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The First Day







1.1: Boy agrees to be his Master’s sexual submissive and houseboy. He must seek permission for any activities he desires to do that don’t involve Master, other than work duties or commitments to family and friends.




Monday, 8:00 am

Eli Shigeru, making sure he didn’t step on any of the joins between the tiling of the convenience store’s floor, counted in his head the paces needed to get to his goal, pay, then get out. 

It should be no more than forty-eight steps…he hoped. 

He also moved quietly and quickly, not wanting to bring about any unnecessary attention on himself. He didn’t want any delays or extra steps while avoiding people who could, who would, hinder him either. As such, he already had his wallet in hand to help with preventing any unnecessary delays.

Wherever he went, be it in a convenience store or a bookshop, he never tried to make himself known unless he had to. Never ever. He liked blending in with the background. Preferred it that way because of what had happened to him when he was a teenager. 

At the moment, he didn’t want to think about his past; that already haunted him enough. No, his priority now was to get what he came for so he could get out of the store and go to work. As such, he quickly reached into the refrigerated cabinet to grab the carton of milk he needed: a litre of A2 low fat for his sensitive stomach.

Turning, twenty-two paces done, he was relieved to see the coast was clear to the cashier. A reason why Eli came so early was to avoid the crowds. It also lessened the chances of anyone recognizing him—the less people who knew he was here, the better.

Once he’d paid for the milk, he left the store; the forty-eight paces were done, a relief for sure. He now headed for the flower shop—a minefield of joins in paving, cracks in concrete and roads, and other obstacles that always set him on edge. Obstacles like having to touch the ‘walk’ button at the two pedestrian crossings between the convenience store and the flower shop amongst many of them. 

Work was four hundred paces away. To make matters worse, there were a lot of people around already. Eli sucked in a deep breath, steeling his resolve to push himself to build up the courage so he could head toward his next goal. 

Mason, his manager and best friend, would be waiting for him there. Waiting for the milk, too, for their morning coffees. Coffees they always shared before getting on with the day. 

Eli loved Mason, his best friend for life, no doubt. 

When Eli arrived at work, dodging any passers-by and other obstacles because he kept close to the buildings, of course Mason was waiting for him. What’s more, as soon as Eli was seen, his friend opened his arms so they could become wrapped in each other’s embrace. 

For now, Eli felt safe and sound. 

“You’re a little late this morning,” Mason said lightly once they parted, taking the carton of milk off Eli. 

Eli felt his cheeks burn. “Sorry…the owner of the convenience store wanted to have a longer chat than his usual good morning, how are you?” 

Mason giggled. “Don’t apologize. It’s all good.” 

Eli felt better, but then something struck him; his mind never giving him a moment of peace even when things were good, like now. “Did you talk to your Uncle Joe?”

Mason nodded. “I did.” 

“Well…?” 

Mason offered a cute smile, but one that held nerves if Eli was reading him correctly—which he usually did. “I think we’ll talk about it once we’ve had our coffee and started today’s orders, okay?” A pause from his friend as the shop’s front door was unlocked, lights turned on, and the open sign placed face out to the street.

They drank their coffee in relative silence.

Soon, the day began in earnest, the first few customers arriving. It was a good thing Mason dealt with all of them. He was a natural at it anyway, always smiling and pleasant. Eli’s job was the ordering, arranging, and delivery of the flowers. He could cope with that, mostly thanks to Mason and his support. 

His best friend was the only one who understood him. 

After sixty-two minutes, excruciatingly long as far as Eli was concerned while he prepared a bunch of white lilies for a funeral, the flowers to be picked up by the courier driver before lunch, he asked, “What did he say? Your uncle, I mean?” 

Mason, seeing off a customer with a cheery goodbye, turned to Eli. “I wondered how long you’d last before you asked me again.” 

“Well…stop teasing me.” Eli had finished the flowers for the funeral, already preparing the next order: a bunch of Chrysanthemum’s for an elderly lady’s birthday that’d been ordered by her grandson. “What did he say?” 

“He said he’s found a friend of a friend who can help you.” 

Eli’s eyes widened and he felt his heart beat harder all of a sudden, almost making him giddy. “Someone who can get my brother back from that gangster Yukkon?” 

“Yeah, from what I understand.” 

But Eli then felt a stab of nerves. “What…happens next? When will he come see me? I mean, can I even contact this man? Or will he contact me? Will he want to be paid? I can’t afford too much, you know—”

Mason looked at him, doing his best “please calm down” face Eli knew was a common expression. “I made sure to tell Uncle Joe to organize it so that he’d contact you, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

“When?” Eli dropped the floral scissors he was holding, the metal clanking on the benchtop. “Today? And where? Here? Or somewhere else?” 

Mason shook his head. “It’s been arranged for him to come here during your lunch break today—I hope you don’t mind?”

Eli blinked. Of course, he didn’t mind. This man, this stranger, he could be the one who helped rescue Jiro from a fate he didn’t want to even think about.

After a moment, counting the seconds in his head, almost one hundred twenty of them as he calmed, hope rising within him most of all, he replied, “Can I have a longer lunch break today, then? I don’t want to have to rush eating because I’ve been talking to someone. My digestion is a mess…worse since Jiro was kidnapped.”

Mason put his hand upon Eli’s shoulder. “We’re all worrying about Jiro. But just so you know, the man Uncle Joe organized through his associates said he’ll bring you lunch. His treat. He used to own a restaurant or something, from what I heard.” 

Eli wasn’t sure about eating food he hadn’t seen before he agreed to eat it, but accepted what Mason had said to him. What choice did he have? And at least something was finally happening after almost a week since the note and severed finger had been delivered to him with no further instructions since. 

Which he found strange. 

Didn’t people like Yukkon, evil men like him anyway, make their demands immediately? Especially if they were holding a hostage…right? Wasn’t that how it usually worked?

In any case, Eli couldn’t worry about such things just yet. He had enough on his plate already. His lunch with a stranger now the biggest one of all. 




Monday, 12:30 pm

Eli sat, one leg jiggling nervously, stomach turning painfully, in the flower shop’s lunch room at the table he always had. The one with the best view of the staff room’s door. He couldn’t have his back to an entrance. No way. 

It was 12:31 pm now. The man was sixty seconds late. 

Not good. 

Not a great first impression, either. 

Then, just as he was about to call Mason, the door creaked opened. The man entered silently. Eli’s throat tightened as their eyes met, the dark pools of enigmatic wonder he couldn’t help but stare at.

This was it.

Eli swallowed.

The man sat opposite Eli without invitation, holding a smile even more mysterious than his eyes. And even though Eli noted he was short in stature, handsome in a rugged sort of way complete with a dainty golden septum ring and the lines of his life all over his face—especially around his eyes—his long, black hair was tied up in a neat ponytail making him seem refined at the same time. A strange dichotomy, Eli mused.

He was also older than Eli, perhaps by ten years…maybe more.

Eli swallowed again, more audible that time. 

Under the man’s hawk-like scrutiny, as if Eli were a mouse…or so it seemed…Eli found the courage within him to say, “I’m Eli Shigeru…and I believe you can help me, sir?” 

A shift of weight. “My name is Kane.” He extended out his hand. 

Eli looked at it for the longest time, noting how the man hadn’t offered his surname. “Um…I don’t shake people’s hands.”

“I see.” Kane withdrew his gesture. “Then how do you greet someone you first meet?” 

“I try to avoid doing it.” 

“My, my, that must be a very lonely life, you lead.” 

Eli didn’t like the track of this conversation for 12.37 in the afternoon and without having eaten. “Can you help me or not?” 

Another shift of weight. “Blunt and to the point. I like that.” Kane folded his arms, leaning back in his chair. “I can rescue your brother Jiro from Yukkon for fifty-thousand dollars, and th…” 

Eli didn’t hear the rest because he’d almost fallen off his chair in shock; the legs of it scraping loudly against the wooden flooring as he moved back suddenly. 

“I can’t afford that!” he blurted when he’d composed himself enough. 

Kane looked Eli up and down, holding his smile that seemed to have turned wolfish all of a sudden. “Then perhaps we can come to some other arrangement, Eli Shigeru?” 

Eli then felt the weight of Kane’s stare. That, and the warmth of his cheeks, right down to his neck, at the same time. “What sort of arrangement?” 

From within a brown paper bag, something Eli only just then noticed Kane had carried in with him because the man’s presence pervaded all else, overtook his senses, he produced two banana leaf-wrapped packages from a large clear plastic takeaway container. On opening it, the lid being pulled away made that annoying cracking noise they always did. 

Kane asked, “Perhaps we can share the meal I prepared before we get down to the proper business of things, hmm?” 

Eli, feeling giddy now, nodded. “What did you make?” 

Kane expertly opened the banana leaves after placing one onto a plate for Eli, the other for himself. “They are kibi dango—rice dumplings.”

Eli knew what they were, not needing the clarification but appreciating it anyway, replied, “Oh, I love those—are they sweet?” 

“They are.” 

Eli realized how hungry he was as soon as he feasted his eyes on what was presented for him, six perfectly rounded and brilliant white rice dumplings, large ones too. They would certainly fill him up. 

“Thank you, sir.” He accepted the kibi dango eagerly. 

For the next twelve minutes they ate in silence. 

During that time, Eli relaxed enough to enjoy the lunch prepared for him. It was tasty. Just right with the perfect balance of chewiness and bounce after each bite. And much to his surprise, he also relaxed enough to enjoy Kane’s company, even if only a little.

He also managed a smile. 

The man named Kane moved delicately, he noted. Carefully too. As though each gesture and expression were measured. Eli knew how that felt, that was him every day of his life since high school. 

When they’d eaten, Kane cleaned up and sat back down. 

It was then Eli’s impatience got the better of him, his anxiety too. “I think it’s time for you to tell me what you have in mind.”

Kane leaned forward. “You are a very handsome young man, Eli.” 

At that, Eli was taken aback. “I…thanks. But what has that got to do with anything?”

“My dear boy, it has a lot to do with everything.” 

Eli, even more stunned, managed, “What are you trying to say, sir?” 

Kane moved his hand so that his long fingers brushed over Eli’s knuckles, as a lover would do to show affection. A little jolt shot through Eli at that touch, but it mostly made him suck in a breath and fight the urge to withdraw. 

In fact, Eli had to fight everything within him not do so, much to his regret. After all, and as much as it came down to this, Kane really was the only man who could help him get Jiro back from that monster Yukkon safely. The only man. 

“I think we can come to another arrangement, if you’re willing.”

Eli didn’t need an interpreter to understand what Kane meant by that. But even so, he glanced at the door. Eight paces. That’s how many it would take to get out of the staffroom. Another ten and he could be back with Mason on the shop’s selling floor. He could get a hug from his friend then. 

Be in his safe place. 

But Eli, for the sake of his brother, steeled himself. “I suppose you want me to suck your dick, then…right?” 

Kane laughed. “Oh, you’re adorable if you think that would be worth the cost of my fee no matter how good you think you are at it.” 

Eli was dumbfounded. “Then what is it you want from me, sir?” 

From Kane’s jacket, embroidered beautifully with a traditional Japanese stylized dragon, golden sleeved too, he produced an envelope. He pushed it across the table. 

“Open it,” he ordered. “Once you’ve read what it requires you to do for me because you can’t pay me, please sign it if you want to see Jiro alive again.” With a fluid motion, a flourish of his wrist, he also produced a pen, handing it to Eli after clicking on the end of it. 

Eli studied the man. “And if I don’t sign?” he asked, picking up the paper then taking the pen, hands trembling as he felt more and more like the mouse here than earlier. 

“It’s entirely up to you, naturally.” A smile more knowing, less wolfish too. “But I know Yukkon. At the moment he’s amused by your brother. But when he’s not…my, my, that’s when the bodies start piling up. Trust me, I know this as the truth, Eli.” 

Eli’s heart pounded, fearing the worst.

He opened the envelope, paper shaking as much as he was. What he read almost made him faint. He needed a moment as his vision went blurry, the words on the pages more so, and his heart skipped beats. Eli had to gulp great breaths, trying to get oxygen back into his lungs, making sure to breathe deeper from his stomach like his therapist had taught him. 

What he held was a Dom/sub contract. 

A contract of eleven pages outlining in detail what Eli would be required to do. What he had to do. He was to become a submissive to Kane in all things, including giving him sex whenever he desired it. 

“I…can’t sign this…” Eli mumbled once he’d glanced over most of it, paragraphs and paragraphs of information, from how he was to be trained and what was expected of him during and after that time, including how he was to groom himself, where he slept, and what he was allowed to eat. 

Eli noted it was food only prepared by Kane. 

“Then simply return the contract,” Kane said, holding his hand out. “I’ll then bid you farewell, Eli Shigeru, because I know you don’t have fifty-thousand dollars, do you?” He looked around. “I don’t know many flower shop workers who could pay that much money.” 

Eli felt as though he was sandwiched between a rock and a hard place. He couldn’t pay. He also didn’t want to sign the contract. But most of all, he wanted Jiro back with him, safe and sound. 

He sighed in resignation. “How long do I have to be your submissive for?”

Kane’s lips curled. “As it states right there in black and white, you’ll be mine for one month, during which time you will live with me as well as meet my every desire.” 

“Why only a month?”

A press of lips now. “Because that’s how long Jiro has before Yukkon slits his throat and sends you his head in a box.”

Eli’s heart raced, sweat forming on his brow as the room closed in around him, breathtakingly so as his fear for his brother gripped him as much as his own. “H-how do you…know this?” 
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