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What do you get the Dom who has everything?

Jason stared at the tablet screen, pondering the question. With Adrian out of the house, it had seemed like the perfect time to shop for his Christmas present. Every year it grew harder to find something his lover really wanted. Adrian’s job as a music industry lawyer meant he earned more than enough to treat himself—or Jason—to whatever book, video game or item of clothing he fancied. Last Christmas, Jason had bought him his favourite cologne, the one before that a bottle of vintage Champagne. Nice gifts, chosen with care, and Adrian had appreciated them. But what Jason wanted most was to give something that reflected not only his love for Adrian, but his respect for him as his master.

Had it really been three years since Jason had walked into Club Worship and seen the tall, black-haired man dressed in the leather trousers and ringmaster’s frock coat? The man who’d carried himself with an air of total self-assurance but still gave the impression his world wouldn’t be complete till he had a willing sub kneeling at his feet? Hard to believe it had been only Adrian’s second visit to a fetish event, and that behind his confident exterior he’d been in need of someone to show him the ropes. The usual script didn’t involve the submissive making the dominant feel at home in a BDSM environment, but it had been the one Jason and Adrian had followed. They’d been inseparable ever since, and Jason’s adoration of his master had only grown stronger as time passed.

Getting nostalgic about that first meeting wasn’t helping him in his quest for the perfect present. He set his tablet on the table, then strolled into the kitchen to make himself a cup of coffee. Adrian would be back soon, and Jason had made no progress, even though he’d added half a dozen items to his own wish list of Christmas gifts.

His phone rang as he was spooning coffee into the cafetière. When he checked the caller display, he saw Adrian’s handsome, bearded face. “Hey, how’s it going?”

“Not great.” Adrian sighed down the line. “I hoped everything would be signed and sealed already, but Nevada’s manager is still quibbling about the clause relating to streaming sites…” Jason knew that taking on R & B diva Nevada Caliente as a client had raised Adrian’s profile in the industry, but her latest contract negotiations clearly weren’t going smoothly. “The guy’s gone for a cigarette, so I thought I’d give you a ring. With any luck we’ll be finished soon, but don’t feel you have to wait up for me, okay?”

“Sure.” It wouldn’t be the first occasion in recent weeks that one of Adrian’s meetings had dragged on halfway into the night. “Just don’t wake me when you get home.”

“You know you don’t get to give those instructions.” Adrian’s voice took on a more dominant note, one that sent a thrill down Jason’s spine. Even at these most fraught moments, he could still find a way of reminding Jason that in their relationship, he was the one in charge now. Then his tone softened. “I’ll be home as soon as I can, I promise.”
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