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        The harder the punishment, the deeper the love …

      

        

      
        All Ryan wants is to have some fun at a party with some college kids. It’s the summer before he starts in the fall, and he and his friend Jackson get invited to a frat party that they don’t want to miss.

      

        

      
        The fun turns into dread when some cops arrest Ryan for an underage DUI, then take him down to the station.

      

        

      
        Travis, Chief of Police, has known Ryan for years. He was a close family friend, and has taken care of Ryan ever since his parents died in a car crash. For the last few years Travis has been everything to Ryan—father figure, brother-figure, and best friend. But now Travis wants more. He wants to keep Ryan and to possess him, but he also wants to share him.

      

        

      
        Travis realizes Ryan’s arrest is the perfect excuse to punish him. And Travis has a very special punishment in mind. When Travis takes Ryan down into his special, sub-basement lockup cell, he lets Ryan know exactly what is in store for him.

      

        

      
        Tough Love: A Dark M/M Age-Gap Romance was previously published under a different title by X Collins, and has been extensively rewritten and edited. This version is a dark romance of 36,000 words with themes of BDSM, humiliation, and 24/7 relationships.
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      Ryan

      

      “So are you gonna do it?”

      “What, sneak out of the house like a fucking kid?” I asked my best friend, Jackson. I knew how badly he wanted to go to this party. How much we both wanted to go, actually. “Yeah, I guess so. I mean, Travis isn’t gonna let me go to a party on campus. Not after what happened when you and I went to the lake with everyone after graduation. I don’t think he trusts me anymore.”

      “What do you mean anymore. Travis never trusted you. And that night at the lake was special! Everybody was celebrating getting the hell out of high school. So what if you got a little wasted. You were entitled. Man, what’s up with him?”

      “It’s not his fault, really. He’s just been super overprotective since my parents died.”

      “But that was years ago, and he doesn’t let you go, like, anywhere. All through your senior year you had to be home by ten at night. Even on the weekends. It’s almost as if he wants to chain you up in the house and never let you out.”

      “Come on, he’s not that bad,” I said, but I knew what Jackson was talking about. Travis was almost embarrassingly overprotective sometimes, but I really couldn’t blame him. Not after what happened. “Travis has been my guardian for a few years now. He’s had to be totally responsible for raising me and making sure I stay out of trouble, all on his own. It’s not really fair that the job landed on his shoulders.”

      “Yeah, I guess,” Jackson said with a shrug.

      “Plus,” I continued, “he’s got a lot of stress from his job too, so he comes off a little intense sometimes.”

      “Yeah, I can imagine being Chief of Police would be a pretty stressful job.”

      “I mean, I have his job to think about too. Underage drinking is totally illegal, and if I get caught he’s probably going to be the one who’s gonna get in trouble.”

      “Even now? I mean, you’re eighteen. He’s not technically responsible for you anymore. Besides, everyone does it. Sneaking out and getting drunk is part of being a teenager. At least it is in all the movies.”

      “Yeah, I know. I think he still feels like he’s responsible for me.”

      I didn’t just think that about Travis, though … I knew it. Ever since he had become my legal guardian he had been incredibly strict with me. Way stricter than my parents ever had been. Sometimes it really pissed me off, like when he grounded me for a month after the graduation party. But there were other times … times when his clenched fists and intense stare really turned me on.

      Times when he was standing so close to me I could feel the heat coming off his body in waves. Times when I could smell sweat and musk and the leather of his gun holster and it made my cock embarrassingly hard. And times when he was towering over me and glaring at me so intently that I felt like I just wanted to fall to my knees at his feet.

      I tried really hard not to dwell on those kinds of thoughts, though. Travis was super hot, but he was also like a dad to me. I didn’t want to make things any more awkward than they already could be when we were at home. And the last thing I wanted to do was make him mad. I figured the reason he could be so easy to whip up into a frenzy was because he was angry that he’d gotten stuck raising me.

      At least that’s what I tried to tell myself.

      There was another voice in my head, though. One that always got me thinking about what was really going on inside his head. Every once in a while I had a feeling that I wasn’t the only one who was affected by our close proximity. That I wasn’t the only one whose cock got hard when we were in an argument.

      Because, see, something happened one night while Travis was at work. I knew he’d be at the station for hours and I was curious. I wanted to know if he had any secrets, so I let myself into his room and woke up his computer. He didn’t even have the lock-screen on, which seemed kind of strange to me because he was always so careful. It made me wonder if maybe he was testing me. Or that he wanted me to see what was on there.

      I sat down in his huge, leather desk chair and clicked around in his browser history first—checking out some bound and cuffed sites, which were awesome. I’d been interested in that sort of thing for a while. I’d even experimented being a sub with one of my boyfriends a bit. It was definitely fun, but it was never as intense as I’d hoped it would be.

      Seeing this sort of thing on Travis' computer totally surprised me at first, but then, when I thought about Travis' job, and how controlling he could be, it started to make sense. I figured if he had sites like that in his history he’d have to have other stuff downloaded onto his computer too, so I snooped around a little more.

      It didn’t take me long at all to find what I was looking for. I opened a file called Lockup and found dozens of movie files. When I clicked on them, I saw scene after scene of a bunch of different guys tied up in a dark, dungeon-like cell. Sometimes the guy would be shackled to a stone wall, sometimes he was secured in a stockade, and sometimes he was tied down to a short table. One where his mouth and asshole could be easily accessed by the men on both ends.

      As I watched the movies I realized I knew most of the guys in them. Not the ones who were tied up, but the men who were standing around, surrounding the table and the stockade. Those men—the ones who were fucking the restrained guys—were Travis and his work partner and some of the other cops at the station.

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I must have sat there for hours, watching and rewatching the videos, playing with my cock and edging myself as I watched the grainy, homemade movies. I just couldn’t get enough. Especially of the scenes where I knew it was Travis doing the fucking. I rewatched shots where I recognized one of his T-shirts as he lifted it up, exposing his sculpted abs and thick, long cock. I practically salivated as I watched him plunge the entire length it into an asshole or down a throat in one, violent thrust.

      I was completely obsessed with the videos, but when I heard the key in the front door I moved so fast I probably broke a world record. I immediately shut everything down and silently closed Travis' bedroom door, then slipped into my bed and pretended I was asleep.

      Later that night, about a half hour or so after he got home, Travis came into my room and stood at the foot of my bed for a long time. He didn’t even knock. He just opened the door and stood there, silently. I had no idea what he was doing, but I didn’t move. I didn’t even crack my eyelids. I was sure he’d notice somehow. I just pretended I was asleep and waited to see what he was going to do.

      As I lay there, I wondered if he was in my room because he knew I’d been on his computer, or if this was something he did regularly. If maybe I didn’t know because I was usually asleep. The thought made my already hard cock twitch and throb, and I was terrified I would pitch a tent and give myself away.

      Finally, after another excruciating minute of trying to keep my cock down, I heard Travis leave my room and shut the door behind him. As soon as I was sure he was gone I jerked off like a madman—to the thought of being tied up in that weird cell and being fucked on both ends by Travis.

      In my fantasy he was watching as I was fucked by that group of men, then, in the end, after they’d all had their way with me, he stuck his massive cock inside me. First in my asshole, where he came deep inside me, then all the way down my throat.

      Then I thought about something else I’d seen in the videos, and it was one thing I couldn’t get out of my head. Travis and his friends weren’t just torturing the random dudes in the cell. They were making them cum too, sometimes over and over again until they seemed like they couldn’t go on any longer. It was almost like their orgasms were a form of torture. The perfect combination of pain, humiliation, and pleasure.

      As I imagined Travis filling me up with his cock, then forcing countless orgasms on me, I came harder than I ever had in my life. I moaned out loud, then caught myself because I knew he could hear me. I lay there in bed holding my breath for as long as I could, and I swear I could hear Travis' heavy breath right outside my door. After what seemed like an eternity, I heard the faint click of the lock on his bedroom door.

      I snapped out of my daydream when Jackson nudged my arm. “You’re not gonna keep doing everything he says, are you? You’re not a kid anymore.”

      I looked at Jackson and sighed. “Well, he’s my guardian, and I’m still living with him. I’m sure he just wants what’s best for me. Plus,” I said, staring into the distance and thinking back about those movies I saw on his computer—particularly of one scene where Travis had removed his belt and smacked some guy’s ass … hard. “I really don’t want to piss him off.”

      “Yeah, Travis is a little scary.”

      “Are you sure there’s no way we’ll get caught?” I asked, looking back at Jackson. “I mean, we don’t have to buy any of the alcohol, do we? It’s gonna be there already, right?”

      “Yeah, some of the older frat dudes are buying alcohol for the entire party. It’s gonna be rad, Ryan. Seriously, we have to go.”

      “Rad? What is this some eighties party flick?”

      “I wish,” Jackson said with a smile. “Then we’d know for sure we were getting laid. Okay, so here’s the plan. You pick me up at eleven. That’ll give my dad plenty of time to be asleep before I try to sneak out. Just wait for me a few houses down and I’ll find your car. Then we’ll head to the frat house and the par-tay. Sound good?”

      “Sure,” I said, rolling my eyes at Jackson. “I just hope nothing goes wrong.”

      “Don’t worry about it.” He slapped my back and smiled. “We’ve got it made in the shade.”

      I laughed and gave Jackson a shove. “You’re such a weirdo! Alright, I’ll see you tonight.”
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      “I said left at the light. We just drove past it!”

      I turned my head and looked at my partner Stan. “Huh? Oh, yeah, that chili dog place. I forgot we were going there.”

      “You’ve been off in outer space since we left the station. What’s up?”

      I sighed. “I don’t know. I had a weird interaction with Ryan before I left the house tonight.”

      “Order me one with the works. Onions and chili sauce and lots of jalapeños,” Stan said as we pulled up to the drive through menu. “And chili cheese fries. And a large coke.”

      “You’re gonna have to ride in the trunk the rest of the night,” I said with a laugh.

      “Not if you get the same thing.”

      I placed the order, then drove around to the pick up window and paid.

      “What was it about?” Stan asked as he sipped on his coke.

      “What?”

      “The weird interaction.”

      “Oh, Ryan said he was staying home tonight.”

      “And?” Stan asked as I handed him the bag of food. “What’s weird about that?”

      I pulled away from the window and found a parking spot where we could scarf down our food and leave in a hurry if we got a call. I didn’t usually ride around in a patrol car, but a couple of my men were out sick. It was actually kind of fun to pull a shift in a black and white with Stan every once in a while. But tonight my mind was on something else.

      “He was lying.”

      “How do you know?”

      “I just do. I can read that kid like a book.”

      “Yeah, I guess you’ve gotten to know him pretty well these last few years. What do you think he was trying to hide?”

      I took a bite of my footlong and washed it down with some coke. “I don’t know for sure, but after that party at the lake I get the feeling it’s going to involve alcohol.”

      “Well, he is a teenager. That’s what they do.”

      “Not if I can help it. He’s not going down the same road as my old man. I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let a smart kid like that throw his life away on the inside of a fucking bottle. I want him home, where I can keep an eye on him.”

      “That’s not gonna happen. He’s a kid. He wants to experience shit. You were a kid once too. You know he’s gotta learn his own lessons … that you can’t do any of that for him.”

      I shoved the last of my dog into my mouth, hoping my silence would end the conversation, but Stan kept going.

      “It’s gonna lead to resentment. You know that, don’t you?”

      I stared out the side window while I finished up my coke, then put all my trash in the bag the food came in. “You done?” I asked. I held the bag open while Stan put his wrappers and containers inside, then took it to the garbage can outside the restaurant entrance.

      “He’ll just wind up hating you,” Stan said as I slipped back behind the wheel.

      “I was hoping you’d get the hint,” I said, starting the engine. “I’m done talking about this.”

      “It’s the ultra strict parents who wind up with crazed kids.”

      “Stan …”

      “The kids that jump off buildings for fun or wind up in a hospital with multiple drugs in their bloodstream…”

      “I said I don’t want to talk about Ryan!”

      “Unless …”

      I looked over at Stan and he had a strange smile on his face. “Unless what?”

      “Unless that’s the kind of thing he’s looking for.”

      I turned my head away and gazed at the red light in front of me.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Stan.”

      “You know exactly what I’m talking about.” There was a pause, then Stan said the words I knew were coming next. “The sub-basement.”

      “Jesus, Stan!”

      “What? You can’t tell me you haven’t thought about it. You think he’d be into it?”

      “He’s just a kid!”

      “Well, technically he’s an adult now. I’ve seen you go to town on plenty of eighteen-year-olds down there, so don’t give me any crap about how old he is ‘cause I know it sure as hell isn’t that.”

      Stan stopped harassing me for a few seconds, but I knew he wasn’t giving up. He never did when it came to my personal life—which had been pretty much non-existent for the last few years.  Pretty much the entire time I’d been Ryan’s guardian. I told myself I didn’t want to confuse him by bringing strange men home, but I was starting to wonder if it was more than that.

      “You don’t want to talk about this, do you?”

      “Ya think?” I practically yelled, then glanced of at him. “That’s what I’ve been saying for the last ten minutes!”

      “Okay, okay,” Stan said with his hands in the air. “Don’t get your panties in a twist. I’m just telling you what I’m seeing and feeling. That’s all. If you don’t want to talk about your little obsession that’s fine with me.”

      “It’s not an obsession,” I growled.

      “Whatever you say, boss.”

      The two of us were silent for a while after that, and it was a relief. I was really getting annoyed with Stan for pressing me on the subject. I didn’t want to talk about Ryan. Especially when he used that word. Obsession. It got to me, and I was pretty sure that was because it was true. I was obsessed with Ryan. I had been for a while.

      At first, it was genuine concern. I wanted to help the poor kid. Stan and I had been the first to the scene of the accident that killed both his parents. It was bad, involving eight cars traveling in both directions on a four lane highway with no divider. Both his mother and father were already gone when we found them, and I had to be the one to give Ryan the news. It was the hardest thing I ever had to do in my life.

      Ryan was still in high school, and it was an incredibly hard time for both of us. My hours were long and erratic and I was always exhausted, but I knew how much Ryan needed stability and support. I knew how much he needed me, and vowed I’d always be there for him.

      It wasn’t always easy but I made it happen, because I realized that I would do just about anything for him. He was a really sweet kid who always tried to do the right thing. Maybe he slipped up here and there, but that was normal for a teenager. But the closer we got, the more strict I became. I was terrified of him going down the wrong path and wasting his life on drinking and drugs, so I kept a close eye on him. I didn’t let him go out much, but I knew he’d thank me once he got to college and could see that I was just trying to protect him.

      I really believed the day would come when I’d relax a bit, when I wouldn’t take being his guardian so seriously, but that never seemed to happen. Ryan turned eighteen months ago and I was still almost rabid about protecting him and making sure he was safe. There were times when I had to stop myself from keeping him from going out. I knew he wanted to have a life and friends, but there was something inside me that wanted him to stay home every night. I knew it sounded fucked up, but I couldn’t deny it. I wanted Ryan all to myself.

      But there was even more to my depraved thoughts. Stan was right. I have no idea how he knew, but he hit the nail right on the head. One of the things I really wanted … something I’d fantasized about while I watched him sleep at night … was to make him mine. I wanted to know deep in my heart that Ryan belonged to me. I wanted to see him on his knees begging for my cock … begging for my cum. I wanted to know that he’d do anything for me. Because one of the things I wanted more than anything was to watch him be dominated and used at my command.

      There was something about that thought—imagining that Ryan would do anything at all for me—no matter how humiliating or depraved—that made me harder than anything ever had in my life.

      It was sick, this fantasy I had, but holy shit I couldn’t get it out of my head. It haunted my dreams almost every single night, the thought of watching Ryan lying on the metal table down in the sub-basement taking my partner’s cock down his throat while I fucked his tight little asshole. The thought of my group of friends cumming all over him while I pounded into his virgin ass. I just couldn’t shake it.

      Not that I knew for sure he was still a virgin. But I actually overheard him talking to his friend Jackson one night when he was spending the night. They were whispering, but I had plenty of practice listening at Ryan’s door. I knew which floorboards to step on so my footsteps made no sound, and I knew where to stand so my feet didn’t throw a shadow under the door. I heard Ryan tell his friend he’d sucked plenty of cock, but he’d never taken one in the ass.

      That was my fantasy. Taking Ryan’s virginity away. Tying him to a table and watching him being used and abused by my friends, then popping that tight cherry and watching him blow his load all over himself. That’s what I thought about every single night.

      I’d never actually considered doing anything about that fantasy, though. I figured Ryan would eventually move out and my thoughts would stay where they belonged, inside my head. But suddenly everything seemed different. Stan saying the words out loud made them more real, more plausible somehow. The thought of Ryan fucking up, then of me administering my own punishment … it suddenly became my new fantasy.

      I couldn’t stop thinking about taking Ryan down to a cell in that sub-basement. The image filled my head as I cruised on auto-pilot around our beat. My eyes were moving around, looking at the drug dealers and prostitutes that lined the streets, but all I was seeing was Ryan … tied up … begging … pleading for mercy. And me, the man who’d raised him for the last three years, in complete control of his fate.
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