can wear your jock tonight for the play session, if you want.”
Usually Rom played with him naked when they played here or at Kent’s.
Colton thought he misunderstood him. “Sir?”
Rom nuzzled his ear with his lips, his voice dropping to a whisper. “You were my very good boy today. I’m offering you a reward, if you want it.”
Colton considered it. “May I decide right before we play?”
“Of course.”
“Thank you, Sir.”
Drawing back a little so he could look Colton in the eyes, Rom wore a playful smile. “You’re already subspacey, aren’t you?”
No reason to deny it. “Yes, Sir. A little.”
Rom kissed the top of his head as he rose. “My very good boy. Go change into your jeans for dinner.”
 
* * * *
 
After dinner, Colton rode back to Venture with his hand resting on Rom’s right thigh. He’d deliberately not finished his dinner and brought the rest back in a box because he didn’t want to play on a full stomach. He could finish it later, at home, or even here, if he wanted, once they finished playing. It’d all depend on how he felt on the other side of their scene.
The question of playing naked or not hadn’t come up. He knew Rom wouldn’t pester him about it, either. The man had an eerily accurate sense about when to push him to broaden his boundaries, and when to back off and let him be. One more thing he loved about Rom.
I don’t deserve to be this happy.
The thought, swooping in out of nowhere, darkened his mood. He had these kinds of thoughts every so often. Usually when he had too much time on his hands with nothing else to focus on.
Something he’d once confessed to Grammy, maybe a year before he lost her. That maybe he was “bad.”
That maybe his parents were right, and he was the “wrong” one.
She’d immediately flipped into anger—at his parents, not at him—for ever putting those kinds of thoughts into his head.
“You’re perfect the way you are, and the right guy will be damned lucky to have you.”
Rom had never betrayed his trust. Rom had a good job, worked hard.
Seemed to want him.
“What’s wrong, baby?” Rom asked. “I sense a disturbance in the Force.”
The snort escaped Colton—he couldn’t help it. That was something else about Rom, that he made him laugh.
Hell, he’d laughed more in the past couple of months than he had in years.
“I think…maybe I went too deep into my head for a little bit. Sorry. Stirred up the wrong kind of dust.”
Rom glanced over at him, serious now. “Would you prefer to go home? Or we don’t have to play there. We can go socialize and watch and then go play at home.”
Colton squeezed his thigh. “I want to play there, Sir.” He loved the club’s play equipment, something they didn’t have at home. Although, at home—or Kent’s—their play could involve lots and lots of sex.
“Do we need to talk?” Rom asked.
He wasn’t even sure how to pierce the emotional dust cloud so he could describe or explain it to Rom.
“I keep thinking I’m going to wake up,” Colton finally said, “just to find out you and this were all a dream, and that I’m alone. Or that you’ll wake up and realize you aren’t happy with me.”
Rom’s hand came to rest on top of Colton’s. “I’m not going anywhere, baby. Not without you.” He gently squeezed. “Is the wedding happening too fast?”
Another snort. “Not like you mean. I asked you, remember?”
“Buuuut?”
It took him another moment to figure out how to put it into words. “I don’t want to disappoint anyone. Especially you.”
Rom pulled over into the parking lot of a small shopping center, where everything was closed. He shifted into park and turned to face Colton.
“Are we okay, Colt?”
Colton nodded. “Absolutely.”
“If you’re having doubts and need more time to—”
“No.” He gripped Rom’s hand with both of his. “I just…” He blew out a long breath. “It’s not fair Grammy’s not here to see this. How did I get so lucky all of a sudden? I’m worried something’s going to hit me from out of left field, and I’ll lose you, and I won’t know how to survive it.”
Rom reached up with his free hand and cupped Colton’s cheek. “I think we had that scare already, baby.”
Colton’s eyes dropped closed as he nuzzled Rom’s hand. “I’m not used to all these other people making choices for me. I mean, I know they love us and want to throw us a kick-ass party, but…”
 
* * * *
 
I’m an idiot.
Rom mentally kicked himself. He suspected he knew the true source of Colton’s disquiet, even if Colton didn’t. Here he’d been getting a massive giggle out of watching Colton having to let others make decisions—people besides Rom, that was—and it’d actually been triggering his boy.
Colton’s grandmother had done a fantastic job teaching Colton all the life skills he’d needed to survive once she passed. How to take charge in business and personally, so he wouldn’t be dependent upon others.
So people wouldn’t be able to hurt him again, the way his parents had. So he wouldn’t be dependent upon anyone for his livelihood or care.
What he hadn’t learned, through no fault of hers, was how to let go. Sure, Colton could let go to Rom, because Rom had earned his trust.
“I’ll talk to Kent and Aunt Roberta tomorrow,” Rom said. “I’ll step in and supervise the arrangements.”
Colton’s eyes snapped open, focused on him, but he didn’t reply.
“Will that help?” Rom asked.
Colton took a deep breath. “Maybe,” he quietly admitted.
As best he could in the front seat of the car and with their seatbelts in the way, Rom pulled Colton in for a hug and tightly held him. “I promise I’ll take care of my boy,” he whispered. “We’ll have a beautiful ceremony, a lot of fun, and by the end of the night you’ll be my husband, and I’ll be yours.”
Rom felt his boy’s shuddering breath. “Thank you, Sir. I’m sorry.”
“Don’t apologize, baby. I’m sorry I didn’t realize how much this was stressing you out.”
“But I don’t understand why it’s stressing me out. And that’s stressing me out, too.”
“It doesn’t matter.” He kissed Colton’s forehead. “The why doesn’t matter. I’ll take care of it. You focus on work, and what you want your vows to be. That’s it. I’ll make sure everything else falls together.”
“But I’m supposed to take care of you, Sir.”
“Is that something else stressing you out? That you’re not the one doing all the planning for this?”
Colton shrugged. “I honestly don’t know why I’m stressing. I keep thinking about how angry my parents were the day I came out. I’ll never forget how they yelled at me before I called Grammy. That’ll stay with me to my dying day. The things they called me. And then how Grammy, Aunt Roberta, and the others rescued me.”
Rom cupped Colton’s face in his hands. “The only people at our wedding will be people happy for us and celebrating with us. Fuck your parents. They’re the ones missing out. Like you’ve said before, it’s not like they can’t find you. They could’ve reached out at any time.”
“Why wasn’t I good enough for them?”
If Colton’s parents were standing right there, Rom would have felt tempted to hit both of them. Even Colton’s mom.
All Rom could do was kiss him. “You have that the wrong way around. They weren’t good enough for you.”
 
* * * *
 
Back to the club, where they’d already paid for the whole night when they signed in for the class. They showed their wristbands and headed into the dungeon area with their bags. After Rom buckled Colton’s collar and cuffs on him, they quickly located some of the people they’d just had dinner with, including June and Scrye.
Colton felt torn between wanting to play and wanting to talk with Rom to figure out why he’d hit this…roadblock.
Okay, not a roadblock, exactly. More like a mental pothole. He’d hit it, and now was worried about if he’d done any damage or not.
He didn’t like not having shit figured out. While it was something he knew about himself, it was also something he hadn’t consciously realized before. Not like this. Before, it was part and parcel of just…living.
From the other section of the dungeon, dubbed the “new” side, Colton heard the unmistakable sound of people playing. The smacks of implements against flesh, and yips, giggles, and moans. On this side, there wasn’t anyone playing yet, although it looked like a guy was preparing to do a rope suspension on the large, red, metal A-frame Scrye and June had used earlier while teaching the class.
Colton didn’t want to interrupt Rom and be pushy or even top from the bottom, but as time dragged on, he kept glancing toward the doorway. He felt a longing to be over there and one of them, instead of sitting there talking.
It was like Rom read his mind. He rested a hand on Colton’s shoulder. “Want to be over there making noises, too?” When Colton looked, he realized Rom wore a playful smile.
Colton nodded. And like that, it flipped his mood over, a sweet breeze driving away the mental dust cloud.
Rom knew him. Like no one else had ever known him. He loved Rom, and knew Rom loved him.
It had to be enough.
They gathered their things and headed over to the new side, where Rom only paused a breath or two in the doorway before heading to a vacant spanking bench. Colton had also decided how he wanted to play. Once Rom gave Colton the cue to strip while he prepped his implements and the bench, Colton didn’t hesitate when he was down to nothing but his jock.
He removed it and left it on top of his bag before kneeling on the floor, hands clasped behind his head, to await Rom.
Rom turned when he’d finished hanging implements on the stand, a smile quirking his lips when he spotted that Colton was naked.
He stepped in and stroked Colton’s hair. “Good boy.”
What had started as a slow, soft hum in Colton’s brain quickly built into a loud, vibrating burr, a comforting one that drove away the mental darkness once more and left nothing but his feelings for Rom and the sensations of what Rom was doing to him.
Rom pointed at the bench and Colton immediately stood, moving into position, straddling the towel he’d draped over it.
No restraints. He was expected to hold still.
Rom preferred it when he held still, meaning Colton would do his best to comply.
Colton shivered when Rom buckled the blindfold around his head. Rom’s hands settled on Colton’s shoulders, fingers kneading his flesh. Colton’s entire world shrank into a small pocket of sweet, dark pain as Rom started bare-handed pummeling up and down Colton’s back. Every impact sent jolts through his body and straight to his cock.
Thankfully, he had the towel under him, to help contain his leaking cock.
From there, Rom started using implements. A paddle, which was stingy as fuck, but Colton didn’t move. Wiggling and squirming a little was allowed, but if Colton started moving like he was trying to escape Rom, Rom would stop. It helped that Rom mixed soothing strokes from his hands with impacts from the paddle.
The more energy Colton expended to stay still for Rom, the hornier it made him. With no idea how much time elapsed, as Rom moved from implement to implement, Colton focused on his body and the sensations washing through him. The hardest, sharpest pain was always followed by Rom’s hand soothing away the sting, tender caresses that made Colton shiver with need.
Those were always the hardest to remain still for. He had to wrap his fingers around the ends of the bench and hang on tightly, sooo tempted to want to curl his body around and rub himself against Rom like a cat in heat. Whether it was Rom’s caresses, or the feel of his nails raking across his flesh, or the poke of a knuckle or elbow digging into muscle, Rom’s energy drew him like iron to a magnet, irresistible. But at the club, Rom always kept their play low-key in terms of sensuality. Neither of them were huge on PDAs of the non-vanilla kind, even though they knew they could do a lot more than they were that wouldn’t break the club’s rules.
On the other hand, it meant the sex they’d have when they returned home would be thermonuclear.
He finally became aware that the impacts had stopped and felt a wash of warm air near his head, an indication of where Rom was. It had amazed him to learn he could recognize that and track him, even blindfolded, like his entire body was attuned to Rom.
Rom pressed Colton’s forehead against his thigh, the denim of his jeans feeling softly coarse against his skin. Fingers stroked his head, twined in his hair, caressed his cheek. Only now did Colton realize they were done, that Rom was waiting on him to be steady enough to move him from the bench. And only then did Colton finally relax, sinking into the bench and nuzzling Rom’s thigh.
Were they at home, or one of Kent’s parties, he’d already have Rom’s cock down his throat.
When his mind slowly started to coagulate back into his skull, Colton became aware of the music, people around them, the sounds of others playing, talking.
His Sir, focused only on him.
As sometimes happened, tears pricked his eyes under the blindfold. Why did he deserve such a special man? Why couldn’t he simply focus on their future together?
Why did he have to worry about what might never happen?
Rom didn’t rush him. Once Colton felt steady enough to sit up, he did, waiting while Rom unfastened the blindfold and gently removed it. When Colton finally opened his eyes, it was Rom’s he saw first, right there, waiting, evaluating.
Rom reached up with his left hand to stroke Colton’s cheek, and it was the flash of his gold band that Colton focused on.
A gentle calm descended over him—Rom was already his the same way he already belonged to his Sir.
Rom’s thumb gently brushed Colton’s cheekbone. “How’s my boy?”
Suddenly overcome, Colton could only nod and throw his arms around Rom. “I love you, Sir.”
He felt Rom’s warm breath on his scalp as he wrapped his arms around Colton. “Love you, too, baby. Never letting you go.”
 
Chapter Eight
 
Rom spent their entire scene having to constantly reach down and adjust his throbbing cock in his jeans. No matter how he tried, he couldn’t soften himself at all.
Playing with Colton had an impact on him, too. Besides, he’d done a nice job with a little unintentional self-sadism by accidentally training himself to get hard when they played. Since most of their play was at home or Kent’s, where sex was on the table, his cock didn’t understand why it was being forced to uncomfortably chafe inside jeans and briefs, and couldn’t be buried in the sweet heat of Colton’s mouth. Or ass.
After ascertaining Colton was stable enough to stand, Rom got him vertical and draped one of their fleece throws around him, which he’d brought for exactly this reason. Then he wiped down the bench and stowed his gear in his bag. With that finished, he hooked an arm around Colton and guided him over to one of the aftercare sofas, leaving him alone only long enough to grab their bags and drag them over.
Finally, Rom could snuggle with his boy, Colton curled up on his side, his head in Rom’s lap, and facing him. If they were home, this would be when they fell asleep after satisfying orgasms for both of them.
Except Rom’s cock felt like it was trying to claw its way through his clothes to get to Colton, like the chest-burster in Alien. His mouth was right there!
Sigh.
No way would Rom even try to bend, much less break, Venture’s rules about no sex.
Twenty minutes later, Colton finally seemed to be mostly back to himself, except for the lingering subspacey glow he’d have until tomorrow morning, most likely. Rom coaxed him into drinking a bottle of water before letting him get dressed, keeping his wrist cuffs and collar on.
“Ready to go home, baby?” Rom asked.
He nodded. “Yes, Sir.” A boyish smile curled his lips. “Not to sleep, I hope?”
He ruffled his hair. “Not yet.”
They said their good-byes and headed home. All the way there, Rom had run through possibilities in his mind, trying to decide what he wanted to do, how he wanted to take his boy.
Until they locked the door behind them, and Rom turned to where Colton was setting their bags down, and their gazes locked.
It felt like…he couldn’t explain it if he tried. Like he threw himself at Colton, who was already waiting to catch him. Rom slanted his lips over Colton’s for a crushing, sucking kiss. One explosion of clothes later, and they were horizontal in bed, kissing, sucking, licking, going after each other with mindless need and bottomless passion.
Thisss…
Rom slammed Colton back onto the bed, shoved his thighs apart, and went down on his boy. Rom let out a low growl of pleasure when Colton’s hands gripped his head, not forcing but holding on tightly, his barely constrained power leashed only for Rom.
It wasn’t always strictly Sir and boy between them—and yet, it was. There were lines neither would cross, but there were also times like this where things were as “equal” between them as they could get in their dynamic, short of financial or other important real-life discussions, where brains disengaged and need took the wheel.
Colton’s cock slid over Rom’s tongue. His boy’s thick erection pulsed in Rom’s mouth with every pull of suction. Salty pre-cum leaked from the slit, and every time Rom withdrew to the head he’d tease the tip with his tongue, relishing the taste, his boy’s needy moans, the way Colton’s fingers massaged his scalp, tensed, holding back his strength. Rom knew Colton could just as easily grab his head and ram his cock home down Rom’s throat all the way to the balls.
His boy never willingly took control in bed, even like this. Even when Rom had teased him nearly to the edge of insanity, Colton didn’t want that top spot.
He always wanted Rom in charge in this way, and Rom loved him all the more for it.
Flicking his tongue along the glans, Rom pulled off and licked down the underside of Colton’s cock, to his balls, sucking first on one, then the other, before working his way back up again with Colton’s sac still cradled in his hand. As he did, beneath him his own cock ground against the mattress, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to last much longer like this.
“Oh, god, yes!” Colton gasped.
Rom sat up and rolled Colton onto his hands and knees. The marks he’d left on his boy’s ass earlier were showing up nicely. He leaned in and bit his right ass cheek, then the left, making Colton moan again.
He couldn’t hold back—he’d been denied long enough. Grabbing lube and a condom from the nightstand, he scissored his fingers in Colton’s ass to lube and loosen him, his own cock pulsing in time with his boy’s moans. After sheathing himself in a condom, he pressed the head of his cock against Colton’s ass.
Before he could move, however, Colton shoved himself back, hard, deeply impaling himself on Rom’s cock and making both of them let out hungry groans.
“Fuck, boy.” He grabbed Colton’s waist to hold him still. “Just wait a minute.” Colton’s ass tightly fisted his cock and threatened to make him explode too damned soon.
He wasn’t sure when the “honeymoon” phase of their relationship was supposed to wear off, because they were still going strong. If they were independently wealthy, Colton would be spending a good portion of every day on his back in bed with his legs spread for Rom.
While Rom had been with some damn good partners before, he’d never been with anyone like Colton. Even from the beginning, it felt like they were perfectly matched in every way.
In bed, and, more importantly, out of it.
“Please fuck me, Sir!”
 
* * * *
 
It was difficult not to squirm and shift against Rom’s body. Colton loved the way Rom’s thighs pressed against his, how the fresh marks on his body zinged with renewed pain that only made his cock throb and leak that much harder.
“Sit up, baby,” Rom hoarsely said.
Moaning, Colton pushed himself up, leaning back against Rom and shifting his legs until his body was molded against the other man’s, and Rom’s arms encircled him.
In Colton’s right ear, Rom’s breath felt warm and made Colton shiver. “Who’s my good boy?” he whispered as his right hand encircled Colton’s cock.
Colton whimpered. “Me, Sir.”
A long, slow pull nearly made Colton nut right there. “And who’s going to hold it for me like a good boy until I give him permission to come?”
Another whimper. He couldn’t help himself. Rom had a way of turning him into a total puddle of need and desire without any thought other than blowing a load, or doing whatever it took to get permission to accomplish that goal.
No one ever had the skill or talent or rapport to shut his brain off like this before. No lover, no Top, and damn sure no Dom.
“Me, Sir,” Colton whispered.
Rom’s lips feathered up and down Colton’s neck and over his shoulder, down to his arm and back up again. All the while, he teased, squeezed, stroked Colton’s cock, while his other hand roamed Colton’s abs and chest. He teased his nipples, back and forth, skimmed his hand up for Colton to suck his fingers, down again.
Even an eternity with this man would never be enough.
And that’s when the idea of what he wanted to do for Rom for their wedding popped into his mind. With such force that his eyes snapped open and he almost forgot what they were doing, almost dove out of bed to go make a quick sketch in his notebook so he wouldn’t forget a detail.
Eternity.
He was giving this man eternity. This beautiful soul who’d never trusted anyone as much as he trusted Colton.
This man who had never allowed himself to fully love someone else before because of his justifiable fear.
Maybe he was collared to Rom, maybe he had given himself over to ownership, maybe he deferred to Rom in nearly every way.
But Colton realized he owned Rom every bit as much as Rom owned him, this sacred trust between them.
Rom paused, his lips on Colton’s neck. “What’s wrong, baby? I just felt you tense up.”
Along with the realization a mental wind had swept in, taking with it the dust cloud of doubt that had shadowed his mind earlier.
This was real.
This was happening.
How could he be bad if this perfect, beautiful man loved him, was willing to spend his life with Colton?
He almost sensed Grammy’s spirit safely out of view but smiling and nodding that he’d finally snapped all the pieces together in his mind.
He turned his head so he could kiss Rom, reached up and back and cupped his head and thoroughly snogged him. “Nothing’s wrong, Sir,” he hoarsely said. “Not anymore. Not with you in my life.” He pulled away, turning and pushing Rom back onto the bed so he could climb on top of him and impale himself on his cock once more.
Bracing his arms on the bed, he caged Rom’s body and fucked himself on his cock. He no longer cared if he got over—it felt like his heart would burst if he didn’t make his Sir come. He wanted every bit of this, of letting go of himself, of taking care of his guy, of being partners together. Of being his snuggle puppy or his attack dog—whatever Rom needed him to be, whatever Rom needed from him.
It was all Colton needed and wanted.
Rom’s hands roamed Colton’s back, coming to rest on his ass. He squeezed, making Colton hiss in pain as another delicious jolt sent shivers through his body, but he wouldn’t be deterred. Maybe he’d even be punished for this later, but he needed to do it.
Wanted to.
Even as he rode Rom’s cock they kissed, until he felt the man’s body tensing, his hands clenching as he started really driving his hips up to meet every thrust. Between them, his own cock was still hard and smearing webs of pre-cum all over them, but he didn’t care.
It was the deep, needy groan that rumbled from Rom’s lungs and between their kiss, right through to Colton’s soul that told him Rom was there. He slammed his ass down on Rom’s cock until, after several thrusts, Rom held him still with their bodies pressed together where they were joined.
Rom’s kisses softened, gentled, and one hand drifted back up again to cup Colton’s head and play with his hair.
“What about you, boy?” Rom finally asked. He wore a playful, come-drunk smile Colton adored.
“Sir’s choice,” Colton said, meaning it to the very depths of his being. “Whether I do or not, and how. It’s your choice. It’s always your choice, and that’s the way I want it.”
The hand in his hair tightened, nearly painful as Rom fisted his hair. But it only stiffened Colton’s cock between them. He rounded his back a little as Rom snaked his other hand between them to find his cock.
Fingers encircled his erection, Rom’s thumb gently brushing over the head and making him whimper.
Still, he looked into Rom’s eyes and waited for him.
“Come for me, boy,” Rom whispered as his hand started stroking. Colton started rocking his hips in time with his motions.
It only took a few pumps before Colton felt it close, right there. And as he fell over, Rom pulled him in for another kiss, swallowing his cries and fucking his mouth with his tongue as hot cum spilled through Rom’s fingers and all over them.
Without disturbing their positions, Rom held him just like that as he gentled his kiss, until he finally loosened his grip on Colton’s head.
“So what was that about, baby?”
Even that he loved. Maybe some guys would take umbrage at the term, but not him. He was the only one Rom ever called that—would ever call that.
“Everything I am and do and want to be centers around you,” Colton softly said. “It’s the center of my happiness. You are the center of my happiness. And I’m the guy who was lucky enough to earn your trust to give me eternity. It was like everything suddenly realigned itself perfectly in my brain and…clicked home.”
Rom’s furrowed brow was perfectly understandable. “I thought you wanted to marry me already.”
“I did, and do, and still do. I…” He sighed. “Earlier, some of those old ghosts paid me a visit. Thinking about my parents. That maybe they were—”
“They are not right about you.” Rom caught his chin, another thing Colton loved when he did. “Your parents are assholes who don’t deserve a place in your life, much less rent-free space in your head.”
“I know, Sir. Just me cleaning out my mental attic.”
Rom studied him for a moment, as if wanting to make sure Colton wasn’t holding anything back.
Well, he kinda was, but it was something good, and he knew Rom wouldn’t mind.
Not when he saw the result.
After cleaning up in the bathroom, they returned to bed and Rom snuggled Colton in his arms. They’d likely awaken to Colton playing the big spoon, because that’s the position their sleeping selves naturally gravitated toward.
“Love you, baby,” Rom said as he settled in.
Colton deeply inhaled, loving his scent, everything about him. “Love you, too, Sir.”
 
Chapter Nine
 
Colton could barely wait for Rom to leave for work Monday morning. Despite it being his own day off from the gym, and from working in the studio, he threw on clothes and rushed downstairs to the storage room where they kept their molds. The store wasn’t open yet, and not even Aunt Roberta was there.
It took him a few minutes to find the one he wanted, because he hadn’t used it in a while. Years.
The last person who’d used it was Grammy. She’d made him a special vase that resided on a shelf in his office upstairs, a Christmas gift to him her last Christmas alive. She’d carved an intricate series of hearts into it, and when lit from within by a battery-operated tea light, it cast sweet, flickering, heart-shaped shadows onto the wall behind it.
He’d retired the mold from use because it’d been one she’d created herself, and he knew he couldn’t emotionally handle seeing others use it. Especially since the last item created with it had been by her, especially for him.
This morning he allowed himself a short, cleansing cry as he sat there on a stool with the mold cradled in his arms.
“I hope you’re giving us your blessings, Grammy. He’s the one. He’s the one you always told me I’d find. Everyone says you would have liked him. I know he would’ve loved you.”
After mixing a batch of slip and pouring the mold, he sat at his workbench with his sketchbook to try to fix the idea in his mind. This would all be freehand, no stencils or punches.
This would be from the heart, and he wanted it to be a surprise for Rom.
Aunt Roberta discovered him sitting there when she arrived to open the store. “You’re up early for your day off. What’s going on?”
“Super-secret project.” He smiled. “Don’t say anything to anyone, okay?”
She leaned in to get a look at his sketchbook, her gaze softening after she turned to examine the mold and realized from the number on the outside which one it was. The vase was distinctive, not very large, only ten inches tall. A little squat, but very graceful in the way the neck narrowed before flaring out again. He would cut a small opening at the bottom in the back, the way he usually did, for the tea light to be inserted and taken out.
“That’s Roz’s special vase,” she said, her gaze meeting his. “Who’s this for?”
He smiled. “My wedding present to Rom.”
He thought she might burst into tears, and if she did, he wasn’t sure he wouldn’t join her.
Instead, she threw her arms around him in a crushing hug. “Oh, that’s perfect, sweetie. He’ll love it.” She patted him on the shoulder. “I know she’s watching you right now and cheering you on.” She sighed. “By the way, we rescheduled the class that was supposed to be that Saturday, and posted about us being closed on the Facebook page and on the website. I’m putting the sign on the door today.”
“Thanks, Aunt Roberta. I hope I have time to finish this by then.”
“You have almost three weeks.”
“But I need to fire it and then paint it and glaze and fire it again after I finish the cutwork on it. If I screw it up, I’ll have to start over. That’s not that long. And I have to do it in secret.” He waggled a finger at her. “So no telling Lucy and them. They’ll be busting a gut and will accidentally spill the beans.”
She glanced at the clock on the wall over his bench. “Then you’d better get cracking on that, because Lucy and Sherry will be here in less than an hour, and you know damn well they’ll know what vase that is.”
“Crap.” He checked the mold, to see if it was ready to pour out yet. He couldn’t move it until it was. “Maybe I need to do the detail work upstairs.”
“What about working on it in the evenings?”
“Not with Rom home.”
“Ah. True. Hon, I think they’ll keep this a secret if you ask them.”
Time for him to arch an eyebrow—at her.
“Yeah, yeah, I know, how dumb am I? I forgot we’re talking about Sherry and Lucy. Okay, how about moving that rolling rack over here, then? Between the ropes blocking your area off, and that, it’ll give you some cover. By the time we’re ready to fire up the kilns, you’ll be able to take the greenware upstairs. Because if they see you, they’re going to want to discuss wedding plans with you.”
They had all the regulars trained not to enter his personal work zone. Grammy had given him his own space in the workshop area when he was a kid, even before he was living with her permanently. His own art supplies, his own tools for working on ceramics—everything. She’d encouraged and nurtured his art, making sure he never felt self-conscious about it despite how his parents had grumbled about it and wanted him to go try sports and other “normal boy stuff.”
“So why did Rom call me a little while ago and gently ask me to make sure to run everything past him about the wedding plans, hmm?”
Colton sighed. “I started freaking out a little this weekend.”
She reached in and playfully ruffled his hair. “You could have just said something to me. I know what a control freak you can be about some things.”
“No, I couldn’t. Everyone kind of took over. And then y’all said Grammy told you to do it, and I didn’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings, and…” He shrugged.
“Sweetie, it doesn’t mean we don’t want your input. I mean, okay, yeah, we took over and told you we’d handle it. But I thought you were okay with it?”
“I am. I mean, yeah. But…” He finally looked up at her. “I let Rom be in charge,” he softly admitted. “That’s the way I like it.”
“Oh, tell me something else I don’t know.”
“Huh?”
She snorted. “Sweetie, you’re like his puppy. You follow him around taking care of him—we get it. I’m old, not stupid or naive or clueless. He’s the Top. Lord, half our customers in here are somewhere on the rainbow. You think I haven’t picked up a few things from those old queens here and there?”
The laugh escaped him, half nerves, half shock, but she draped an arm around his shoulders. “How do you think your grandmother knew exactly what to do? She suspected you were gay ever since you were like ten or so. That’s why half the people she called that day to go rescue you were gay. She wanted to make sure you had more than one kind of backup. Hell, I think Marty and George were hoping your dad would mouth off in front of them so they could kick his ass.”
“Really?” Marty and George were an old—now-married—couple somewhere in their eighties, both fem, but feisty and outgoing and two of the men who’d taken Colton under their fabulous wings as adopted uncles when he’d moved in with Grammy.
“Yeah.” She ruffled his hair once more. “Get moving, sweetie, or your secret will be out.” She headed for the showroom to start opening procedures.
Colton moved the rolling rack, which held a bunch of fired items that needed to be painted or glazed or were awaiting their final firing, so it blocked direct view of his area from the doorway leading into the showroom. It wasn’t unusual for him to have it placed there, because it made it easier for him to get to items if he was working on them for customers who’d placed quantity orders.
Once he had the vase out of the mold, he carefully carried it upstairs and set up at his small kitchen table to work, referring to his sketchbook as he worked.
All the while he smiled, feeling peaceful and…settled.
In a rapid-fire sequence of perfect life events that had brought the two of them together, he knew this would be one more way to show Rom his feelings.
I can’t wait to be his husband.
 
* * * *
 
On his way to work Monday morning, Rom placed a quick call to Aunt Roberta about running things past him for final approval for the wedding, and then called Kent to give him the same request.
Except with Kent, Rom could disclose to him the true reason, that his boy felt a little nervous about Rom not being in charge of this, and he wanted to set Colton’s mind at ease.
Over the next couple of weeks they finished moving Rom into Colton’s, and the wedding plans kicked into overdrive. Despite numerous attempts by Rom and Colton to contribute money, neither Kent nor the collective grannies would let the grooms pay for anything. Rom did put his foot down about not having a bachelor party. Neither he nor Colton wanted one.
Besides, anything that wasn’t one of Kent’s parties would seem lamely tame in comparison.
Ironically, it turned out that the woman who’d be officiating the ceremony, Loren, they knew her from Venture and from the Suncoast Society munches, so that took a lot of pressure off Rom. He communicated with her directly about the ceremony. The Monday before their ceremony, Rom took a long lunch and he and Colton went to the courthouse to get their marriage license.
Rom still couldn’t believe the grannies didn’t make them sleep in separate beds the night before their wedding day. When he woke up that Saturday morning, he knew it was the last time he’d wake up unmarried.
The man sleeping next to him wanted to take his name, not just his spankings and other tortures.
Wanted to spend the rest of his life submitting to Rom.
Rom didn’t take that for granted, either.
As if awakened by Rom’s stare, Colton stirred, stretching before rolling over and draping his arm around Rom and nuzzling his face against his chest. “Good morning, Sir.” His voice sounded deeper, the way it always did first thing in the morning, the rough edges not yet sanded off by being awake.
“Good morning, baby. Ready for our big day?”
The most adorable smile curved Colton’s lips. “I can’t wait to go change my license on Monday and officially become Colton Chessler Quinn.”
Colton was also adding his grammy’s last name as his middle name, which Rom thought was adorable and sweet. His current middle name was Darren, same as his father’s middle name, and Colton hated it. Aunt Roberta had hugged him hard and cried a little when Colton had told her what he planned to do, because she knew Rosalynn would have loved him doing it.
A way to honor her.
Of course Rom was okay with it.
Colton didn’t want to keep his parents’ last name, either, considering that his parents hadn’t wanted to keep him.
Part of Rom hoped he could one day meet the assholes and give them a piece of his mind.
Then there was the other part of him, which knew bigots like that were best left to stew in their own toxic juices, and to stay away from them, because he’d never change their minds or make them see the error of their ways. There’d never be any satisfaction in confronting them. If anything, it’d only rip the scabs off old wounds and make them fester and bleed in unhealthy ways.
Besides, not counting all their friends, he and Colton literally had several dozen adopted family members in addition to their blood relations. Including Kent, Tim, and Paul, apparently, who frequently stopped by the store to chat and flirt with Aunt Roberta and the other grannies. Rom got the feeling Kent was getting as much from the interactions as the grannies did, like maybe he and Colton shared a cruel, common loss of family early on.
Whatever the reason, it was nice having them around.
Colton rolled on top of him and then sat up, straddling him. Rom realized Colton’s cock was hard, morning wood, but it didn’t help Rom’s situation any, and he didn’t want to blow their loads right now.
He reached up and pressed his index finger to Colton’s lips. “Behave, boy. No sex this morning. You have to wait until after we officially say I do.”
Somehow, Rom knew Colton’s pout would become his new favorite thing about his boy. “But I’m horny now, Sir.” He did a sexy bump-and-grind against Rom that nearly finished him.
“No pouty lip. No. Or I’ll go dig a chastity cage out of my toybag and you’ll be wearing it all weekend.”
Colton tried to suck in his pouty lip, but Rom’s order only made Colton pout more, making Rom laugh, which made Colton smile—and they quickly devolved into a giggling, kissing pile when Colton rolled off him and Rom sat up to straddle his big, silly cuddle puppy.
Colton’s smile faded. “You realize today is the only day the store’s been closed, other than major holidays and because of tropical storms, since Grammy died, right?”
Rom sighed. “Aunt Roberta told me.”
Colton held his hands up, fingers splayed, so Rom could lace hands with him. “I really think she would have loved you. I know she would have at least liked you, if for no other reason than because you’ve made me so happy.”
 
* * * *
 
Rom squeezed his hands long and hard and Colton didn’t bother trying to blink away the tears welling in his eyes.
Crap, if he was this much of a mess now, he would be reduced to a blubbering snot fountain by the time they said their vows in front of everyone.
The playfully evil smile Colton loved so much returned to Rom’s face. “Let’s see if you’re still feeling like that after the end of a week alone and locked in here together.” They’d gone grocery shopping yesterday with the goal of literally not having to leave the apartment for a week.
Colton’s cock twitched. “You say that like it’s a bad thing, Sir. You might need to tie me up just to get a break from me. I plan on riding your cock allll this week, as much as I can get you hard.”
He didn’t miss how Rom’s cock now twitched in response to that.
Rom leaned forward, pinning Colton’s hands over his head and to the bed. As he stared down at Colton, hunger filled his brown gaze. Like this, without his glasses, he always looked a little younger, but far more…sinister wasn’t exactly the best word, because he didn’t mean it in a bad way.
Sexy. And sinister. Definitely sinister in a sexy way.
Sexister? Sinexy?
Whatever.
He was haawt. And he turned Colton’s crank without fail.
“I might have ordered a few wedding gifts for my boy,” Rom quietly said in that voice.
The “you’re going to get fucked until you howl yourself hoarse” voice.
Oooooh, shit!
But that was a good oh, shit!
Because he could only imagine what Rom had ordered for him.
“Thank you, Sir. I…” He felt a little silly now. “I got you something, too. I mean, I made something for you.”
His eyes widened. “You did?”
Colton nodded.
“Let me see.” He released Colton and swung off him, which disappointed Colton a little. Sure, he knew he could easily shove Rom off him at any time, if he wanted to.
But he liked feeling Rom’s weight on him, the feel of Rom pinning him to the bed like that.
He liked willingly submitting to his guy.
He liked the fires it stoked in Rom’s gaze, the way it made him smile.
That evil, sexy smile.
Smexy?
Ew, that didn’t sound right. Sounded like dick cheese, or something.
Maybe some words weren’t made to be combined like that.
Colton climbed out of bed and went to fetch the box from the closet in the spare room that was his home office, one of the boxes they used to wrap purchases for customers. He hadn’t wrapped it, but he did put a black and blue bow on the top of the box, and had wrapped the vase inside in tissue paper to cushion it.
He nervously sat on the edge of the bed, the box in his lap, before he met Rom’s gaze.
“You know the heart vase on the shelf in my office, the vase closest to my desk?”
“Yeah?”
“Grammy made that one for me. It was a design of her own. The vase, I mean. And the artwork. I mean…” He was bungling this. “I retired the vase mold after she died because she was the last one to use it—for that vase. I couldn’t bear to let anyone else use it. She made the hearts because she said I was her heart, that she was proud to be my grandmother, and that she wanted me to always remember there was someone out there for me whose heart would beat with mine.”
He held the box out to him.
Rom sat up, took the box, opened the top, and gently lifted the wrapped vase out. Setting the box aside, he carefully removed the tissue paper.
Colton had carved not only hearts into the vase, similar to the one Grammy had made for him, but had also carved their wedding date into it so that it’d be illuminated when lit—in the front, he’d carved it normally, but in the back, over the opening for the tea light, he’d carved it backward, so it would project correctly onto the wall behind the vase.
Painted on it, along with hearts, he’d included the infinity sign.
“You’re my heart,” Colton said. “For infinity. I belong to you.”
He watched Rom blink back tears as he turned on the tea light and placed it inside the vase, then got up to set it on the dresser. He stared at it for a long moment, then turned to Colton. “Don’t move.”
He stepped out of the bedroom. When he returned a moment later, he walked over to the bed and stood there with a small, black velvet drawstring bag in his hands. “I was going to give this to you tonight, once we got home, but I think I’d rather you wear it now.”
Opening the bag, he withdrew a chainmaille necklace. “It’s stainless steel,” he said as he fastened it around Colton’s neck. “I ordered them from the woman who sells her designs at the club. She makes custom collars and jewelry. I know you can’t always wear your ring, so you can put it on that when you need to. And it’s your day collar. I want you to be able to remember you’re never alone.”
He then pulled out a bracelet that matched the necklace and handed it to Colton, then held out his own left wrist. “And that I’m always with you in spirit, even if we’re not together physically. Because you might be my slave, but I already belong to you every bit as much as you belong to me.”
Colton’s hands trembled as he fumbled the clasp before finally getting it fastened around Rom’s wrist. He pulled Rom’s wrist to his mouth and pressed a long kiss there before looking up at him. “You’re mine. Only mine.”
Rom smiled and leaned in for a kiss. “I’m yours. Only yours.” He nuzzled Colton’s nose. “And I’ll give you the other things later tonight, once we’re home and legally married.”
 
Chapter Ten
 
They took their time getting ready. They were wearing matching khaki shorts and casual button-up short-sleeved shirts with palm trees and flamingos on them—a callback to Colton’s Grammy, who’d loved all things tropical and “Floridian.”
Rom didn’t care what they wore, as long as they returned home that evening hitched.
The only thing Rom had felt a little uncomfortable about was that Kent had hired not just a car, but an actual limousine to drive them to and from his house for the wedding. His rationale being that they could safely enjoy a wedding toast if they wanted without worrying about it.
And when Kent had learned that Colton had never ridden in a limo before, Kent had playfully suggested to Rom that the ride home be a…memorable one.
The more Rom thought about it, the more he decided yeah, he would go with that. Why not? This was their wedding day. It wasn’t like they were taking a honeymoon trip immediately.
They were ready when the driver texted Rom he was there, parked behind the store, where he and Colton and Aunt Roberta parked behind the building.
Rom was careful to watch Colton’s face when he opened the downstairs door and revealed the surprise. This was one detail he’d made sure got held back from his boy.
“A limo?”
Rom grinned. “Present from Kent.” He leaned in for a kiss and dropped his voice so the driver couldn’t hear from where he stood waiting at the limo’s back door. “Just wait until the ride home.” He locked the door behind them and carried the messenger bag with their paperwork, phone, wallets…and a little special something for him to use on Colton later.
The day would be totally vanilla. Rom suspected another reason for Kent’s “suggestion” about what to do during the limo ride was because he knew there’d be practically zero opportunity to fool around with all the guests in attendance. The final total of guests who’d RSVP’d was seventy-eight, not counting them or Kent and his boys.
Once they were settled inside—and Rom poured them glasses of champagne from the chilled bottle that had awaited them—Rom smiled at Colton. “To us, and fuck anyone who isn’t happy for us.”
He’d kill for the beaming smile Colton wore as they hooked arms to carefully sip from their glasses. “To us,” Colton echoed.
 
* * * *
 
Colton wasn’t a huge drinker, but today was the only day he was ever getting married, and he wanted to enjoy every second of it guilt-free.
“Oh,” Rom said, holding his left hand out. “You need to take that, so you can put it back on me in a little bit.”
Colton slipped it off his hand and offered his to Rom to do the same. Other than when he was working on something and had to take it off, he’d worn it ever since that day they’d exchanged rings.
As far as he knew, Rom hadn’t taken his off at all.
Rom kissed him. “Don’t worry. They’ll be going back where they rightfully belong very soon.”
“I hope so, Sir.”
Rom reached up and touched Colton’s necklace. “You’re still wearing your day collar. Think of that as your alternate ring.”
They finished the bottle of champagne by the time the driver pulled into Kent’s driveway and through the gate. Today, the gate stood open so they wouldn’t have to buzz people in. He couldn’t believe all the cars parked outside, probably over fifty, easily. And when the limo pulled up to the front door, Kent and his boys stood at the front of the crowd, flanked by Aunt Roberta, Uncle Mike, Chad, Ina, and the grannies.
The driver opened the door for them and they stepped out to cheers from everyone. It wasn’t just the champagne hitting him that nearly overwhelmed him. It was seeing all of them together in one place like that, supporting them—embracing them and their love.
Accepting them.
Fuck you, Mom and Dad.
Kent stepped forward first to hug both of them, dropping Colton a wink. “Come on, you lovebirds. The aroma from the barbecue is making everyone hungry. Let’s get the two of you hitched.”
Kent had even hired a photographer to take pictures.
They were holding the ceremony out in the backyard, under a simple gazebo surrounded by azalea bushes and shaded by gorgeous old oaks draped with moss. They weren’t having an official matron of honor or best men, but they were going to have Aunt Roberta and Kent sign the marriage license as their official witnesses. Loren waited until everyone was gathered around to start the ceremony.
“We’re all gathered here today to witness this union. Our generous host has told me to say, and I quote, ‘If anyone has a problem with it, you can get the fuck out right now.’”
“Fuckin’ A, they can!” Lucy piped up through the laughter. “I wanna see these boys get hitched!”
Kent reached over and gave the octogenarian a gentle fist bump. The two of them had pretty much become partners in crime over the last several weeks.
The next part, however, was a surprise to Colton. “But first, Colton’s aunt, Roberta, has something she’d like to read.”
He exchanged a glance with Rom, who looked a little puzzled, too. This wasn’t part of the plan, obviously.
But Aunt Roberta stepped forward with a teary smile and an envelope in her hand.
“Roz didn’t tell you, but she left something with her attorney to give to me. Something she wanted read at your wedding, if she wasn’t around to read it herself. I don’t know what it says, because my orders were to open it and read it here, today.”
She was already sniffling back tears as she slipped her finger under the flap and gently eased the envelope open.
Colton processed that Rom was now holding both his hands and squeezing, trying to help him focus.
Aunt Roberta’s gaze quickly scanned the letter. She let out a sad little laugh before she took a deep breath and started reading, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue as she did.
 
“My sweet, beautiful Colton,
I wish I could be standing here today with you both to give you my personal blessing. My greatest hope for you has always been for you to find someone to love you, because as of when I’m writing this, you don’t know what love is.
You don’t know what it’s like to breathe in and think of that person who’s grabbed your heart and ridden away with it, and breathe out with their name imprinted on your soul. You don’t know what it’s like to feel comfort and relief in their smile, or to know that their every spare waking thought is centered on making you smile.
You don’t know what love is yet, my precious child. You don’t know the love I felt for you holding you when you were born, or the love I felt watching you explore your art and seeing the joy in your eyes when you realized it was your passion. You don’t know the love I felt for you when I made the choice to gather you in my arms and turn my back on the woman I gave birth to.
I thought I knew love before then. Somehow, I must have failed as a mother, that she did that to you. I vowed I would never turn my back on you, that I would always be there for you. That I would do my best to keep you safe and surround you with those who’d love you and appreciate you for the wonderful soul you are.
I knew love when I married Lou. Your grandfather and I set the world on fire with our passion, and that is the kind of love I want you to have in your marriage. It nearly killed me when I lost him. Maybe in my grief I neglected to give your mother something she needed, I don’t know. But I hope that, today, you can celebrate the love you have found.
You don’t know what love is yet, my sweet Colton, but I want you to. I want the two of you to dance and laugh when you’re caught in the rain, and I want you to embrace your friends and the family who cherish you. I want you to find the joy in every day and spread it wide. I want you to know that I am happy for you, and if I can from wherever I am, I’m watching you right now and crying happy tears for your wedding.
And to the one who has captured my Colton’s heart, I speak to you: You don’t know what love is, either. You don’t know how it killed me, his tears, comforting him after his parents threw him out. You don’t know how close I came to wanting to end the life of the woman I gave birth to for rejecting his perfect soul. You don’t know how I would literally fight for him, die for him, if need be. He’s my light, and my joy, and please understand how precious he is. Please don’t take him for granted. Please know that the love he gives you is delicate and something to be treasured.
Please take care of my baby for me. Please help him find his joy and happiness and don’t marry him if you can’t promise him forever.
Because while you don’t know what love is yet, I can promise you that allowing Colton into your life and heart, you will learn what love is. He IS love, he IS beauty, he IS pure, sweet spirit. Don’t break it, or him.
I wish the two of you happiness and joy, and hope that Robbie and the grannies gave you a kick-ass shindig, like I asked them to. I wanted to throw you a party with rainbows and laughter and damn good food.
And a Publix cake. Lord, please tell me they got you a Publix cake.”
 
Aunt Roberta had to pause to wipe away tears as she and the entire crowd started laughing.
“It’s Publix,” Kent confirmed with a smile.
Once she’d composed herself, Aunt Roberta continued reading.
 
“I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve been gone, but know this will remain constant—I am so proud of you, my darling boy. I’m so proud of you, and I want you to be happy, because I love you. You deserve the best, truest love. You deserve happiness. You deserve success and joy. May you find all of that and more today and in the future. I want you to enjoy today, laugh, make the start of a lifetime of memories. And to all my friends who can hear this letter being read—you have my permission to kick the guy’s ass if he breaks Colton’s heart. Tell the cops my angry spirit possessed you or something.”
 
Another round of laughter later, Aunt Roberta continued.
 
“Blessings to you both, Colton. I love you now, and I’ll love you always.
Grammy.”
 
Aunt Roberta hugged both of them, and the crowd’s laughter quieted into sniffles. Kent’s boy, Paul, leaned in and handed Colton and Rom tissues to dab at their eyes before they joined hands again.
“Well, I don’t know how I’m going to top that,” Loren joked, prompting another round of laughter. “Although it’s not the first time I’ve seen orders given from the hereafter at a wedding.” She opened a small journal she held in her hands. “Since I personally love Publix cake, and I don’t wish to anger Grammy’s ghost, let’s move this along, shall we?”
Colton and Rom both laughed, as did the audience.
 
* * * *
 
Rom had not known that was coming, and it was taking everything he had to hold it together and not dissolve into a sobbing mess right now.
And he was only holding it together because of Colton.
“Dearly beloved,” Loren continued, “we’re gathered here today to celebrate the union of Colton and Rom. They’ve written their own vows for today. Colton?”
Rom stared up into his boy’s eyes and blinked back tears. Grammy’s letter had thrown both of them for a loop, but absolutely would he follow her advice. She was right that he had not known what love was—romantic love—before he met Colton.
“There were times in my life I felt sorry for myself,” Colton started. “I felt angry. I felt unworthy. I felt worthless. Grammy worked her butt off to try to convince me otherwise. She always told me that, somewhere, there was someone for me, who’d love me the way I truly deserved. Who’d be my white knight and my partner in crime. Someone who, when I looked into their eyes, I’d see my soul reflected back to me and know they were meant for me.
“And she was right. I didn’t think she was right, though. I thought love at first sight was bullshit. And thank you, Kent,” he said, glancing the man’s way. “Because I might never have met Rom if he hadn’t introduced us. And doubly thank you for today, and everything you’ve done for us.”
Kent wore a wide, pleased smile. “You’re very welcome.”
“Rom, when we first met, you told me not to tell you I love you if I didn’t mean it for life. That you’d be happy to leave things status quo, that you wouldn’t ask for more than I could give. But that if I did tell you I loved you, that I needed to mean it. That they weren’t casual words to toss around loosely. That you’d personally seen the bad side of love and what it could do. That love could wound and kill.
“And I knew you were right, because I’d seen not to the extent you did, but that love can absolutely wound. When I nearly lost you, I’d just told you that morning that I loved you. Because I knew that you were not only the answer to my aching soul, but you were a man Grammy would have welcomed into our family with open arms and a smile. Because of all that, and more, I am proud and eager to stand here and ask to be your husband, to take my vows to love, honor, and obey you, and to spend the rest of my life with you.”
Loren smiled as she nodded. “Rom, your vows?”
Rom had to take a couple of deep breaths, because it felt like he’d been nut-punched. In a good way, though. His clever boy had slipped in a slight hat-tip to their M/s dynamic after all.
“I lost my parents when I was a kid. I was lucky enough to have an older brother and sister-in-law who stepped in to raise me like their own. I was never lacking for love or affection or support. But I was afraid. Not because of them or anything they did. Because once I was old enough to learn the truth behind what happened to our parents, I realized that love can hurt and wound and sometimes even kill. I’d also taken control of my life in ways that maybe weren’t totally healthy, but that helped me cope. I needed control, because my life spiraled out of control when I was a kid, and it terrified me.
“I warned you when I met you that I was a control freak, and you loved me anyway, or maybe because of it. When I was afraid, you were sure. When I tested you, you simply smiled and let me be me and loved me even more for it.
“I told you I needed love to be shown to me, because I knew that words were meaningless, and you showed me love. I always had an idea in my head of what love would look like, but you showed me a better, sweeter love, one that far surpassed my hopes and dreams. You came into my life and quieted my soul. You became my home and restored my faith and trust.
“I promise that I will spend the rest of our lives together showing you I don’t take any of that lightly. That I will never stop trying to be a better man for you, that I will spend every day with you trying to make you proud of me, and that I will always take care of you and cherish you and show you how much I love you. That I will honor my vows to you and honor you as my husband by putting you first in my life, all my life, for the rest of my life.”
Colton squeezed his hands hard, his teary smile filling Rom’s heart with joy.
Because in this moment, his boy was happy.
“Colton, the ring,” Loren said.
Colton released Rom’s hands so he could get the ring off his right pinky, where he’d kept it.
“Repeat after me…”
Colton stared into Rom’s eyes. “I, Colton Darren Oakes, take thee, Romeo Allen Quinn, to be my lawfully wedded husband from this day forward.”
He slipped it onto Rom’s left ring finger when she indicated. “With this ring,” Colton said, repeating after her, “I thee wed. It is a symbol of my love for and promise to you, never-ending, forever and ever.”
“Rom,” Loren said.
“I, Romeo Allen Quinn, take thee, Colton Darren Oakes, to be my lawfully wedded husband from this day forward.” His vision blurred as he slipped the ring onto Colton’s finger and listened to Loren tell him what to say. “With this ring, I thee wed. It is a symbol of my love for and promise to you, never-ending, forever and ever.”
“With these two men standing before us today,” Loren said, “and having taken their vows in front of all of you, and having declared their love to each other before us, it is my joyful honor to witness their union. By the powers vested in me by the state of Florida, I declare them married. May you have a lifetime of joy and love together. You may kiss your husband.”
As the audience erupted into cheers, Colton pulled Rom into his arms and laid one on him. “Love you, boy,” he whispered.
Colton’s sweet, beaming smile silenced every echo of fear Rom had ever felt in his life. “Love you, too, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
They were both more than a little tipsy by the time they climbed into the limo for the ride home several hours later. Rom had sent Colton into the bathroom before they left with the present from his messenger bag—a remote-controlled vibrating butt plug.
And Rom had the remote in his pocket.
It meant getting through the good-byes a little faster, because every time Colton would get sidetracked by someone, Rom would bump the controller to remind him to stay on task and focus him on getting out the door.
In the limo, once the driver closed the privacy divider, Rom kissed Colton and put him on his knees in front of him. Colton eagerly fished his cock out and went down on him.
“That’s it, baby. Don’t get me off yet. Just play with me.” While he did that, Rom played with the controller, loving the way Colton’s moans vibrated straight through his cock. He also kept track of where they were. About halfway home, he switched places with Colton, easing off on the controller so he didn’t pop too soon.
He damn sure wanted his boy’s first—okay, technically second—ride in a limo to be one he’d remember for the rest of his life.
By the time they arrived home, they were both so horny Rom wasn’t sure their cocks might not explode from the friction of trying to make it up the stairs. Except once they were safely locked inside their apartment, they pawed at each other, getting naked before tumbling into bed together.
“Not leaving this apartment for a week,” Rom mumbled against Colton’s mouth. “Well, except to file our license on Monday.”
“Fine with me, Sir,” he said back. “And I love the toy.”
“Oh!” Rom sat up. “I nearly forgot. Stay.” He climbed out of bed and retrieved a towel, the lube, a paddle, and one of the other “gifts,” a stretchy kind of cock ring that not only hugged the base of Colton’s cock, but also tugged on his balls.
Colton adorably whined as Rom fitted it on him. “I don’t think I can hold it much longer, Sir.”
“You won’t have to. Besides, the paddling will help.” He held it up.
Colton whined but turned over, onto his hands and knees.
Rom laid the paddle against his ass. “Only ten strokes. Ten nice, hard ones to get your ass all red and stingy the way you like. Then I’ll let you fuck me, and I’ll fuck you, and we’ll be able to think again.”
He made the paddle strokes fast and hard, over with almost before they even began. Then he grabbed the lube and prepped himself while Colton rolled onto his back again. “Now, you first, baby.” He straddled Colton and lined up the head of Colton’s bare cock with his rim. Rom had to slowly breathe through working it inside him. Once he was settled all the way on Colton’s cock, he adjusted the setting on the butt plug and started riding. “Go ahead and come. Once you get yours, I’ll get mine, and then we’ll take a shower and snuggle before our second wind.”
Colton looked adorably helpless, his lower lip caught under his teeth as he fucked Rom like that, trying to hold back and make it last.
That was fine. He was enjoying watching him and knowing this beautiful man was now officially his husband.
Rom brushed his thumbs over Colton’s nipples. “Just think, Mr. Quinn, you now have a lifetime of putting up with me making you be naked at home.”
Colton tried to laugh, but it devolved into a moan halfway through as Rom tweaked his nipples. “I can’t wait, Sir,” he finally said.
Colton actually held back longer than Rom thought he would, finally blowing his load about fifteen minutes later after Rom started clamping down on his cock with his ass.
He switched the vibrator off and pulled it from Colton’s ass, replacing it with his own cock and making both of them moan. “Hard and fast, baby,” Rom said.
He shoved Colton’s legs up and back and plowed him, eager to mark his boy like this, too. When he came, it erupted fast and hard, and he dug his fingers into Colton’s thighs while his cock pumped cum deep inside his boy.
Needing a moment, he didn’t move, at first. He wanted to simply process, to breathe, to accept this dream had come true.
No bad tears needed.
No pain—bad pain—needed.
He only opened his eyes when he felt Colton’s hand caress his cheek. “Sir?”
“I’m good, baby. Real good.”
They climbed into the shower and there Rom relieved him of the cock ring. “So what else did you order, Sir?”
Rom grinned and kissed him. “Kind of like the twelve days of Christmas, this will be the seven days of fucking, and we’re only on day one.”
Colton laughed. “Oh, boy.”
Rom pulled him in for another kiss. “My boy.”
Colton nuzzled Rom’s nose with his. “Forever, Sir.”
“Forever.”
 
THE END
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