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I’ll Give You Everything

 

By Saria Bryant

Touch of Leather: Book Two

 

Jasper Saris has a lot to be thankful for:

His Dom, Vincent

     A new full-year contract

          A full summer off before starting his last year of college

               His first-ever vacation at a BDSM resort

Evergreen Escape owned by Vincent’s friend, Zach, exceeds his wildest dreams and opens new facets of their relationship and his role as a sub. Vincent opens up more about his past and family and even introduces Jasper to his favorite kink.

But clouds on the horizon threaten, and family troubles interrupt the vacation. Jasper’s brutish, drunk father is dying. Despite not having seen him in years, his cousin and housemate Amber insists he comes home, reviving an old trauma and revealing disturbing family secrets. Jasper struggles with his insecurities about his relationship with Vincent and his life in general.

Vincent refuses to let his vacation with Jasper end on a low note, so they return to the resort. Problems surface on their return, and the most shocking secret of all threatens to leave Jasper on the outs with the remainder of his family and without a place to live. Does Vincent care enough to step up for Jasper and intensify their connection, or are his feelings for Jasper purely transactional… just when Jasper’s are deepening?


To Axl


Chapter 1

 

 

VINCENT CLIMBED out of his car in front of Jasper’s place, his fingers itching for the birthday gift he’d forgotten at home, and hesitated, studying the house with a flicker of unease. He’d been back only once since one of Jasper’s housemates and a college friend of Vincent’s, Matt, dropped his truth bomb about the night his life fell apart ten years ago, and splintered Vincent’s worldview.

“You fucking. Left. Me,” Matt had snarled. “I let you tie me up, and then you left me there. Did you really think no one would find me like that?”

Vincent didn’t remember it that way. He’d been so drunk that most of that night was still full of blank spots where memories should be, but that wasn’t much of an excuse. Neither was the fact he’d only finally given in to Matt’s pleading because he’d been drunk and grieving. He hadn’t spoken to Matt since, not that he blamed Matt for ignoring his texts, but he’d rather fight a heavyweight champion than have another confrontation. Jasper promised Matt wouldn’t even be here, but that wasn’t a guarantee, considering Matt lived here.

The front door opened, and Jasper hurried out.

Vincent was moving before he thought to, meeting Jasper as he cut through the grass and eyeing the smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “What’s wrong?”

Jasper huffed and stepped into Vincent, fingers twisting his shirt at the small of his back. “Nothing. Just my brother being a dick.” He hadn’t spoken much about his family in the four months they’d been together, but neither had Vincent.

He slipped his fingers under Jasper’s shirt and grounded himself with the feel of warm skin until Jasper stepped away to lead him inside.

Jasper’s cousin, Amber, and their housemates were gathered in the living room. Her fiancé, Terrance, sat beside her on the love seat, while Keith and his partner Reiko took the sofa. Matt was nowhere to be seen, but in his place on Reiko's other side was a man Vincent assumed to be Jasper’s brother, though they looked nothing alike. Instead of Jasper’s blond hair and blue eyes, his sibling’s were both brown.

“Noah, Vincent. Vincent, my brother.”

Noah lifted his hand from where his arm was stretched along the back of the couch. “So you’re the Daddy Dom.”

Vincent raised an eyebrow, not missing the quick movement as Reiko jabbed her arm into Noah’s ribs. “No,” he replied, smiling at Noah when he repeated the word as a question. He didn’t bother to elaborate as he took the only remaining seat in the large chair that matched the sofa set. Jasper sat on its arm, and Vincent hooked him around the waist with a gentle tug, silently inviting him to squeeze in next to him. But Jasper stayed where he was.

Vincent wasn’t sure what he’d done to deserve it, but Noah continued his antagonism when he asked, “No present?”

“I’ll give it to him at home.” Vincent preferred that anyway, all the more so with the hostile atmosphere. He’d been prepared for Matt’s blatant hatred, not this surprise animosity from a stranger.

Whatever Noah’s response was going to be was interrupted by the doorbell, and Jasper immediately hopped up to answer it. Vincent was left eyeing Noah in silence before he glanced at Amber, who met his gaze with a tight expression and a shrug.

Jasper returned a minute later with a stack of pizza boxes and dropped them on the coffee table.

“Not spaghetti?” Vincent asked. He meant it as teasing, but Jasper made a face at him.

“I’m told that’s not a birthday meal.”

Vincent eyed the pizza boxes with a frown but didn’t comment, the unease he’d felt all day at the thought of being ambushed by Matt slowly warping into an offended outrage. If he’d known this so-called party wasn’t what Jasper wanted, he would have made proper plans for tonight. At least he was sure he had all the ingredients for spaghetti at home; keeping them on hand was a matter of course since taking Jasper on as his sub. It’d be easy enough to prepare, but the sauce wouldn’t have as long to simmer as he’d like.

Compared to the subpar pizza, even an hour of simmering would be better than this. He ate a single slice and noticed Jasper barely ate half of one himself. By the time everyone had eaten, Vincent had begun to wonder whose idea this was, since there didn’t seem to be much effort put into it. Wondered if part of that was delayed fallout from Matt telling the rest of them what really happened the night Vincent got drunk and derailed both their lives, or if Jasper’s own family simply had so little regard for him when it came to things that required planning or energy.

Jasper moved to the floor in front of Vincent and wiggled back with his elbows until Vincent obliged and shifted his legs apart enough for him to sit between them. Vincent took the opportunity to bury a hand in blond hair and briefly curled his fingers tight with a slow flex of his wrist. Jasper’s fingers dug into Vincent’s calf before he turned his head to gnaw on a knee.

“Stop flirting and open your presents,” Noah muttered as Terrance got up to retrieve the small pile of wrapped gifts and set them on the coffee table.

Jasper flipped his brother off and reached for the closest one, which was obviously a bottle. Vincent didn’t think much of it until Jasper opened it to reveal a cheap bottle of scotch. He wasn’t prepared for the sight of liquor or the sudden sour taste on the back of his tongue. Vincent tilted his head and closed his eyes as he focused on breathing.

“Really?” Jasper asked, sounding annoyed, and Vincent latched onto the sound of his voice to help ground himself. “It’s not even new. Who knows what you put in this.”

Noah snorted. “What, like poison?” he asked dryly. “If you don’t want it, give it back. Was just trying to be nice now that you’re legal and all.”

Jasper shifted in front of him, and he hoped that meant he was giving the bottle back. He didn’t dare open his eyes again until he heard the ripping of paper, then risked looking over Jasper’s shoulder to see him holding two new games, one for his handheld and one for a console. He kept his eyes on Jasper and his presents to avoid accidentally seeing where the bottle had gone. He’d been sober for ten years, but he’d also curated his life in a way that minimized his exposure to alcohol. Even at the club, his staff knew to inform him the moment anyone checked in a bottle of liquor, and he’d put strict procedures in place both for his own safety and that of his business.

Jasper opened the rest of the presents quickly. A BDSM for Beginners guidebook came from Keith, and Reiko gave him a package with fox ears. It was only when Jasper’s ears turned red and he shoved the box behind him that Vincent realized it was some kind of sex toy. He reached down to pluck it free, ignoring Jasper’s squawk of protest as he studied it. Fox ears and tail, complete with a vibrating plug on the end of the tail.

He slanted a quick glance at Reiko to find her smirking at him and silently cursed ever sharing one of his biggest fetishes with her. He set the package next to the chair as Jasper opened the last gift to find an envelope, only to nearly lose his eardrums when Jasper shouted, “No way! How did you get these? They’ve been sold out for weeks.”

“I called in a favor,” Amber replied smugly as Jasper all but threw himself at her for a hug.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” He did a happy dance on his way back to Vincent before waving the slender pieces of paper in front of his face.

Vincent took them rather than go cross-eyed and saw they were tickets for a concert for next weekend. That would work well enough with his plan of taking a trip for Jasper’s birthday at least.

“You’ll take me?” Jasper asked.

Vincent met Jasper’s eyes as he handed the tickets back. “Of course.”

Jasper beamed at him and tucked the tickets into the envelope, which he stuck in the book.

Vincent held his hand out, and Jasper eyed him in confusion before offering the book over. It was heavy and bound in black leather. When he flipped through the pages, he saw they weren’t simply definitions of the more common—and some uncommon—kinks but had details and illustrations too. “Where did you even find this?”

“Specialty shop,” Keith replied. “Want the info?”

“Yes, please,” he said, closing the book. It’d be a nice touch to add to the club. Jasper rolled his eyes before setting his games on top of the book. Vincent didn’t miss the pleading stare that followed, and if not for the fact that seemed to be it for the so-called party, he might not have been willing to leave so soon. There hadn’t even been a cake. “Ready to go?”

“Yup!” Jasper replied too brightly, still on his feet. He grabbed his gifts from Vincent, waved, and turned for the door.

Vincent scooped up the package of fox paraphernalia that Jasper was obviously trying to leave behind before saying goodbye. Jasper had a small duffel slung over his shoulder when Vincent caught up to him on the way to the car. Once they were on the road, he glanced over at Jasper, who was slumped in his seat. “Is there anything else you want to do today?”

“Not really.”

“Spaghetti for dinner?” he suggested.

Jasper rolled his head against the headrest to stare at Vincent. “Really?”

“Sure.”

He leaned across far enough to rest his head on Vincent’s shoulder. “Thanks.” He was silent for a few moments before he muttered, “Did you really have to bring the fox ears?”

Vincent drew in a slow breath to make sure his voice was steadily neutral when he asked, “You don’t like them?”

Jasper grumbled and bit Vincent’s arm, then asked, “Do you?”

He had no reason to hide it, but he was still hesitant to answer. It wasn’t only the fox ears that he enjoyed. One of his biggest kinks was role-play, and he’d hoped Jasper would at least be open to that. “Yes,” he finally said.

Jasper was silent for a long moment, then pressed his face into Vincent’s arm with a groan, which was as endearing as it was confusing.

“What’s wrong?”

“Shoulda known you’d want to use them,” he grumbled under his breath.

Vincent tried not to get his hopes up. “Do you not want to?” That might not be an outright no, but it wasn’t an enthusiastic yes either. But then, new things rarely were with Jasper. It was something he hoped would change as they explored a bit more.

“It’s embarrassing,” Jasper murmured, so softly Vincent almost missed it over the sound of the car.

Vincent stifled a soft laugh. He was fairly certain Jasper’s reactions so far meant he actually enjoyed being embarrassed, but had yet to call him out on it. He didn’t press now, either, content to save tormenting him for tonight.

When they reached Vincent’s home, he hesitated before shutting the car off. Jasper already had his door open and a foot out before he realized Vincent hadn’t moved and turned back in confusion. “What’s wrong?”

Vincent cleared his throat against the memory of the sour taste on the back of his tongue. “I don’t mind if you drink,” he said after a moment, “but I can’t have alcohol in my home.”

Jasper tilted his head with a slight furrow between his brows, but then he glanced at Vincent’s chest and arm, where his scars—the legacy of his past history with alcohol was literally burned into his skin—were hidden under his shirt. With a soft sound of understanding, he said, “Okay.”

Vincent wasn’t quite expecting such easy agreement. His surprise must have been obvious, because Jasper made a face at him.

“I’m not interested in drinking anyway. Not really. Noah drinks and smokes enough for the both of us. Among other things,” he muttered.

Vincent hummed softly and finally climbed out of the car. “He didn’t seem to like me much.”

Jasper followed after him with a scowl and shut the car door with more force than necessary. “I don’t care what he thinks. I’m surprised he even showed up. Not like we’ve talked much since I was a kid.” He stalked into the house and kicked his shoes off by the door. “Gonna put these up,” he said on his way up the stairs.

Vincent watched him as he slipped his own shoes off and tossed his keys to the hall table, curious about Jasper’s bitter tone and what had caused it, but he obviously wasn’t getting answers tonight. With a sigh he headed to the kitchen. If he started the sauce now, it’d at least have a few hours to cook. It didn’t take long to put together, and he set the stove to low to let it simmer before going in search of Jasper. He’d expected the brat to hover in the kitchen to see if he was really making spaghetti, but he hadn’t heard a peep since Jasper went upstairs. When he stepped into the bedroom he saw why.

Jasper was sprawled facedown on the bed, naked except for the fox ears and tail.

He had a moment to be disappointed at missing the chance to watch Jasper work the plug into himself before he noticed the blindfold already secured around Jasper’s eyes. That was something they’d only recently started using, but with amazing results: Jasper tended to be less vocal, less bratty, and somehow even more responsive when he wore one.

Vincent shut the door with a firm click, waited a beat, and flipped the lock for good measure. He stopped at his dresser to pull out a tie, then continued to the bed for a better view. “I seem to have a trapped fox,” he murmured. “Whatever shall I do with it?”

He hummed in approval when he spotted the remote for the fox tail, along with lube, on the nightstand and pulled out a condom to set next to them. Then he trailed his fingertips from Jasper’s ankle up the inside of his thigh, over his ass, and up his back to his arm. He guided both arms behind Jasper and used the tie to keep them there. Jasper’s breathing hitched as Vincent finished securing them.

Vincent let his hand rest on Jasper’s bound wrists as he considered, then stayed silent while he tossed the condom, lube, and remote to the bed, rolled Jasper to his side facing away from Vincent, and stretched out behind him. Once they were settled, he studied the remote before turning it to its lowest setting, which caused Jasper to jerk against him with a surprised moan.

Vincent chuckled and pressed his lips to Jasper’s neck while lazily exploring his chest. He hooked a hand under Jasper’s leg to pull it over top of his own, then snagged the end of the tail to brush the soft fur against Jasper’s thighs and erection. When Jasper tried to roll forward and away, Vincent slid his other hand up to rest against Jasper’s throat to keep him in place and curled two fingers over his chin to press past his lips.

Jasper whimpered around Vincent’s fingers but stopped trying to pull away, wiggling against him instead. It turned to writhing when Vincent turned the plug to a higher setting.

He turned it up another notch, then another, until Jasper let out a pleading whine. He relented and dialed it back down, then turned his attention to Jasper’s nipples and neck. The fox items might have been more for Vincent’s pleasure than Jasper’s, which was a questionable incentive for a gift in his opinion, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t ensure Jasper thoroughly enjoyed himself.

It didn’t take long to reduce Jasper to a panting, moaning mess, especially when Vincent quickly pulled his fingers from his mouth to torment Jasper’s nipples. He pinched and twisted and tugged until they were both hard, covered Jasper’s neck and shoulder with a dozen marks, then turned the plug to its highest setting. While Jasper thrashed and bucked, Vincent wrapped his fingers around Jasper’s cock in a loose hold, refusing to tighten or stroke even when Jasper pushed into his fist, desperate for friction.

Only when Jasper turned his face into the pillow with a long pleading whine did Vincent take pity on him enough to tighten his grip. He even offered a few strokes when Jasper immediately began thrusting. He waited until he heard the sharp gasping whimpers that meant Jasper was getting close, then pulled his hand away. Jasper groaned in protest, and Vincent smothered a chuckle against his shoulder, running a soothing hand over his hip before reaching for the condom. A few moments to get his pants open and the condom on and lubed up, and another to find the remote and shut the plug off. Then he pulled it free, tossed it aside, and gripped Jasper’s thigh to lift his leg before pressing into him.

Jasper tipped his head back as he keened, the soft fox ears brushing against Vincent’s face as quiet pleas of yes and more fell from Jasper’s lips.

Vincent pressed his face into Jasper’s neck, breathing in his scent and dragging his teeth against the flush-warm skin. He settled into a slow rhythm despite Jasper’s begging. No need to rush. Jasper was his for the rest of the week, and while Vincent would still need to go to work at his club, he’d taken the night off to ensure Jasper enjoyed his birthday. Thankfully it fell early enough in the summer break that they had plenty of leeway for their vacation before the next semester started. He hadn’t expected tonight to include fox accessories and a blindfold, but the fact Jasper was willing to wear that much offered him some hope that they’d be able to indulge his love of role-play later.

For now he took advantage of his fox, slowly grinding into him while leaving more marks on his neck and shoulder. Jasper tipped his head back and to the side with a whine, seeking a kiss, and Vincent gladly obliged, kissing him with the same unhurried pace as his thrusts.

Any time spent with Jasper was a treat, but kissing him was its own little luxury. He didn’t try to control the pace but responded with the same enthusiasm as he did most everything else. When they finally broke apart, Jasper was panting, his lips slick and swollen, soft breathless moans escaping between gasps.

Vincent adjusted their positioning enough to hook Jasper’s leg over his own and moved his freed hand to Jasper’s hip to keep him steady as he picked up the pace. He caught an earlobe between his teeth and slammed forward with a grunt, hooked his other arm across Jasper’s chest as he braced his foot against the mattress, and fucked into him with steady, relentless thrusts.

Jasper bucked against him as best he could, but Vincent ensured he was as restrained as possible. Whenever Jasper neared the edge, Vincent pulled him back with a quick slap to his balls. He did that several times until Jasper was sobbing and begging for release, then finally pressed his lips to Jasper’s ear with a soft “Come,” while he jerked Jasper off.

Jasper shuddered through his orgasm with a hoarse scream, and Vincent grunted as Jasper tightened around him. A few more thrusts and he found his own release, though he remained buried inside as they caught their breaths, absently stroking his thumb against Jasper’s softening cock until he whimpered from the stimulation.

With a quick press of his lips to Jasper’s neck, Vincent pulled out and away. It only took a few moments to get Jasper free of the tie, and the ears came off with the removal of the blindfold. Then Vincent disposed of the condom, retrieved a damp cloth from the bathroom, and cleaned Jasper up. He tossed the cloth aside, along with his pants. and settled back into bed, unsurprised when Jasper latched on with all four limbs. He trailed his fingers up Jasper’s spine and into his hair, where he curled them into a loose grip that earned a low hum of pleasure.

Jasper passed out as quickly as ever, and Vincent pulled his phone out to set an alarm for an hour before joining him.

 

 

BY THE time the alarm went off and Jasper pulled on his boxers and they made it downstairs, the spaghetti sauce had simmered long enough to fill the kitchen with the warm scent of tomatoes, herbs, and garlic.

Jasper filled a pot with water to boil while Vincent set the oven and placed a couple of pieces of cheesy garlic bread on a baking sheet. Once the pot was on a burner, Jasper turned and stepped into Vincent’s chest.

Vincent propped a hip against the counter and buried a hand in Jasper’s hair. “All right?” he asked, curling his fingers with a light tug when Jasper nodded an affirmative. Vincent tilted his head to press a lingering kiss to Jasper’s temple. “Sleepy or subspace?”

“Mm, both?”

Vincent tugged his hair again, enjoying the long, soft moan and the way Jasper melted into him even more. Somehow he managed to get the bread in the oven and the spaghetti into the boiling water without dislodging his new body accessory, but when the food was ready, he had to nudge Jasper into filling a plate.

At the table, he moved his chair close enough to Jasper’s that he could rest his left hand on his leg as they ate. “When you’re awake enough, I can give you your birthday gift,” he said and wasn’t disappointed when Jasper straightened with an eager smile, obviously far more alert and present.

“What did you get me?”

“You’ll see,” Vincent replied dryly, ignoring the pout in favor of eating. When they’d finished, he left Jasper to clean up and retrieved the packets he’d put together from his office. They included several vacation options across the country and two overseas. He set them on the table and waited for Jasper to sit.

“Pick one of these places and we’ll go there for two weeks,” he said, quickly moving the packs out of reach when Jasper made a sound of excitement and reached for them. “Look through all of them, but the choice is entirely yours. Bring me the one you decide on. I’ll be waiting in the playroom.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jasper said, inching his fingers towards the packets with an innocent smile.

Vincent shook his head and pushed them closer, then mussed Jasper’s hair on his way out of the room.


Chapter 2

 

 

JASPER BOUNCED in his seat as Vincent left, then nearly choked when he picked up the first packet and saw the destination was Paris. He flipped through the pages, but there were no prices anywhere. There were a few places he was sure the price should have been listed, but it was like they’d been erased. He scowled with a soft grumble, but even knowing how expensive a trip overseas was sure to be couldn’t dampen his excitement for long.

The Paris packet had several locations that were obviously part of a sightseeing tour. He’d never really given much thought to traveling since it required money and time he doubted he’d ever have, but he wasn’t sure Paris was where he’d want to go first. There were other similar packets for New York and California, but it wasn’t until he reached one for Tennessee that he found the kind of packet he expected. It was a resort with cabins decked out specifically for BDSM.

He managed to swallow the strangled noise that tried to escape as he flipped through the pages. Most of the pictures were of things in Vincent’s own playroom or in the club, so he wasn’t sure what the point was in going there when they had all the things they needed here. Then he spotted a packet for a similar resort in the Northwest, tucked away in a wooded area. It was on the outskirts of a small town and had everything from hot springs to zip lining. The pictures of the cabins were almost deceiving, showing a normal living room and kitchen, until he flipped to the playroom. Larger than Vincent’s, like the cabin had been built around it rather than it being a room that’d been repurposed.

He set that one aside to give the last packet a cursory glance, but his heart was already set. A few minutes later he picked it back up and took it up to the playroom, where Vincent was waiting for him on the sofa.

Vincent set his phone on the table beside a paddle and held a hand out. “Made your choice already?”

“Yes, Sir.” He handed the papers over and sank down beside Vincent. He didn’t miss the flicker of surprise as Vincent took the packet.

“You’re sure?” he asked, glancing over and resting a hand on the leg Jasper flung across Vincent’s lap.

“Yeah? It looks fun. Why?”

Vincent shook his head. “My friend runs this one.”

“You mean they’re not all run by someone you know?” Jasper asked, grinning when Vincent shot him an unamused glare.

Vincent tossed the papers to the table and picked up the paddle. “Just for that you get an extra few birthday spankings.”

“Oh nooo,” Jasper replied in mock despair. “Please, anything but that.”

He used the paddle to tip Jasper’s chin up. “Over my lap, you brat.”

Jasper eagerly stretched out over Vincent’s thighs and gave a judicious wiggle to get comfortable, but he went still when Vincent slipped a hand between his thighs and adjusted his legs. Heat flooded him when his boxers were pulled down and Vincent proceeded to grope his ass.

“Twenty-one. Plus some extra,” Vincent murmured. “You can count them to yourself and tell me when to stop.”

“Yes, Sir,” he replied, hiding his face in his arms. Even after four months he wasn’t used to how easily Vincent touched him, much less how he always seemed to know exactly what Jasper needed. Or how readily he offered anything. It made it so hard not to ask for more.

He had no idea where that particular limit was. Vincent was rich enough that Jasper doubted he’d ever get near to reaching that limit; he was still traumatized by the amount Vincent had spent on Jasper’s damn suit, though he had to admit he looked good in it. And he enjoyed wearing it at the club, knowing it marked him as Vincent’s sub.

The first strike of the paddle left him gasping, his attention shattering before refocusing on the already fading sting. Vincent’s hand was a warm grounding weight on the center of his back as the paddle landed again. That was two, and warmth was already pooling in his gut despite the incredibly intense sex they had earlier.

Thinking about the fox ears and tail was a mistake. Heat flared in his cheeks and into his ears. He couldn’t believe they’d given him sex toys for his birthday, and he really couldn’t believe Vincent had been so interested in them. Four months and he knew only a few things Vincent liked for sure: Jasper’s bratty attitude, making him taste himself, restraining him at any and every opportunity, and watching Jasper touch himself.

His breath stuttered from the pleasant sting and dull ache from another spank. Four, or was that five?

After a handful of weekends in the club, he knew what few kinks they’d explored were on the tamer side, and Vincent had said at the beginning that his tastes were eccentric. Was he a furry?

He yelped as the paddle struck his thigh hard enough he knew it was already turning red. Fuck. How many was that? He tried to focus on each strike, but the heat building on his ass and thighs was distracting, and every new ache pushed him closer to that comfortable floaty space where nothing mattered except pleasure and Vincent.

He lost count somewhere after fourteen and then completely forgot he needed to count. It felt too good to tell Vincent to stop anyway. He could lie there all night while Vincent turned his entire backside red. He didn’t have class or work to worry about. He could handle a sore ass for a day or two.

“Pet,” Vincent said after what could have been hours but was likely only minutes. “Did you lose count?”

“Uh-huh.”

Vincent snorted and set the paddle on Jasper’s lower back before rubbing his palm over the heated flesh of his ass. Jasper whimpered even as he pushed into the touch. “What am I going to do with you?” he asked, sounding amused.

“Fuck me?” Jasper asked hopefully.

“Is that a birthday wish?”

“Absolutely.”

Vincent hummed as if considering before lightly smacking Jasper’s hip. “I have a better idea.”

He couldn’t quite swallow a whine—what could possibly be better than having Vincent inside him?—but he obediently got to his feet and watched as Vincent retrieved something from one of the chests. Then he followed to the bedroom and sprawled out in the center of the bed.

“Hands above your head,” Vincent ordered as he fished out the lube from the covers, then settled beside Jasper without reaching for any of the restraints hidden beneath the mattress.

Jasper did as told, though he was surprised and worried that Vincent wasn’t restraining him like usual. He caught a brief glance at the thin glass plug as Vincent coated it before slowly pressing it into him. It wasn’t nearly large enough to do more than tease, but the heat in Vincent’s eyes was enough that he didn’t complain.

All thoughts of complaining or anything else evaporated when Vincent wrapped a hand around his cock and began stroking, his thumb pressing right beneath the head.

“Deep breaths, pet. And no moving.”

Jasper failed to stifle a whimper and squeezed his eyes shut to focus on his breathing. Vincent didn’t touch him anywhere else, slowly massaging Jasper’s frenulum with his thumb. He wanted to thrust into Vincent’s hand or rock his hips to nudge the plug, but he managed to keep still. The pleasure built at an agonizingly slow pace, to the point he was begging for more within minutes.

Vincent’s low chuckle sent tingles up his spine, and Jasper couldn’t help the way his fingers curled tight in his own hair and tugged. He tipped his head back and groaned as he imagined it was Vincent pulling, relishing the tingles along his scalp.

“Pleeease,” he whined, his hips instinctively lifting to push into Vincent’s touch before he could stop them.

Vincent tsked and landed a light slap to his balls. “I said no moving, pet.”

Jasper yelped, his eyes flying open at the mix of pleasure and not-quite pain that shot low into his belly. That was a new sensation, and he suddenly wondered why he’d ever marked CBT as a limit if it felt anything like that. He wanted to ask Vincent to do it again, but the words stuck in his throat. Something must have shown on his face anyway, because Vincent chuckled as he dragged his thumb over the head of Jasper’s cock.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked in that low voice that never failed to send shivers of anticipation through Jasper.

“Uh-huh,” Jasper breathed, curling his fingers tighter in his hair. “Please, Sir. Do it again,” he whispered, trying to ignore the heat creeping into his face. The way Vincent stared at him as his eyes darkened almost made Jasper combust on the spot, but the two quick slaps that followed were even more intense.

Between the occasional jolt of sharp pain-pleasure from his balls, the fingers slowly tormenting the head of his cock, and the earlier spanking, Jasper was riding the edge within minutes. Every time he got close, Vincent’s hands would disappear, leaving Jasper hard and aching and desperate enough that his eyes pricked with tears. “Please,” he begged, over and over again, nearly sobbing with the frustration until Vincent gave him the friction he needed to finally fall over the edge.

He arched as he came with a sharp cry of relief before dissolving into a breathless laugh. Tremors of pleasure cascaded through his entire body as he sank into the bed. He tried to fight the drowsiness that swamped him, but by the time Vincent had cleaned him up and settled beside him, Jasper was practically unconscious. His last coherent thought was that this had turned into his best birthday ever.


Chapter 3

 

 

WAKING NEXT to Jasper had quickly become one of Vincent’s favorite aspects of having the brat in his home. So when he woke to find Jasper gone and likely making a mess of his kitchen, he was as disappointed as he was satisfied. He stretched, rolled over to find his phone, and squinted against the backlight. Late morning already, so no excuse to let himself fall back asleep.

With a groan he rolled out of bed and made a quick trip to the bathroom. Then he headed downstairs to find Jasper, clad in boxers and a tee, finishing his usual misshapen pancakes and slightly overcooked eggs. One of these days he’d need to take some time to teach Jasper to properly cook them, but for now he settled for wrapping his arms around Jasper’s waist and breathing in his scent. The ends of Jasper’s hair were still damp from his shower, and his skin still smelled like Vincent’s new cedarwood-and-lemon soap. It didn’t quite suit Jasper, and he found himself missing the usual citrusy mango scent.

Jasper turned his head to press a quick kiss to Vincent’s cheek before scooping half the eggs onto a plate with two pancakes and handing it over. “What’s the plan for today?”

Vincent set the plate aside to retrieve the blueberries from the fridge. “Making reservations for vacation, for one. Do you have a preference on when?”

“After the concert? It’s next Friday I think,” Jasper said, filling his own plate and pouring syrup over his pancakes and eggs.

That was likely too soon to hope for, but he’d call Zach directly to see what they had available. God forbid he try to book online; he’d never hear the end of it. “Double-check after you eat,” he said, drizzling some honey over his pancakes before settling at the table.

Breakfast was quick. Jasper was apparently too excited about the prospect of two weeks away from home to do more than inhale his food before racing upstairs to find the concert tickets. Less than a minute later, he was back at the table and shoving them in Vincent’s face.

“Next Friday!” Jasper bounced on the balls of his feet, waiting for Vincent to take the tickets before snatching up his abandoned plate and taking it to the sink.

Vincent shook his head, glancing at the date on the tickets before he finished eating. “You want to try for that Saturday?” he asked, getting up to hand his plate over. He found a magnet on the fridge and pinned the tickets to the top corner.

“Yeah, that should give me plenty of time after we get back to get ready for the new semester.”

And enough time for Vincent to adjust any living arrangements, though he kept that to himself. He may have offered a second contract, but it was still too early to be considering letting Jasper move in with him, even if Vincent was starting to suspect Jasper’s current living situation wasn’t the best for him.

He pulled his phone out as he headed down the hall to his office and called Zach.

It rang four times before Zach answered with an exaggerated gasp and a “I didn’t know ghosts could use the phone! This is amazing! What’s it like on the other side?”

“Ha fucking ha,” Vincent replied, barely refraining from rolling his eyes.

“And still the same boring sense of humor. I would have thought the afterlife would cure you of that. I mean, you are dead, right? You haven’t called in, like, a year, so it must be something extreme.”

Vincent winced and stifled a sigh. “I’ve been busy,” he said lamely, settling at his desk and opening his laptop.

“Yes, getting your club up and running. I saw. Congratulations, by the way, even if you didn’t invite us to the opening.”

Christ. He’d forgotten how thickly Zach liked to lay on the guilt. “I’m sure I invited you when I ordered the benches,” he replied. “Same as when you invited me to your resort.”

Zach scoffed. “Like fuck Adam would have come out here.”

That was true, though listening to Zach tell him how much of a dick Adam was yet again was the last thing he was in the mood for. “I was calling to make a reservation, or should I book it online?”
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