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When I started out to write this, I never set out to write the perfect BDSM story. This is a story about healing from something horrible and finding love along the way. I did as much research as I could, but I know that what I don’t know or understand about that world would fill volumes of books. I have nothing but respect for those who are involved in the lifestyle and hope that shows here.
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DEVON WALKED into Mystique looking every inch the Master of the world. The truth wasn’t too far off. Inside his club there were many who called themselves Master, but here in this place, they all answered to him.


Tonight he wore black jeans and a dark red silk shirt, unbuttoned at the neck. His black jacket and boots completed the look. Devon didn’t favor the leather and chains look so many in his community seemed to be stuck on unless he was in a scene.


He radiated power as he walked down the hall and into the main room of the club. He was used to most eyes turning his way as he entered the room. The fact that they didn’t tonight was Devon’s first indication that something was wrong. When he looked to see what had captured people’s attention, his green eyes flashed with anger.


There was a crowd of people gathered around the raised stage in the middle of the club, watching one of the young men who worked there as a Dom beat a young man who was tied to the St. Andrew’s cross that sat on the platform.


Most of the people watching looked horrified but made no move to stop the torture.


The unfortunate sub had been beaten so badly that his back was bleeding in half a dozen places, and it was obvious this was some kind of punishment instead of a scene. He was limp in his bindings, and the pain in his shoulders must have been excruciating as the muscles were stretched to the limit when his legs failed to support him.


Devon spotted his manager standing uncertainly to the side. This was the man who should have been putting a stop to the chaos in front of him, but Devon could see that he was intimidated and trying to decide whether or not to stop it. He took the choice out of the manager’s hands.


Striding quickly to the stage, he caught the eye of the DJ as he went, and the music died. All eyes were finally on Devon as he shouted.


“Stop!”


The Dom had just pulled his arm back to administer another blow and was startled when Devon yanked the flogger out of his hand.


The man spun to confront whoever had dared to interfere and visibly paled when he saw it was his boss. Devon smiled coldly at the man.


“Matt, I’d like you to explain to me what this poor sub has done to merit being beaten half to death.” He moved around so he could see the bleeding man’s face. Devon’s fury grew. The man wasn’t much more than a boy.


“He struck a Dom, sir.” Matt’s voice shook.


Devon gently pushed the hair back off the young man’s face and was gratified when he opened his eyes. However, the pure terror in the hazel depths made Devon even more furious. He ran his fingers through the man’s hair, trying to calm him down a little.


“Why? He obviously didn’t hit him for no reason.”


Matt just shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t see what happened. One minute the Dom was talking to him, the next he was flat on the floor with a broken nose. Don’t worry, sir, Jason took him to the hospital.” He made it sound like Devon should be proud of him for taking care of the Dom.


“And you didn’t ask why the kid hit him? Did it occur to you that he might have had a reason?”


Matt scowled. “Subs don’t hit Doms, sir. It’s the rule.”


Devon pulled himself to his full height. “In case you’ve forgotten, Matt, I make the fucking rules here! And rule number one is consent from all parties for everything! Are you telling me this man consented to this?”


Matt flinched even though Devon hadn’t raised his voice. When Devon lifted the flogger to look at it, his anger almost overwhelmed him.


The whip was actually a cat-o’-nine-tails that was about two-and-a-half-feet long. It was one of the nastier versions Devon had seen, with knots tied at intervals along the tails and the ends cut at an angle, all designed to cause the maximum amount of pain and damage.


“You used this weapon of torture on someone in my club? Are you out of your fucking mind?” Devon’s voice was starting to get louder, and as it did he could feel the sub shake harder. He knew he had to calm down and get the injured man taken care of.


Taking a deep breath, he threw the flogger across the stage to land at the feet of his manager. “You are not a Dom. You’re just a fucking bully. Now get the hell out of my club. You’re done here.”


Matt opened his mouth to speak but stopped when two of the bouncers who had been with the club since it began stepped forward at a gesture from Devon. With a giant man on either side of him, Matt had no option but to move in the direction they wanted him to go. He went quietly.


Devon turned back to the sub. He’d started moaning in pain, although Devon could see that the man was trying hard to be quiet.


“If the rest of you wouldn’t mind, could you please step back and give us some room to work?” He looked over his shoulder and saw Andy and Joe walking toward the stage. They must have just arrived or this wouldn’t have been happening.


“Could you two give me a hand here?”


“What in the hell’s going on, Dev?” Andy’s eyes widened when he saw the sub’s back. “Who did that? I’ll fucking kill ’em!”


“Someone who is no longer employed here. We’ll talk about it later.” Dev leaned in to talk quietly in the sub’s ear.


“What’s your name, sweetheart?” He couldn’t resist tucking a lock of hair behind the other man’s ear. His face was so innocent he couldn’t imagine him lashing out at anyone in anger.


“Chase, Sir.” His voice was wrecked, hoarse and raw from screaming.


“Chase, we’re going to get you down from here and figure out what’s going on, okay?”


Chase nodded. “I’m sorry, Sir.”


Devon rubbed the back of his knuckles gently over Chase’s cheek. “Shhh, just be quiet for now, sweetheart. We’re gonna take care of you.”


Looking back at Andy, he motioned for him to start untying Chase while Joe ran off to grab the gurney they kept to help move patrons who were sometimes overwhelmed in intense scenes.


Devon stood beside Chase, moving in front of him and holding his weight when Andy finally got both the limbs on one side untied.


Chase was trying hard to hold himself up, but Devon knew he was seconds away from collapsing. “It’s okay, Chase. You can lean on me. I won’t let you fall.”


Chase put his forehead on Devon’s shoulder, both arms hanging down by his sides, apparently too weak and in too much pain to grab on to anything.


“Who’s your Master, Chase?”


Chase trembled at the question, and for a moment, Devon didn’t think he was going to answer.


“James, Sir, James Kingston.”


Devon sighed. “Why am I not surprised?”


Joe came with the gurney then, and they managed to manhandle Chase onto it, laying him carefully on his front. Once he was settled, Devon looked at the crowd.


“Did any of you see what happened?” He needed to get to the bottom of this. If Chase was seriously hurt, this little shit show could cause him real problems.


Everyone shook their heads, but Devon knew some were lying. He watched as a pretty little dark-haired sub he recognized leaned in to whisper in her Dom’s ear. Her Dom looked at her in surprise before nodding at her.


She walked up and stood in front of the stage, head bowed and hands clasped in front of her until he spoke.


“Yes, Katie?”


“Pardon me, Sir, but I saw Chase’s Dom walk him in and sit him at the bar. He whispered in his ear and then walked to the booth in the corner, leaving Chase alone.” The poor girl was shaking, but she bravely kept talking.


“The Dom and his friends watched as people came up to Chase and talked to him. Chase always said no to offers of company, and they walked away. But then one of the men from his Dom’s table came up and wouldn’t leave him alone. I don’t think Chase knew the man was with his Master, Sir. He couldn’t see the booth from the bar.


Devon was pretty sure he knew what had happened next, but he nodded for her to continue. She was nervous, and he was happy when her Dom came up behind her and wrapped his arm around her waist, offering her comfort.


“The man pulled Chase off his stool and tried to push him to his knees, and that’s when Chase hit him.” She looked up at Devon, begging him to understand. “Sir, I don’t think Chase meant to hit him, he just… panicked. He’s shy, and his Master doesn’t take him out much. Please don’t be too angry at Chase, Master Devon.”


Devon walked to the front of the stage and crouched down to smile at her. “I’m not mad at Chase, Katie. He’s not the one in the wrong here. Thank you for telling me. Do you know where his Dom went?”


She shook her head. “No, Sir. When everyone started freaking out, he just left as fast as he could, leaving Chase behind.” The look on her face told Devon exactly what she thought of the cowardly asshole who’d abandoned his sub.


Devon leaned in and kissed her on the forehead and nodded gratefully at her Dom. They were a couple who came in often, and Devon knew they were a devoted pair.


“Don’t worry, Katie, we’re going to take care of Chase, I promise.”


She smiled at him, tears causing her eyes to shine a little brighter. She turned in her Dom’s arms, and he held her and soothed her as they walked away.


Devon looked over to where Andy and Joe were trying to tend to Chase’s injuries. He stood and walked off the stage to join them.


“Does he need to go to the hospital?”


Andy shrugged. “I don’t know. He won’t let us get close enough to look and keeps insisting he isn’t going to see any doctors.” Dev could see the frustration on his friend’s face.


Dev crouched down so he could look Chase in the eyes and started stroking Chase’s dark, sweaty hair. “Hey, sweetheart, what’s going on?”


“Master said no one touches what’s his and no doctors. They ask too many questions.”


Devon continued petting him, running his fingers down the back of Chase’s neck to try and ease the tension there. “I’m touching you.”


“You’re the Master here. This is your place. It makes it okay, I think.” His voice was so quiet it was hard to hear, and Dev could tell he was struggling to make sense of things.


Dev smiled encouragingly at him. He knew he had to help Chase feel comfortable so that he’d let them help him. “Let’s get you to my office and get you checked over. If I decide you need to go to the hospital, you’re going, no arguments, all right?”


Chase nodded, and Devon stood up. He could see the other man making an aborted move toward Devon’s hand, and his heart twisted in sympathy. Chase was terrified and had apparently attached himself to Devon without his Dom to turn to. He laid his hand over Chase’s, smiling when the injured man turned his hand palm up and curled his fingers around Dev’s almost painfully.


Devon looked toward the crowd. “Please feel free to continue to enjoy yourselves, but keep this in mind. I won’t tolerate this kind of brutality in my place. Remember, these amazing people put themselves in your care, and it’s your duty as their Doms to make sure they’re safe while they’re with you. Don’t abuse the gift they’ve given you if you want to keep it.”


The last was said as a warning, and the Doms in the room knew James Kingston was going to be sorry for ever trying this kind of brutal game in Devon’s world.
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ANDY AND Joe pushed the gurney through the crowd with Dev walking at its side. He kept his hand on Chase’s, knowing he needed the comfort only a Master could offer. It should have been his Master, but Devon would have to do.


When they finally made it to the office, they closed the door, and he crouched down beside the gurney again.


Dev reached up, stroking Chase’s hair as he spoke calmly. “Chase, I’m going to check you over now. I’m sorry if it hurts, but I need to see if there are any serious injuries, okay?”


Chase nodded, and Dev was touched by the fact that the other man was willing to trust him after everything he’d been through. He smiled at Chase, smoothing a comforting hand down his arm before standing and looking down at his back.


He inspected the torn and bleeding skin in front of him, wincing at the bruises already forming. He made Chase move his arms, testing to make sure there were no strained or pulled muscles. The cuts were his biggest concern. He turned to Joe.


“I think I saw Lisa Jones out there. Would you please go and see if she’s available to look at Chase’s back?” Joe nodded and headed out the door.


Crouching down, Devon spoke to Chase again. “A friend of mine is going to come and take a look at your back. She’s a doctor, a plastic surgeon, actually, and I want to make sure those cuts on your back are going to heal cleanly, without any infection and hopefully without too many scars.”


“Is she gonna give me trouble? I was bad, Sir. Master said no doctors. I don’t want to be bad again.” It was bothering Devon that Chase seemed so lost in his own mind he couldn’t find his way out of it


Devon ran his hand over his face, trying to calm down. He was going to strangle Kingston when he finally got his hands on him. “Chase, no one’s mad at you. Your Master left you alone, with no protection….” He looked again and realized that Chase didn’t even have a collar on. “He didn’t even give you your collar….”


Chase sobbed quietly. “Master said I didn’t deserve a collar.” The poor man was shivering, his grief and fear overwhelming him. “He said I was a worthless sub and the worthless subs didn’t get collars.”


Devon looked up at Andy, who was frowning grimly, and they exchanged a look that promised punishment for the missing Dom.


He looked back down at Chase. “Chase, I want you to listen to me. You’re not worthless, your Master is.”


Chase started to shake his head, but Devon curved his palm around the other man’s cheek and held him still. “No one has the right to treat anyone this way, sweetheart. I guarantee no one will treat you like this again.”


Chase looked at him, and Devon could see that he wanted to believe him but was scared to. He was stopped from saying more by the arrival of Joe and a woman with long dark hair and kind eyes.


Devon stood up and held out his arms to receive the hug she offered before turning back to Chase. “Lisa, this is Chase.”


Lisa knelt down beside the gurney so the other man could see her face. “Hello, Chase. Is it okay if I look at your back?”


Chase looked up at Devon, who smiled at him encouragingly. He took a deep breath and nodded. Lisa smiled and patted his cheek before standing up.


Like Devon she was gentle and thorough, trying as much as possible to not cause Chase any more pain.


“What do you think, Lisa, does he need to go to the hospital?” Devon’s hand was back on Chase’s head, petting him soothingly.


She looked up at him, and he could see the rage in her eyes. “No, I don’t think it’s really necessary. They should all heal fine. I don’t think any of them need stitches, but a couple need some butterfly bandages to keep them closed for a few days.” She took a deep breath, obviously considering her next words.


“The damage wouldn’t have been so bad if he wasn’t twenty pounds underweight. I’m concerned that Chase might not be getting enough to eat.” She crouched beside the younger man again.


“How old are you, sweetheart?”


He flinched at the sound of her voice but answered her quietly. “Twenty-three, Ma’am.”


Devon was shocked. He wouldn’t have guessed that Chase was any older than eighteen or nineteen. “Chase, do you live with your Master all the time?”


Chase nodded. “Yes, Sir. I’ve been with my Master since I was sixteen.” A look of shame and grief came over his beautiful face.


“Sixteen?” Devon was floored. At sixteen no one is capable of making the decision to be a full-time sub. He opened his mouth to speak again but was cut off by Lisa.


“Dev, let’s get him fixed up, and then you can talk to him some more, okay? I’m thinking he’s probably scared enough and in a lot of pain. Let’s deal with that first.”


Devon nodded at her and motioned for Andy to bring over the medical kit they kept in the club. Lisa slid on some gloves and got to work, cleaning the blood and sweat from Chase’s back and putting on antibiotic cream. She bandaged the worst of the cuts and gave Chase two of the heavy-duty pain relievers that were kept in the box after asking if he had any allergies.


The whole time she worked, Devon sat beside Chase in a chair that Joe had brought over, holding his hand and whispering to help calm him.


When she was finished, she told Chase to take it easy for a couple of days and to not get his bandages wet. He could shower the next night, but for now he’d have to make do with a sponge bath. He nodded sleepily.


“Thank you, mistress.” He was so polite, his manners so ingrained, and Devon could see that it tugged at her heart. She leaned over, kissed his cheek, and turned to leave. She looked at Devon, and he stood, whispering to Chase before following her to the door.


“What are you going to do, Devon? He shouldn’t be alone right now. I’m not sure how long he’s been living as a sub 24/7 but I think it’s been a while. Maybe even years.”


“I’m going to take care of him here for a couple of days, at least until he can travel, and then we’ll take it from there.” He looked over his shoulder to where Andy and Joe were standing guard over Chase. He knew they felt the way he did.


“And I’m going to find Kingston and have a chat with him.” Devon scrubbed his hands over his face in frustration. “How in the fuck did this happen in my club? Why didn’t anyone stop it?”


“I don’t know, Devon. I got here just as you did, and Andy and Joe were right behind me. My guess is that the others were either in agreement with punishment or scared or unsure about interfering.” She sighed. “What about Matt?”


Devon sneered. “He’s gone and never coming back, if he knows what’s good for him. I should’ve followed my instincts about him instead of listening to Jack.”


Jack was the manager who’d been reluctant to interfere in the beating.


“You should get rid of that idiot and put Andy and Joe in charge, Devon.” She looked at the two men fondly. “I know they’re your friends and you’re worried about taking advantage of that, but they wouldn’t let you down. And I think they’d enjoy it.”


Devon smiled at her. “You’re one hell of a smart lady, you know that?”


Lisa smiled back at him. “Of course I am!”


He kissed her cheek and opened the door so she could leave. “Thanks, Lisa.”


She winked at him. “Anytime, sugar.” She closed the door softly behind her as she left.


Devon turned and walked back to Chase, who was sound asleep on the gurney. The younger man looked so innocent in sleep, and something warm seemed to unfurl in Devon’s chest as he looked at him.


“Where do you want him, sweets?” Devon grimaced at the hated nickname but didn’t call Andy on it.


“Let’s take him to the recovery room behind my office. We don’t ever use it, and it has an attached bathroom.”


Andy nodded, and he and Joe moved quickly as Devon gathered his laptop and a few other items he needed from his office, including the pain pills, and followed them down the hall.


Joe looked up as he entered the room. “You want us to put him on the bed?” Chase was tall, but Lisa was right, he was entirely too skinny for his frame. Moving him wouldn’t take much.


“Yeah, just a second, though.” He dumped his things on the dresser by the door before making his way to the gurney. He leaned over Chase and spoke quietly in his ear.


“Chase, I need to move you to the bed, okay?” Chase moaned softly as he tried to wake up. “Shhh, it’s okay, baby. I just didn’t want to scare you.”


Chase nodded without ever opening his eyes, and the three men moved him quickly and efficiently, jostling him as little as possible. Andy had pulled the blanket back on the bed, and they settled him against the sheets on his stomach.


Joe carefully lifted Chase’s hips up, and Devon undid the sleeping man’s pants and they slid them off. None of them were surprised that there was nothing under the jeans.


Devon was sickened by the crisscrossing pattern of fine scars that covered the younger man’s ass and upper thighs. It looked like tonight wasn’t the first time he’d been tortured.


“Fuck, Devon. This kind of scarring takes years! You can see how some are older than others and how they overlap.” Andy’s voice was tight with anger.


“Who in their right fucking mind does this to someone?” Devon was choking on his fury. “Kingston puts us all in a bad light with this kind of behavior. We’re under enough scrutiny as it is without him acting like a wild animal.”


Taking a deep breath, Devon tried to get control of his emotions. There was nothing he could do about Kingston right now. Taking care of Chase had to be his priority.


“I need to talk to you two. Dr. Jones seems to think that you guys might not be averse to a change of employment.”


Andy and Joe looked at each other and grinned.


“I guess she’s right.” Dev smiled at his two oldest friends. “I’d like you to send him to me. I’m going to inform Jack that his services are no longer required. His severance will include a $5000 check and a promise that I won’t have him blackballed at every club in town if he leaves quietly. After I deal with him, I’m going to count on you guys to make sure he goes quickly and with as little fuss as possible.”


They nodded at him and headed for the door. Devon called them back for a second. “I’m going to be staying here with Chase for a couple of days. You’re in charge. Any questions, come and ask me. You’re on the payroll as of tonight, got it?”


Joe came over and hugged him. “We got it, Dev, don’t worry. You just take care of the poor boy.”


Dev hugged him tightly for a minute and then pushed him toward the door. “Go on and make yourselves useful instead of just drinking all my tequila. And for fuck’s sake, schedule a meeting for all staff. We need to make sure this never happens again.”


Andy nodded before giving him the finger, and they all chuckled. When they’d gone, Devon walked over and sat on the edge of the bed to look at Chase.


How had this beautiful young man ended up in the clutches of the worst example of a Dom the city had to offer? Dev had heard the rumors about a sub being kept under lock and key at the Kingston mansion, but he hadn’t ever believed they were true.


He was going to get to the bottom of this and do his best to help Chase. This kind of thing was like a personal affront to him and the lifestyle he led. The public already had so many wrong impressions about the BDSM community, and something like this getting out could hurt a lot of people.


A few minutes later, a knock on the door announced Jack’s arrival. Once he’d quietly dealt with his former manager out in the hall, Devon sat on the bed, being careful not to disturb Chase. He sat back against the headboard and closed his eyes. He listened to the quiet breathing of the man on the bed beside him and wondered about the best way to help him. Chase was due some looking after, as far as Devon could tell, and he was going to make sure he got it.
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HE MUST have fallen asleep, sitting there on the bed with Chase, and Devon wasn’t sure what woke him up. He blinked and looked around, eyes instantly finding the other man in the dim light of the room.


Chase was lying on the edge of the bed, trying to curl up as small as possible. It was an impossible task for someone so tall and in so much pain. He was whimpering as he moved slowly, obviously trying to put some room between him and Devon.


Devon slid farther down the bed, being careful to not get any closer to the terrified man, and lay on his side on the pillow so he could be eye to eye with him. He put one hand on the mattress between them, palm up, and spoke softly.


“Chase, it’s okay. You’re safe here, and I need you to stop moving before you fall off the bed. If you do, it’s going to hurt a lot.”


He wasn’t all that certain Chase was completely awake. His eyes were glassy, and Devon was willing to bet the pain meds were messing with his mind.


“Chase, do you remember me? I’m Devon, the Master here.”


Devon wasn’t sure about bringing up the Master part, but he suspected it would at least make it through the drug-induced fog in Chase’s brain.


After a moment Chase nodded, his head barely moving. “Sorry, Sir.” It wasn’t much more than a whispered breath.


“What are you sorry for, Chase?”


“I’m being a baby. You don’t need to stay here. You have more important things to do.” Chase spoke quietly and was shivering again, but Devon didn’t know if it was cold or fear causing it.


“Right now you’re the most important thing I have to take care of. I’m so sorry, Chase. This shouldn’t have happened to you, not in my place.”


Chase’s eyes widened. “It’s not your fault, Master. I was bad, and I hit that man. I had to be punished.” He was still whispering, and Devon suspected he couldn’t talk any louder right now.


He watched as one of Chase’s hands crept closer to his on the bed. The younger man was so desperate for contact it hurt Dev’s heart to watch.


“Chase, defending yourself from someone is not being bad. That man had no right to try and force you to do anything. He wasn’t your Dom or your boyfriend, and you didn’t have to do anything that you didn’t want to.”


The younger man looked so perplexed it made Devon smile. Chase ducked his head, not meeting Dev’s gaze. The older man sighed. It was going to take a lot longer than a couple of hours to work through Chase’s issues. He was going to have to be patient. He was hoping to talk and get some answers, but he knew Chase needed more rest. He slid his hand under Chase’s and let himself relax.


“Do you need more pain meds, sweetheart?” He could see Chase wince with every move he made.


“Yes, please… and could I have some water as well?”


Devon pulled his hand back and started to sit up. “I’ll be right back, okay?” Chase nodded, and Dev got off the bed.


He grabbed a bottle of water out of the minifridge along the wall and after a moment grabbed a straw too. The pain meds were on the dresser, so he collected those as well and headed back to Chase. He could feel those hazel eyes watching him, and he made sure to keep his movements as nonthreatening as possible.


He sat carefully on the edge of the bed and put the water on the nightstand. He opened the pills, handed a couple to the younger man, and then took the water bottle and opened it. He put the straw in so Chase could drink it without sitting up.


“I’m going to hold this for you, all right? It’ll be cold if you drop it on yourself, and I don’t want you to be any more uncomfortable.”


Chase just nodded, and the confusion coloring his face would have been adorable if it hadn’t made Devon so damn sad. It was obvious this man hadn’t been shown one moment of true kindness in a long time, and he didn’t know yet how to help him believe he was safe here.


“Chase, do you mind if I ask you a couple of questions?” He knew the young man would answer them if ordered, but he was reluctant to do that.


“No, Sir, I don’t mind.” That soft voice was going to be the death of Devon, he was sure of it.


“How did you end up with Kingston? Sixteen’s very young to be involved in this kind of relationship.”


He didn’t think Chase’s eyes could get any sadder until they did. “I ran away from home when I realized I was gay. My family… I didn’t think they’d understand. Our church isn’t very tolerant, and I didn’t want to embarrass them.”


His shaggy head lay on the pillow, and his eyes filled with tears. “I was lost in the city, trying to find work, when Master found me and took me in. He was kind at first, and he contacted my family. They didn’t want me back. They told him I was too much trouble and he could keep me… so he did.”


Devon highly doubted that Kingston had contacted anyone about Chase. It was just one more way he’d taken advantage of the other man’s innocence and trust. It was one more thing Devon would be looking into.


He lay down again, not wanting Chase to feel like he was being towered over. He put his hand between them again, palm up, and relaxed as much as he could. “Can you tell me what happened then?”


Chase’s hand crept out from under his chest and toward Devon. Their fingertips barely touched at first, but soon Chase’s palm was over his, his fingers curled around the delicate bones of Devon’s wrist.


“He said I could stay with him, but if he was going to look after me, I had to do things for him to pay him back. I had to be a good boy and do as he said, and he would give me food and clothes and somewhere to stay.”


Devon rubbed his thumb gently over Chase’s palm, being careful to keep his grip loose. Chase’s tears were falling freely now, but Devon didn’t think the other man was even aware of them.


“I tried really hard Sir, but I’m stupid and not nearly good enough. I kept making mistakes, and he would have to punish me. He said he didn’t want to, that it was my fault, and that I was hurting him by not being good.”


The younger man was starting to be overcome by his emotions, and Devon knew he needed to get him calmed down.


“Chase, sweetheart, I need you to listen to me, okay?” There was no indication that Devon’s voice was penetrating the grief the other man was lost in, so he closed his fingers around Chase’s, holding them gently and pulling a little to get his attention.


It worked, and Chase took a shuddering breath as he tried to calm down. Devon relaxed his grip immediately but didn’t pull away.


“You were a child, Chase, and Kingston took advantage of that. He shouldn’t have expected you to be in any kind of relationship with him. It wasn’t your fault, anything he did, and he’s never going to get the chance to do it to you again.”


He could see Chase wasn’t really understanding what he was saying, and he suspected the drugs were kicking in. “I want to wipe off your face. Is that okay?”


Chase nodded, and the wonder in his eyes at the request for permission made Dev smile as he pulled his hand free and reached behind him for the baby wipes he knew were in the drawer of the nightstand.


He opened the container and pulled one free before gently wiping the tears and sweat from Chase’s face. When he was finished, he tossed the wipe in the garbage beside the bed and put the rest away. Chase’s hand was searching blindly for his again, so he slid his under it.


“Do you need anything else, baby?” he whispered, not wanting to wake him if he was already sleeping.


“No thank you, Sir, I’m fine.” Dev could barely hear him, and at that moment Chase’s overly lean frame shuddered.


“You cold?” It was comfortably warm in the room, but Chase was naked and probably suffering from shock.


“A little, Sir.”


Devon slipped his hand free and reached down to pull the soft blanket up over Chase to his shoulders. He smiled as the man sighed and relaxed a little more. He reached out and once again tucked a stray lock of hair behind Chase’s ear and was glad when he didn’t flinch.


“Thank you, Sir.”


Devon chuckled a little as he watched those hooded eyes slide shut.


“My name is Devon, Chase.”


The younger man breathed out the name as he drifted back to sleep.


It was easy to see what had attracted Kingston to Chase. His features were exotic and beautiful. The almond-shaped eyes and golden skin were enticing. Even too skinny and bruised and battered, his body was gorgeous.


Devon sighed, his frustration almost overwhelming him. This was someone who should have been protected and cared for, not beaten and treated like trash. He couldn’t understand Doms like Kingston. They never seemed to comprehend the gift they’d been given and always felt like they needed to take something more.


Devon had been in this scene for a long time, but he’d never forgotten the feeling he’d had the first time someone had knelt for him. The rush of power had been heady and almost addicting, but the protectiveness that had followed on its heels had surprised him.


He’d been nineteen years old, and the Dom that had been teaching him had tried to tell him about it, but the man knew it was something you had to figure out for yourself. Dev was a natural Dom, having the innate ability of knowing how far he could push someone without going too far. He knew how to break someone down and then build them back up again, and he took his duties very seriously.


To men and women like Kingston, it was a game. A very dangerous game that had broken more than one person beyond repair, and Devon was desperately hoping Chase wasn’t one of them. There was something about the man that pulled at Devon’s heart and made him want to take Chase into his arms and protect him forever. Chase was innocent in almost every sense, and Devon knew it was something to be cherished, not abused.


He ran his fingers through the soft dark-brown strands of hair that lay on the pillow. Falling for Chase would be so easy. Having someone so perfect to be his was a temptation that would be hard to resist, but Devon knew he needed to.


Chase needed freedom and time to make his own choices. If he wanted to run away and never have anything to do with this lifestyle ever again, Devon would certainly understand. Life had been horrible to Chase so far, and if he could find some peace somewhere, he deserved it.


Devon continued petting Chase’s head. His first order of business was going to be getting Chase well. He was going to contact his family and see if they really didn’t want him back, and he was going to make sure that Kingston paid for what he’d done, to Chase and to any others he’d been abusing. The bastard wasn’t the only one with connections in this city, and Dev was going to take advantage of every single one.


It was a promise he made to himself and to Chase. Kingston was done.




Chapter 4
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CHASE WOKE to the unaccustomed feeling of a soft bed under him and a warm body at his side. Actually, that warm body was almost under him as well. He could hear the steady beat of a strong heart under his ear as he realized that his head was actually pillowed on someone’s chest.


No, not just someone, the Master…. Devon, he’d said. He wondered how much trouble he was going to be in. It would almost be worth it. It had been a long time since he’d been allowed the comfort of waking up with someone holding him.


He felt one of the man’s hands on the back of his neck, not holding, just gently brushing through the baby-fine hair there, and the other was on his arm, stroking softly. The Master’s chin rested on Chase’s head, and although he realized he was almost desperate to use the bathroom, he was reluctant to move. He was sure that once he did, the spell would be broken, and Chase would have to go back to the misery that was his life.


Soon, though, he was so uncomfortable that he started to squirm, and that made all the aches and pains from the beating flare up again. He didn’t know he was whimpering until the Master spoke.


“What’s the matter, Chase? Is the pain getting too bad?” The man’s voice was soft and caring, and it made Chase so nervous.


“I’m sorry, Sir. I just have to go to the bathroom. I didn’t mean to disturb you.” Chase’s throat hurt when he spoke, and his voice was cracking.


He started pulling slowly back, trying to get himself up, but a gentle hand on his arm stopped him. “Just a second, sweetheart. Let me get up, and then I’ll help you up.”


Chase nodded and waited as the Master slid carefully out from under him and rolled off the bed. Chase didn’t think he’d ever seen anyone so beautiful in his life. The man was almost as tall as Chase, with spiky dark-blond hair.


He was wearing nothing but a pair of dark-green pajama pants that sat low on his hips, and his chest and abs looked like they could have been sculpted out of marble. His lips looked soft and seemed to have no problem curving into an encouraging smile as he came around to help Chase off the bed.


But it was his eyes that held Chase’s attention. When he looked into those jade-green eyes, they radiated power. Power that was tempered with kindness and compassion, and Chase knew this Master would have subs begging to do his bidding just to have him pleased with them…. But only subs that were worthy of him would get the chance.


Chase sighed sadly. He wasn’t a worthy sub, and he knew he’d never have a Master like this one.


Still, it felt so good when Devon slid his arm under Chase’s chest and helped him up off the bed. As he got his shaking legs under him, he tried really hard to be quiet and not whine, but a few pained sounds slipped out before he could stop them. Master Kingston hated it when Chase was whiny.


Then a hand was back in his hair, petting it softly. “It’s okay, Chase, I know it’s gotta be hurting you so bad right now.” Devon was standing in front of him, and Chase whimpered a little noise of protest when that comforting hand left his head. He watched the other man pick up a cozy looking robe, and then he slipped it on Chase, first on one arm and then the other and then tied it carefully in the front.


Chase hadn’t even really noticed he was naked. He wasn’t allowed to wear a lot of clothing at home, and those things he did wear were picked by his Master for the way they looked, not how comfortable they were.


Devon smiled at him, and Chase tried to return it, but he was having a hard time dealing with the kindness being shown him. He kept waiting for the smiles to turn to sneers and the caresses to turn to blows. It had been one of his Master’s favorite games, to pretend to be kind for a little while and then to be twice as brutal afterward.


Devon just picked up Chase’s arms and put them on his shoulders. “I don’t want to put my arm around your waist because I don’t want to hurt you, so just hang on to my shoulders, and we’ll go as slow as you need, okay?”


Chase could only nod and try and swallow past the painful lump in his throat. He thought he might just curl up and die if he had to go back to Kingston Manor after this.


He walked forward slowly, concentrating on putting one foot in front of the other and trying to keep his legs from buckling under him from the pain and fatigue. He could hear the other man speaking to him quietly, and even though the words weren’t making sense to Chase in the state he was in, the tone was comforting and helped to make him feel less afraid.


They finally made it to the bathroom, and Devon helped Chase get situated at the toilet before stepping out the door to give him some privacy. He’d left the door open, though, and for that Chase was grateful. He was scared if he tried to move on his own he’d fall, and he knew that would be more pain than he could handle.


When he was finished, he flushed the toilet, and it signaled Devon to come back in and help him to the sink. He washed his hands and then looked up when the other man spoke.


“Chase, there’s a spare toothbrush here if you want it, but I’m afraid you won’t be able to shower or bathe until later. Dr. Jones wanted to make sure you don’t get any infection.” Chase was getting more confused all the time. The other man seemed so sincere in his care of Chase.


“I understand, Sir. Thank you.”


He saw the other man frown for a moment before he reached up and stroked Chase’s cheek. “Chase, do you remember what my name is?”


Chase nodded, unconsciously leaning into the touch. “Your name’s Devon, Sir.”


“That’s right, sweetheart, and if you don’t mind, I’d like you to call me that. Is that all right with you?”


“I’ll try and remember that, Sir… I mean Devon.” He hung his head. This was all getting so complicated.


A gentle hand curled around his jaw and directed his head back up. “I want you to do whatever you need to do to be comfortable, Chase. I won’t be mad no matter what you do, okay?”


Chase nodded, desperately trying to blink back tears. He couldn’t seem to get any kind of control on his emotions.


The Master… Devon… took one look at the tears that were finally starting to spill over and moved in closer to Chase. Those kind hands once again put Chase’s hands on his shoulders and put his own on Chase’s hips, pulling him close.


He took the invitation and let himself lean on the other man. He was shaking so badly, and he wasn’t even sure what was worse, the pain or the confusion. He laid his head on Devon’s shoulder and let the tears fall.


“Shhh. It’s okay, sweetheart. I know you’re scared, but I promise you, Chase, you’re safe here.” Devon’s mouth was right by Chase’s ear, his voice low and comforting. “I know you don’t believe me yet, but you never have to go back to Kingston unless you truly want to. And I don’t want you to worry about what you’ll do if you don’t go back. I’ll help you figure it out.”


“Why?” Chase was terrified at having asked, but he just didn’t understand. He was worthless, and he knew it. No one wanted him… not his family… not his Master. Why was this man being so kind to him?


“Because you’ve been taken advantage of and betrayed through no fault of your own, and it makes me feel a little guilty. I’d heard that Kingston was keeping someone at his house, but I chose to believe that he wouldn’t be so stupid, and I was obviously wrong.”


Devon thumbed away the tears on Chase’s cheeks. “And because you were a boy who was taken and hurt by the worst possible example my community has to offer, and if you’ll let me, I’d like to try and make it up to you a little.”


Chase couldn’t help turning his face into Devon’s neck and taking in the scent of him. He smelled so good, not bitter and harsh like his old Master always did.


“You’re not worthless, Chase, you’re really not, and I’m going to prove it to you.”


Chase nuzzled Devon’s skin, fingers tightening in a bruising hold, scared to believe what he was being told and scared to let go in case he lost his only chance.


“Come on, baby. Let’s get you back to bed before you fall over on me. Even underweight, you’re still a big boy.”


Chase nodded and let himself be led back to the bedroom. When they were standing beside the bed, Devon reached for the belt of the robe and then stopped.


“Do you want this on or off?”


Chase thought about it. Being naked didn’t bother him much, and the robe was kind of itchy against his sore back. “Off, please.”


Devon smiled at him like he was proud of him for making a decision, and it made Chase’s stomach twist in a good way.


He watched as Devon untied the belt and then let him slip the robe off of his shoulders. He stood, looking at Devon from under his lashes as the older man put the robe on a chair and smoothed the sheets before encouraging Chase to get back into the bed.


Once he was settled, Devon checked the wounds on his back, making sure that none had been reopened, and then he pulled the cool sheets back over Chase and knelt beside him.


“I’m just going to go and check on things quickly and grab some food from the kitchen.” Devon tucked a strand of hair behind Chase’s ear, and it made the younger man smile a little. It seemed to be an obsession of Devon’s.


“Is there anything you’d like in particular? Anything you hate?”


Chase started to shake his head and then stopped. He looked at Devon, working up the courage to speak. He wanted to make Devon happy again. “I don’t like shrimp… or spinach.” His voice was shaking with fear, but Devon just smiled at him.


“Got it, no shrimp-and-spinach omelets for you. What about chicken vegetable soup and maybe a grilled cheese?”


“I’m not really hungry, Sir.” Chase winced at the use of the word, but Devon just ran his fingers through Chase’s hair as he spoke to him.


“I know, but I’d like you to eat something before you take any more meds. The painkillers can be hard on your stomach if it’s empty, and I really don’t want you throwing up. Will you try a little for me? Please?”


Chase’s eyes widened at that word. Masters never asked; they just told. That’s all he knew. “Yeah, I’ll try.”


Devon rubbed the back of his knuckles over Chase’s cheek and then stood up. “Okay. I won’t be long. Do you want me to get someone to come and stay with you while I’m gone?”


Chase shook his head quickly. The thought of being this vulnerable with anyone else right now terrified him. He only trusted Devon, and he wasn’t entirely sure about that yet. “I’ll be fine.”
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