
  
    [image: Fate Line]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Hope Zane

	    

      
	    
          
	      Eiderdown

          
        
          
	          Eiderdown, Vol. 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fight for Dreams

          
        
          
	          Fairytale: A K-Pop MM Romance

          
        
          
	          First Aid: An M/M K-Pop Novel

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fragile Tender

          
        
          
	          Heartline

          
        
          
	          Fate Line

          
        
          
	          Winter Sun

          
        
          
	          Coming Home

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Short Stories About Women

          
        
          
	          Evidence of Fault

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Fox and the Rose

          
        
          
	          The Fox and the Rose, Vol. 2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Witchblood Heir

          
        
          
	          The Deep Woods

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Electric Hymnal

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Hope Zane’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


  
    
      FATE LINE

      
        FRAGILE TENDER

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        HOPE ZANE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Hope Zane

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      They’re making their way, very slowly, back to California. No pressure—that’s the only rule. They’ve stopped in a lakeside town, and Nice likes the peaceful look on Ren’s face here.

      The lake glitters like a friendly jewel, placid with jagged little ripples whenever the wind finally starts to blow. They’ve carved out a private little corner of it, away from the beach and the docks studded with families and their kids, even at this time of year. The last dregs of summer are bleeding into an early fall, Indian summer with all the sticky heat it promises before the chilly winter returns. Even Nice has given up his fur-lined jacket for this, drowsing in the shade, leaning all the way back on his skinny white arms while Ren sticks his feet in the water, pants cuffed up almost to his knees. He kicks idly, and little fish swim up to him now and again, nibbling at his toes, darting away when he wriggles them, laughing softly.

      The grass is prickly beneath his skin, and Nice lays back, the better to watch wispy clouds drift across the blue, blue sky. He isn’t asleep but isn’t really awake either, instead inhabiting some in-between place. Today, he can do this. Just now, the gnawing, gaping thing inside him that claws and scrabbles and howls for more is having one of its rare silent moments, sleeping. Ren reaches out and tangles their fingers together, and it’s so easy. Nice can wrap his hand around Ren’s without even opening his eyes, without looking. He doesn’t care who sees.

      He doesn’t really care about the lake, doesn’t care about the crab cakes or the shaved ice or any of the other things that Ren seems to like so much, but that look—if he could bottle it and keep it, keep it on Ren’s face forever, the soft way he looks at Nice when he thinks he’s not looking, or even when he is.

      Nice likes it so much, so they stay.

      Ren is so patient with him, doesn’t mind that Nice is crazy, doesn’t mind that he just can’t bring himself to go back. The specter of foster care and child services is gone. No one cares where he is or what he’s done now that he’s 18, and still. And still.

      Eventually Ren gives up holding Nice’s hand in favor of playing with his hair, running his fingers through it while Nice melts, sinking further into the grass, further into this one, singular moment when nothing is wrong.

      “Your hair is so soft,” Ren murmurs.

      “Mm,” Nice hums, practically a purr. Content, content, content.
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        * * *

      

      Not every day is so nice. The thing about being teenage runaways for the better part of a year now—nine months, almost a full pregnancy—is that they have long since run out of cash. It would be easier, Nice thinks, if he was allowed to sleep with people for cash. He’s still very pretty. He has the kind of face people want to look at, want to touch, want to shove their dicks into. He bites the suggestion back and keeps it behind his teeth.

      He knows why Ren is possessive. He gets it in the abstract. He tries to imagine someone else putting their hands on Ren just to feel what Ren feels—hands fisted in his fire-red hair, shaping his pink lips, contouring his body—but it makes Nice excited, not upset.

      I don’t know why I can’t, he thinks to himself, a little argument in his own head. After all, he likes it. He wouldn’t mind letting someone fuck him, so since he can, he might as well, right?

      The door opens and closes and Ren comes back, gently pulling Nice from his dizzying thoughts that swirl darker and darker.

      “Look what I found,” Ren says, and he holds out a stick of dango, honey-coated and sweet.

      Nice’s eyes widen a little. His stomach rumbles. “Where did you even find that?”

      Ren shrugs with one shoulder. He’s starting to get tan, Nice thinks. It looks good on him, brings out all the little freckles on his face, freckles that Nice could kiss like constellations. “One of the grannies in town? I’ve been spending time with her sometimes. Helping, you know. She made these.”

      Nice loves dango, courtesy of the Japanese TV shows he used to watch as a kid and the snack store in the mall back in Allister. He loves the bright, winning feeling of deprivation more, but he loves Ren most of all. He takes a bite of the topmost dumpling and chews it, sticky-sweet and salty between his teeth.

      “It’s really good,” he says behind a hand, mouth half full.

      “Good,” Ren says. He laughs. He kisses some of the syrup from Nice’s mouth and then licks his lips.

      Nice eats a little more than half the stick, then passes it to Ren, who takes it without a single word of protest. He finishes it in a few neat bites, still watching Nice with his short little trimmed fingernails. When he’s done, he kisses Nice again and tumbles him onto their bed, and Nice’s heart feels very, very heavy and full.

      But they’re still, basically, broke.

      And Nice could do something about that.

      Nice waits until Ren falls asleep that night, and he knows, in the abstract way, that this would break Ren’s heart. He almost slips his way out the door because maybe he could keep it from Ren, and anyway, Ren can only be hurt by the things he knows, not the things he doesn’t know. Nice has shared most things with Ren for years, but he’s still very, very good at editing himself down—at keeping the parts he doesn’t want seen to himself.

      They’d had teary, terrible conversations, Nice’s heart in his throat because he didn’t think he could do it—he didn’t think he could be the kind of boyfriend that Ren wanted him to be, the kind that Ren deserves.

      Just tell me, Ren had said, nudging their shoulders together and then rubbing slow, soothing circles on Nice’s back until his eyes had started to droop and he’d lulled against Ren. It had been a hotel like every other hotel, dim and dingy with an ugly, scratchy bedspread beneath them. If you feel like that again. If you feel like you have to—do something. That’s all I want, okay? I love you, just don’t run away.

      Just don’t run away.

      He slides into Ren’s bed instead, shakes him gently awake, his eyes blinking open slow and beautiful in the dark. His hands are cold as he slides them around Ren’s middle, and Ren shivers.

      “Mmph?” he asks, barely a question as Nice wraps himself around Ren, tight and needy as a barnacle. He suddenly needs to feel all of Ren’s skin.

      “Nice?” Ren asks. “Hey, are you okay?”

      “I want to—fuck other people,” he says, quick, trying to get all the words out before Ren can react, before he can freak out. “One person. Just one. I’ll make him pay me, and then we can keep sleeping indoors and having little treats and all that stuff, okay?”

      “What?”

      Ren reaches out to hold Nice, to grab him around his arms, his first instinct to keep him still, to keep him from running, even before Ren is awake enough to realize he wants to be sitting up for this conversation. He keeps his grip on Nice as he sits all the way up.

      “Nice, what?”

      Nice swallows. He looks away. “I need to—I need—”

      “Can I give you what you need?” Ren asks, not awake enough for this but trying to be, trying to understand everything that’s being said, everything that’s happening. “Baby. Baby, shh.”

      Ren tries his best at times like this, tries his hardest to fuck whatever strange, fey mood has gotten into Nice back out of him. He bites at the soft skin of Nice’s neck, presses his fingers to the grooves of his windpipe, spreads Nice’s legs wide and makes him take all of it.

      Sometimes it works. Sometimes he feels like he can press Nice back into the right shape, his quicksilver man, like bottling moonlight. He tries tonight, too. He kisses Nice’s mouth hard and tries to slide a hand beneath his clothes, curling over the prominent ridge of a hipbone and then slipping fingers beneath the waistband of his pants.

      He gets as far as touching soft, shaved skin, little scraped bits of hair like moonlight, Nice’s dick laying soft and untouched between his legs, before Nice catches him around the wrist and eases his hand back out.

      “I don’t want to,” Nice says. “Not tonight, baby. I’m sorry.”

      It feels like his heart is breaking. With Nice, so much of the time, it feels like his heart is breaking. Ren never knows what Nice wants. He wants to get fucked by other people (oh, just one) but he doesn’t want Ren to touch him. Ren slides one hand from Nice’s shoulder to his wrist, grabs Nice’s other wrist with his free hand, and pins them both down to the bed, fingers digging into the long, rangy tendons until Nice gasps beneath him.

      “Why is it always about what you want, huh?” Ren says, and his voice cracks a little on the words.

      They’re just about the same height. Nice is maybe a little taller, but Ren is stronger because Ren eats more, isn’t constantly half-starved. He pins Nice down and kisses him, grinds their clothed hips together until they’re both hard and Nice is gasping wetly, licking desperately at his mouth. And then Ren lets him go and rolls over.

      “Fine,” Ren says, already burying himself back into his covers. “Do what you want.”

      And Nice is left panting and hard, and he wants to tear at his hair. If he was a good person, he wouldn’t ask Ren for things like this. If he was a good person, this is the time when he’d take it all back.

      “You can fuck me,” he says softly, hard and aching, his wrists still tinging from Ren’s hands. “Ren, you can fuck me if you want.”

      “Go away,” Ren mumbles from beneath his pile of blankets.

      Nice looks helplessly at it for a little while, and then he does what Ren says. He goes away.

      He pulls on his good clothes, getting dressed quickly to try to do what Ren wants. Maybe he doesn’t need to bother. Ren hasn’t so much as looked at him from his pile on the bed. Nice turns on the bathroom light to see by, the faint orange glow tinting the room, picking out shapes and objects on the ground in rimlight. Nice tucks his phone in his back pocket—there’s barely any room, as tight as these pants are. They’re practically painted on, Ren likes to say. (He likes Nice in these pants. He likes Nice—)

      Nice waffles, hesitating before he finally leaves, reluctant to turn away. It’s the middle of summer, but he feels sure it’ll be cold outside. The only warm place is here next to Ren.

      “Ren?” Nice asks, voice wavering a little. “Ren, can I stay?”

      He doesn’t answer, and Nice wavers a little more. He walks back into the bathroom to turn out the light, and then he steps out into the parking lot, closing the door with a soft, gentle click behind him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Ren turns over in his bed, tangling himself in the sheets and driving his own miserable frustration higher. He can’t sleep. He can’t get comfortable. He keeps waiting for Nice to come back. He probably won’t.

      Get out, he had said. Do what you want.

      He’s never said things like that to Nice before.

      He scrunches his face up, brings his knees to his chest, curled up on this mattress that feels too flat, worn thin from all of his tossing and turning. It smells like Nice if he presses his nose to the other pillow, sweet and familiar, like his skin and hair. This entire bed smells like them—this room—the scent of their bodies combined. It drives a low, miserable whine out of Ren’s mouth, entirely pathetic. He slaps a hand over his mouth to make it stop, even though there’s no one to hear.

      Nice might kiss the misery out of him, might tuck Ren’s hair behind his ears with gentle hands, press their noses together and make everything alright in the way that only he can do.

      But he’s gone tonight, isn’t he?

      Ren is so tired. He’s not going to be able to get back to sleep. He chooses one of the two evils—he can’t tell which is the lesser—which is rising from the bed, swinging his legs over the side and bracing there, trying to get his bearings. His head feels so heavy.
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        * * *

      

      The fake IDs are relatively new.

      They’re 18 going on 19 and not nearly old enough to get into bars, but they’d remedied that in a city outside Pittsburgh, met the right kind of people at the wrong kind of party, the air hazed with smoke from something stronger than marijuana, tasting like chemicals on the back of his tongue, and he’d pushed Ren against the back wall of someone else’s house in a mostly deserted kitchen, pinned him there with his hips and sucked on his tongue until his eyes had rolled back in his head and he’d whimpered in a way that Nice had wanted to eat up, hot hands all over his body, only breaking apart a little when someone had cleared his throat.

      The guy had a lip ring, shining silver and curved over his bottom lip, cat-tilted eyes with a little mole beneath one.

      “Hey, leave some room for Jesus,” he said in a voice that sounded warm all over, medium-deep and mocking. He had an unlit cigarette dangling from the corner of his lip.

      “We’re not Christian,” Nice said, and Ren was starting to squirm, always more embarrassed than Nice to be caught kissing in places like this, but Nice kept him pinned, hips against hips and Ren still helplessly hard against him.

      “Neither am I,” the guy said. The cigarette bobbed as he talked. “But still. Don’t fuck in my kitchen.”

      And Ren, Ren must have been super high, high out of his mind in a way that made Nice a little bit gleeful, made Nice want to take care of him. And Nice might have been feeling a little mean because he pressed his hips forward one last time, surreptitious or maybe not. Maybe he just didn’t care, digging his bony hipbone into Ren, pressing his thigh hard against his cock, and Ren made a desperate, gasping moan, and Nice smiled and said, “Sorry,” and stopped trying to fuck Ren into the wall.

      The guy rolled his eyes. “Whatever.”

      Someone had known someone, had an ID stolen from a cousin who looked enough like Ren in the right shitty lighting.

      “What about me?” Nice had asked.

      The girl had snorted. “No one looks like you. Models in Paris—they look like you.” But someone had a retro Polaroid, had a laminator in their bedroom, had an illicit business as well as a heroin habit, and Nice had walked away with a laminated plastic card pressed into his hand and flicked, some guy hazy through all the smoke saying, “Don’t let anyone, uh, scan it or whatever.” Scruffy, bad beard that was patchy all over, Irish red and red beneath his eyes. “It won’t hold up to all that, but like. Have fun or whatever.”

      Nice did end up fucking Ren in that guy’s kitchen, Ren soft and blissed out and clinging to him so that Nice wanted to give him everything, ass down on the cold ceramic tile. Someone had been taking pictures, but Nice just pressed his hand to the side of Ren’s face when he noticed and started to whine, high as shit from everything floating in the air, tipping Ren’s face back toward him again and again, saying “Don’t look at that, look at me.”

      So Nice has a fake ID in his pocket, and those memories are sweeter than they have any right to be.

      Bear Run is tiny compared to some of the cities they’ve visited, and its nightlife is nothing to write home about. They’ve seen a single bar in all the time they’ve been here, the only one that doesn’t serve as a family chain restaurant during the day. Nice has no idea if he’s going to find what he’s looking for. Are there even gay people in towns this size?

      We’re here, Ren would point out. We’re gay people.

      It’s not especially busy, but it’s not totally dead either. A couple heads turn his way when he walks in the door. Mostly people are busy talking to their friends or whatever. Having whatever lives they have in a place like this.

      There’s a girl with an especially sharp smile, lilac hair curling around bare shoulders, one of which bears a tattoo of something that Nice can’t quite make out in the light. He notices her, she’s pretty, and then he notices something else. He’s frowning at a Happy Hour menu behind the bar (missed it, it’s late as shit), looking at the bartender wiping a glass with his flannel shirt rolled up around his forearms, about to get his attention.

      “Hey cutie,” the girl says.

      “Um. Hi,” Nice says, sitting several seats down from her at the bar. He orders a vodka soda from a bartender who squints at his ID for longer than is comfortable, and all Nice can do is give him a winning smile and wait for the verdict.

      He gets his ID back. He gets his vodka soda. He fights the urge to pull his hood up around his face because this is apparently the thing with towns like this, small and insular with everyone breathing down your neck—he’s pretty sure he’s seen at least a quarter of these people around, pretty sure at least some of them know how old he is, but hiding his face is hardly going to get him what he wants, now is it?

      (Skin against his skin; someone, just one person to look at him like—)

      He’ll just get some cash. He’ll fuck someone, cum leaking down his ass to pool sticky and shameful in his jeans, and he’ll go home and Ren will still love him, and, and—

      He sips at his drink (bitter, gross), and flicks his eyes idly over the room, looking for someone interesting. The girl from earlier can’t take a hint. She scoots her way across the bar stools, sliding her slim hips over sticky formica until she’s right next to Nice, spicy-sweet perfume wafting up his nose, and he unconsciously leans away from her.

      She says, “Sorry, I couldn’t quite hear you from all the way down there.”

      “I said hi.”

      “Are you drinking alone, cutie?” Her voice is odd, sandpaper over honey, rough in a nice way if he was into that kind of thing, which he’s not. She puts her hand on his chest, right above his heart, which seems shockingly forward. (It’s something he would do, something he would do especially if he was drunk enough, but he’s not and she doesn’t seem to be.)

      “My name is Pallas,” she says, audible over the music and the low din.

      He picks up her hand but only because it’s touching him. No one’s looking, so he doesn’t get any looks, and he pointedly moves it away. “Sorry, can you not.”

      “You seem cranky,” she says, but she stops trying to touch him, and Nice breathes a sigh of relief when she finally gives up and moves away.

      Nice hasn’t really… had to do this in a while. People usually hit on him, but everyone here is his mom’s age or close to it. The age she would be if she hadn’t—something stings the back of his throat, something sticky and clogged and uncomfortable. He downs the rest of his drink at a long, desperate swallow, suddenly unbearably sober. He orders another one. He can at least get drunk drunk.

      He’s well on his way there when he notices him—

      There’s a man watching Nice from across the bar. He has soft lilac hair that frames his face and contact lenses that make his eyes gleam gold. He’s drinking something as beautifully amber, whiskey in a glass, and when he sees Nice looking, his well-shaped mouth curves into a knowing smile. He makes Nice’s breath catch in his throat, something about his gaze promising everything Nice wants.

      Nice sends a small, sweet smile in his direction across the distance between them—too great to actually be able to talk to one another without yelling—and the stranger’s smile deepens. It sends a thrill through Nice, who lowers his eyes to smile into his glass.

      He thinks the man will come to him. He waits for it, even, but the clock mounted above the bar ticks by, and minutes pass, and Nice is still alone. He glances up again, and the man is still looking at him, still smiling, so Nice gets up from his seat at the bar, picks up his drink, and goes to join him.

      He’s less graceful than he’d like. The alcohol hits Nice all at once, and he wobbles a little as he tries to climb into the empty stool beside this gorgeous stranger.

      “Hey there,” the man says, warm as though they were simply continuing a conversation. He darts out a hand very quickly to steady Nice when he tips backward on his stool, already drunker than he thought.

      His voice is so nice, deep and sexy and still somehow light.

      “Hey,” Nice says, a little starstruck.

      The man touches Nice like he knows him, friendly and companionate. His hand is firm and sure on the small of Nice’s back, and he leaves it there for a little longer than he has to, the touch more like the most casual of caresses. It feels hot on Nice’s skin, even through his clothes, and his mouth goes dry. Up close, Nice can appreciate the way his clothes cling to him like they were made for his body, a well-tailored shirt that hugs a fit form in a powdery light lilac color that’s just a few shades lighter than his hair. It’s almost white. A faint, glossy pattern is visible on its surface when he moves, embroidery worked in the very same color, catching on the light.

      The man acts like this is normal and easy, Nice in his space, subtly swaying into him, breathing in the spicy, sweet scent of his cologne.

      “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

      “I saw you looking at me,” Nice says, leveling a gaze at him.

      “You were looking at me too,” the man points out. His hair looks so soft. Nice wants to touch it.

      Maybe he says that out loud because the man beside him laughs. “You can touch it if you want, but you have to buy me a drink first.”

      “I don’t have any money,” Nice says, bold and shameless.

      It makes the man beside him laugh again, bright and clear and sounding genuinely delighted, and Nice feels so warm and horny. He might be blushing. He doesn’t care.

      “Maybe later then,” the man says, and Nice doesn’t quite follow, but then the man is ordering another drink anyway.

      The transaction seems to happen so fast, especially when Nice hadn’t seen the bartender anywhere nearby. The man’s hand is in his, and he doesn’t remember exactly when that happened, but he likes it. They’re holding hands beneath the bar, and the man strokes Nice’s fingers with his thumb every so often. He orders another bright amber drink—nothing for Nice, Nice notices, but he can’t feel too put out when every touch of this stranger’s fingers against his skin make him want to shiver and melt.

      “My name is Rook,” the man says casually, lips to the rim of his lowball glass.

      “Nice,” Nice croaks. His throat is so dry. He’s so hungry, but not for food. He wets his lips with effort and tries again. “My name is Nice.”

      “Hello, Nice.”

      The man is beautiful. Nice’s throat is dry, and Rook decides to remedy it with the cruelest kindness, or maybe it’s the other way around. There’s no sneering smirk on his lips, only his intense golden eyes, seeming darker now. Nice stares at them and feels like he’s falling in.

      Rook doesn’t offer to give Nice a drink of his own, doesn’t offer him a sip except in the most oblique of ways. He dips two fingers into his drink and holds them out, dripping, eyebrows curved gently like a dare. Nice’s heart beats hard in his chest, speeding up and skipping. At any other time, even he would look around, Nice with his penchant for exhibitionism, to see who might be watching them.

      But all the noise fades away. He can’t look away from Rook’s eyes. It’s a feeling almost like falling in love, but different. Faster, more stomach-twisting, like free-fall on a carnival ride after a trip to the top with none of the warm sweetness that Nice associates with every other love.

      His breath hitches as he leans forward to take both fingers into his mouth, licking the cool burn of whiskey from Rook’s fingers and then a little more. He sucks gently, taking as much as Rook will give him and moaning softly around the taste. The noise is immediately swallowed up by the modest barroom din, but Nice would swear Rook seems to hear it anyway. His pupils get huge, deep enough to swallow Nice up. Nice can’t stop staring, and he could whine when Rook finally pulls his fingers out of Nice’s mouth, catching them on Nice’s bottom lip and spreading spit there when he withdraws.

      Nice licks his lips, chasing the taste of expensive whiskey around his mouth—it might taste expensive. Nice’s lips are buzzing, and his head feels numb. He feels high on the depth of his lust, like standing laughing at a dizzying cavern, and it’s exhilarating. He’s never felt like this before.

      Rook dips his fingers back into his glass, four of them dripping messily, getting whiskey on the bar, and Nice’s eyes nearly roll back in his head as he understands what Rook means to do. In this moment, he’d let Rook do whatever he wants, let Rook bend him over the bar and fuck him in public, only hoping to get to pull that delicious-looking candy-colored hair.

      He brings his fingers back to Nice’s mouth, all four nudging gently at the seam of Nice’s lips, and Nice opens up to let them inside, to let this gorgeous man fuck his mouth open, splitting his lips obscenely, pushing his hand into Nice’s mouth until he can’t help but gag.

      His other hand keeps holding Nice’s, rubbing soothing circles into the back of his hand with a thumb. He takes his hand out of Nice’s mouth before anyone knows the difference, and Nice’s eyes are watering, and he’s wheezing a little, and his stomach has sunken directly to the bottom of his feet. He’s so hard now, and he moans. His other hand reaches out and scrabbles at the top of Rook’s thigh, clawing at him through his pants. This is the hottest thing that’s ever happened to him, and he’s going to die.

      Rook takes one look at him, Nice’s eyes practically rolling back in his head, cheeks flushed, and settles his bill as quickly as humanly possible. That’s enough of that. It’s fun to play, but now he wants something else. He takes a little pity on this child.

      “Time to go,” he says to himself.

      “Do you want,” Rook says into Nice’s ear, the words brushing his skin with warm gusts of breath. Nice is going to split out of his skin. He’s going to come in his pants right here. “To get out of here?”

      His fingers are wrapped around Nice’s like a comforting tether. Nice can’t open his mouth or he’ll moan or do something else to get them both kicked out of this bar, but he nods, and the man smiles in a bright flash of teeth.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      Rook tilts his head at Nice before they leave. “Didn’t you have a coat?”

      He did. His favorite coat, and he’d almost forgotten it under the bar. It’s still sitting in Nice’s old seat, draped over one of the barstools where anyone could have taken it. Nice doesn’t even care—doesn’t want it, whatever—but Rook insists. He waits by the door, promising that he’ll still be there when Nice gets back.

      It hurts walking through the bar to get his things, small as it is, it still feels like an endless walk. Nice’s pants are tight, and he’s pretty sure he looks obscene. He’s been hard since Rook stuck his fingers in his mouth and made him choke on them, and once he has his coat in his hand, he drapes it over his arm, using it to hide his front. He’s not sure if anyone notices his little bout of public indecency. He’s not sure he’ll ever be able to come back to this bar again, but they can always move—keep on going, it’s not like it’s like them to settle in one place for all that long anyway.

      Everywhere and everyone is disposable.

      Nice hurries to the door, heart in his throat when he doesn’t see Rook anywhere. It still pounds with adrenaline and something like a sharp spike of fear when he notices him standing just outside the doorway, tucked into a little alcove in front of a dark and closed storefront. This street is lined with them, the only lights coming from the streetlamps that pave the walkway and the bar behind Nice when he opens the door to let himself out, the dull rumble of voices shushing again as soon as the door is closed.

      His eyes seem to glitter in the low light, and then Nice’s eyes are snagged by the burn of his cigarette, smoke trailing vaguely upward in sinuous, sexy wisps. Nice inhales deeply and wonders what’s wrong with him. He’s not used to wanting it this much, going so far as to find smoke unbearably hot. His eyes feel huge, and his cheeks are so hot, the lingering afterburn of fear making everything so bright.

      “You stayed,” Nice breathes, a little breathless.

      Rook takes him in, ribcage rising and falling like a bellows, panting, eyes hungry, so waifishly thin.

      “I said I would.” He takes another long, unhurried drag of his cigarette, strong enough to make the paper crackle. He hooks an arm around Nice’s shoulders as soon as he’s in touching distance and wordlessly steers him down the street. “Want one?” Rook asks, holding out his cigarette.

      Nice wants everything right now. He plucks the cigarette from Rook’s fingers and puts it in his mouth, taking a long draw and letting the hot burn of nicotine fill him. “Can I just share yours?”

      Rook laughs, soft and low and nice. Sexy, and it’s easy to snuggle into his side, his unfamiliar scent and warm solidity. He’s a little taller than Ren. He’s a little more solid. He burns like a furnace and keeps the chill well away from Nice’s skin.

      Nice takes another drag then passes the cigarette back, and Rook finishes it, smoking it down to the filter before flicking that away, too, a glowing ember arcing through the quiet night.
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        * * *

      

      The summer air is warm and humid, which means the walk through the streets doesn’t cool the fire brewing under Nice’s skin at all. Nice follows Rook all the way back to another motel, and it’s lucky, Nice thinks, that there are at least two in this small, sleepy town.

      He’s staying on the top floor of a two-storey building, outdoor hallways that face out onto a gravel-lined parking lot, and Nice waits impatiently behind him, tapping the long, bony fingers of one hand against his thigh while Rook reaches into his pocket to grab a key on a standard-issue plastic keychain, unhurried as he unlocks the door and swings it open on darkness, walking inside and leaving it open in a silent invitation.

      He’s turned one of the bedside lamps on by the time Nice steps inside, orange light flooding the room as Nice closes the door behind him with shaking fingers. It’s not fear, he would have to explain if anyone asked; it’s excitement—but nobody asks.

      “Do you always follow strange men home?” Rook asks, almost conversational.

      “No,” Nice says. He steps forward, and Rook puts distance between them by sitting down on the bed—so Nice sits, too, shuffling forward on his knees.

      Nice leans forward, kissing distance, trying to capture Rook’s mouth with his own, and Rook leans away. Something sparks in Nice’s eyes, a low flare like a challenge. This is mean, Rook thinks, to make him ask for it like this. It slakes his hunger in a way nothing else does, though—this denial.

      “What do you want?” Rook asks.

      He could hold Nice by the hair, he could keep them apart that way.

      “I—touch me, please,” Nice says, fists balled in his lap.

      Rook watches him through heavy-lidded eyes, the cloying scent of venom filling the air. He is regal in this moment, as imperious as a god or king. “And what if I said I wouldn’t?”

      Nice looks up sharply. “Then why did I come here?”

      “Would you touch yourself while I watched?” Rook prompts, a little more gently.

      Nice inhales sharply, fingers spasming against his clothes. “If—if that’s what you want.”

      Rook smiles and nods his head.

      This boy he’s picked up unbuttons his pants with trembling hands, reaching in to pull out a cock that’s pretty and slim and an angry red from being hard for so long—Rook isn’t unsympathetic. Nice whimpers at even the most incidental of touches from his own hands, thigh muscles straining to arch upward when he finally gets a hand around himself. His gasps and moans build as he strokes himself quickly, jerking himself off with weak, helpless fervency, striving to put on a good show, to not collapse in on himself with relief in the face of all this need. Rook watches while he comes, white streaking across his shirt and dripping down his hand.

      It’ll help a little—the barest bit, to take the edge off. Nice looks up at him with lust-dark eyes, bringing his dripping hand to his mouth to lick the semen off it while he makes thrilling, electrifying eye contact with Rook.

      That shivers down Rook’s own spine, satisfying in the deepest ways, and he decides not to let Nice dangle any longer, filling the space between them to surge against Nice and push him down on the bed, kissing him hard, tongues immediately sliding together with a dirty, slick heat. He can taste Nice’s cum on his tongue, and he groans, sucking on it to get every last drop that he can.

      Rook was made for this, and he revels in it. He grabs Nice’s recently spent cock and swallows up the yelp he makes, coaxing soft, sticky flesh back to hardness, gentling him mindlessly between kisses, licking the oversensitized whimpers out of his mouth.

      “Oh my god,” Nice moans, shocked at his own eager readiness. He can’t usually get hard again so quickly, and even now it feels less like his body is ready for it and more like it’s rising to the occasion regardless. “Oh my god, what the fuck.”

      Sex with an incubus—it has that effect on people.

      He tugs Nice’s pants down further with no resistance, sucks two fingers into his mouth, and spreads Nice’s cheeks, the better to paint hot, wet saliva around his twitching hole.

      “Aahh—” The noise is punched out of him, swift and sharp.

      Rook isn’t, generally speaking, in the business of asking people for things, not unless he’s teasing, not unless he thinks it’ll be fun. This seems fun, but he doesn’t even have to ask. He puts a little pressure into his fingertips, rubbing gently, and Nice moans brokenly when the tip of one finger sinks inside. His body is so eager, and that’s pretty exciting.

      “Do you like that?” Rook asks, peering down at him with those gold eyes, nudging that finger in and out of him, fucking him gently.

      Nice nods fervently, just drunk enough that everything is spinning pleasantly. He feels shameless and free. All he wants is more of this, and he widens his legs as much as the constricting cage of his pants around his thighs will allow. “Yeah, god yeah.”

      There’s so much more friction when it’s just spit, and Nice would swear he can feel every ridge and whorl of Rook’s fingers. They’re nice fingers, pleasantly thick for the way they stretch him inside. Rook is still touching his cock, teasing strokes that lead to nowhere, a light grip, and it’s all Nice can do to rock back onto his finger, trying to fuck himself and fill himself up.

      “Touch me more,” he says.

      “More?” Rook asks, a little teasing, but he does as Nice asks, fitting a second finger to his tight hole and sinking it inside as well.

      “Hahh—”

      “Okay?” Rook asks.

      And it almost hurts but—

      “Mm,” Nice nods, spreading his legs a little wider. “Yeah, it’s good.”

      It feels good, fingering him. His desire tastes smoggy, tangled and tainted, but it’s rich and thick, and Rook lets it build. He’s flexible, back bent as he’s draped over Rook’s lap, pretty blond hair splayed around his head. Rook brings Nice closer to orgasm by slow degrees, like a pot left to slowly boil small animals on a stove. He rubs against his prostate, little glancing touches that build and build, stoking an inferno in Nice’s belly.

      The second orgasm, when Rook allows him to have it, is going to be explosive.

      “Hey,” Rook bends to whisper in Nice’s ear, enjoying the way his breath makes the boy shiver. So sensitive. His hands keep up their delicate stroking, and Nice turns his head to nuzzle into Rook’s neck, as affectionate as an overlarge cat. “Take off your clothes.”

      “Yeah?” Nice asks, blinking up at him through slightly bleary eyes.

      “Yeah,” says Rook, pulling his fingers slowly out of Nice with his eyes trained on Nice’s face, drinking in the small wince he makes at the sudden sting and emptiness. “Get naked, I want to see you.”

      It feels—it feels unfair, somehow. It leaves Nice feeling kind of bereft. His skin is still singing everywhere Rook touched it. His cock feels aching and heavy between his legs. He licks his lips that feel dry and chapped under the drone of the hotel AC and clambers off the bed, as wobbly as a colt, to kick his shoes off by their heels, to peel his pants the rest of the way off while Rook watches. He leans back on one arm, looking at Nice with hungry eyes and a small, playful smile on his lips. It’s an expression that Nice can’t quite place, and it makes him feel off-balance.

      The shirt goes last, Nice lifting it up over his head to expose skinny ribs, jutting hip bones, a whole topography of his body.

      “Cute,” Rook breathes. “You’re very cute, but so skinny. Don’t you take care of yourself, my little lamb?”

      “I—” Nice feels more like a deer caught in the headlights. “I do…”

      “Hmm.” Rook hums. He looks at Nice as though he can see right through him. At last, he holds out an arm, a cuff link that Nice hadn’t noticed he was wearing glinting in the light. “I’ve ruffled your feathers, haven’t I? Hurt your feelings.”

      “No,” Nice says, still feeling off-balance. He steps close, feeling the difference in between them now that he’s naked and Rook is still in all his clothes, that well-tailored shirt clinging to his chest and shoulders, the wool of his slacks that rubs scratchy against Nice’s skinny, bare legs.

      “Are you lying?” Rook asks, that smile spreading wider, showing teeth, and Nice feels like he’s falling.

      “Take off your clothes, too,” Nice says, the words breathed out a little breathlessly. “I want to see you.” Those keen golden eyes bore into him, and Nice adds, “Please,” licking his lips again.

      Rook licks his lips, and Nice can’t take his eyes off them. He lets Nice go so he can unbutton each button on his shirt, baring smooth, warm skin in a slim, tantalizing sliver. There’s nothing false about it. He doesn’t move too slowly—not so slowly that anyone would notice, but each touch seems to linger. He traces one fingertip over the curve of his chest, teasing, and Nice might fall to his knees if Rook’s hand was not suddenly there to hold him up.

      “Do you want to help me undress the rest of the way?” Rook asks, and Nice would be perfectly content if the answer was no. Rook is like… is like art, and just watching him is enough to take Nice’s breath away, but the opportunity to touch is even better.

      He nods wordlessly, and Rook wears that unfamiliar smile. He stands up, arms out, so Nice can push the sleeves of his shirt off his shoulders. The fabric is warm from his body, his muscles solid beneath Nice’s touch. He takes a deep breath and starts in on Rook’s pants—no shyness or hesitation, which Rook seems to like. He’s noticeably hard, and although Nice doesn’t dare grab it, his mouth goes dry, and he badly wants it in him.

      He can suddenly feel, again, how achingly empty he is.

      Sinking to his knees is as natural as breathing, and Rook seems to approve. He sinks his hand into Nice’s hair, dragging him closer, encouraging, leading Nice’s face to his cock so Nice can nose at it through the fabric, putting his mouth on woolen trousers and tonguing it softly.

      “That feels really good,” Rook says, so open and honest—like a secret. Nice makes a small, happy noise and keeps at it, wetting Rook’s pants with his mouth and probably ruining them, licking until he can taste his own spit on the cloth—spit and something else—something saltier and a little bitter, and it makes him redouble his desperate efforts.

      “Do you want to please me?” Rook murmurs, combing his fingers through Nice’s hair. It’s always so wonderful to have a pretty thing at his feet.

      Nice nods without letting up, and Rook has to drag him off by the hair, Nice whining and straining forward all the while, so he can finish what Nice started and take his pants the rest of the way off. His dick is big and imposing, and Nice wants his mouth on it.

      “Shh,” Rook hushes him. “Take deep breaths, we have time.” He rubs his thumb along the edge of Nice’s hairline, the gesture odd but soothing. He brings the tip of his dick just close enough to Nice’s mouth that Nice can kiss the crown of it, getting a smear of salty-wet precum across his lips. “Do you want me to fuck your mouth or your ass first?”

      Nice gasps, punched directly in the stomach with a hard hit of lust at the words.

      “Both,” Nice breathes, but his mouth is right there, and it’s already open, so Rook forces his way inside.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      It’s been a long time since Nice has blown anybody but Ren. Ren is so gentle with him. He treats Nice like he’s made of glass, like he’s something precious and rare and amazing. He sees Nice exactly the way Nice has always wanted to be seen.

      But Ren is so gentle, and this is so hot.

      Rook uses Nice’s thin, silky hair as a handle, dragging him all the way forward, down and down, his big cock filling Nice’s mouth and then some so that Nice has to relax his throat as Rook forces his way inside. It’s not gentle at all, and Rook doesn’t relent one inch, not even when Nice gags, his unprepared throat spasming around Rook’s cock.

      “Breathe,” Rook tells him. “You’re okay, breathe through your nose.”

      He’s choking, gagging and he can’t pull off. Rook thrusts shallowly into his mouth, fucking his throat without pulling out, grinding the head of his cock into Nice’s sensitive gag reflex.

      “You feel so good,” Rook tells him. He grinds in and holds it. Holds. Holds.

      When he finally pulls out, Nice coughs, dry retching as spit flows freely from his mouth, drool painting the corners of his chin, dripping while he pants.

      “Okay?” Rook asks.

      Nice nods, tears dripping, holding up a hand while he catches his breath, and Rook waits, thick, hard cock glistening.

      Nice lets him do it again.

      Rook is ever so slightly gentler this time, or maybe Nice is getting better at taking it. Rook still fucks his way all the way inside Nice’s mouth, setting a rhythm that Nice can follow. This time he thrusts for real, numbing Nice’s tongue with the steady drive of friction. Nice looks up at him through teary eyes to see his handsome face exultant, alight with pleasure with eyes that seem to burn.

      He makes soft, pretty sounds while he fucks Nice’s mouth, running his fingers along the place where Nice’s lips are stretched wide, petting his mouth, his face, his throat, making him feel so beautiful and wanted even as he’s never felt so degraded in his life. When Rook fits his fingers around Nice’s delicate throat and squeezes, the feeling startles a shocked moan out of him. The vibrations make Rook moan in turn, the both of them feeding each other’s pleasure, stoking each other’s desire to new heights.

      He isn’t choking Nice hard. Nice can still breathe, but the feeling of pressure around his neck makes him breathe faster, heart kicking in his chest while he tries to focus on keeping his lips closed, on sucking, on keeping his teeth out of the way.

      “When I come,” Rook tells him, tendrils of hair flopping in his face. “You’ll swallow it all, won’t you?”

      Nice can only make a helpless noise in return.

      But he will, and he does. When Rook comes, he pulls back just enough to coat Nice’s tongue with his spend, filling his mouth with salty, bitter fluid while he makes more of the prettiest sounds. Nice swallows it down, sagging back on his heels and panting, watching Rook savor the sensation with his eyes closed and his lips lightly parted. It’s funny how Nice feels like he’s intruding.

      And then Rook’s eyes snap open, and he’s back to the present moment, back to looking at Nice with those come-hither eyes, flopping back onto the bed with a whump that should be ungraceful but instead just seems playful and charming.

      “Ah,” he sighs happily, leaning back. “That was so good. Come up here and let me finger you until I’m ready to fuck you again.”

      And he does feel—a prick of something at that, something like a prick of affronted dignity or something, like he should refuse, or have some standards, or that Rook shouldn’t assume he’s such a slut that he’ll just let him do anything to him.

      Nice stays where he is, a little frown on his face. He takes so long that Rook finally leans up to squint at him, looking young and charming with his hair disheveled.

      Maybe some of that shows on his face, because Rook asks, “What is it? Did I do something?”

      Nice shakes his head. He’s cold without Rook touching him. The air conditioner is set quite high. His nipples are peaked and pebbled and not from arousal. He’s got gooseflesh all over his skinny limbs.

      “Come here, then. Don’t just crouch there on the ground. Come to bed, the covers feel so nice.”

      Nice sighs softly, getting up on knees that pop from stiffness and the cold. He’s young, so it’s an ache swiftly feeling—not so much the ache in his heart, the gnawing pit at the base of his stomach. He climbs onto the bed—the covers are soft. As soon as he’s within touching distance, Rook puts a hand on his ass.

      “Oh, don’t be like that,” Rook says, chucking him lightly under the chin. “I’m sorry, did I take too long? I know, you must really need it. Come here, you can sit on my fingers.”

      “No,” Nice starts to say. “That isn’t it—”

      But it sure seems to be it, or at least his body seems to think so. Rook had managed to coat his fingers with lube when Nice wasn’t paying attention, and they sink into him so easily now. He has half a mind to move away or to kick Rook off, but his fingers find Nice’s entrance with unerring accuracy and push right inside like they own him.

      The moan Nice lets out at the pure, sweet stretch, two fingers at once, straight up his ass, is frankly embarrassing, or it would be if Nice could manage to care about anything as much as he cares about chasing that feeling.

      “You can’t just—” he says before biting off his own words, frustrated and hot and still a little bit drunk. He’s pushing his hips back onto Rook’s hand, fucking himself on his fingers.

      “Can’t just what?” Rook asks, and his words are serious but there’s that teasing edge in his voice. “I’m interested in this dialogue.”

      He pulls his fingers out and adds a third, stretching Nice wide open, almost as thick as a cock. He pushes his fingers all the way in, as deep as they’ll go, twisting them without mercy, and Nice almost bites his tongue. He moans, fist pounding at the bed.

      “Fuck, fuck, you win,” he pants. “Anything you want. You can do anything you want to me—nngh.”

      “That’s what I like to hear,” Rook smiles.

      What he wants is to do exactly what he’d said, to fuck Nice on his fingers until he’s hard again. He gets Nice on his hands and knees, facing away so Rook can enjoy the lovely view. Nice is starting to get sore at him, so Rook sweetens his temper with that second orgasm, reaching down to jerk Nice’s cock with sudden, brutal efficiency, his grip tight and quick. Nice tips over the edge without even realizing he’s standing on it, his body jerking, ass contracting around the thick intrusion. He splatters cum across the bed, shooting off with a quiet whimper.

      The arms that hold Nice up tremble slightly, and he breathes out, “Oh my god.”

      Rook lets go of his cock, but he keeps his fingers where they are, pausing to let Nice breathe. His head hangs between his shoulders, white hair curtained around a pretty, flushed face, forehead almost even with the bed.

      From this angle, Rook can just see his lips move.

      “Are you… still going to fuck me?” Nice asks.

      Rook can’t tell from the inflection if he wants the answer to be yes or no.

      He pulls his fingers out slowly to the sound of Nice’s hiss. He breathes heavily, but he doesn’t move, ass still poised in the air. He waits while Rook grabs the bottle of expensive lube, coating his fingers and rubbing it over his own straining cock. He brings its tip to Nice’s puckered entrance and feels him breathe in. He teases with it a little, skirting his opening, letting the blunt head catch on the rim before sliding away.

      “What do you think?” he asks in Nice’s ear, bent over his back, and then he sinks himself in to the hilt in a single long, smooth thrust that makes Nice scream.
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      Nice always gets too sensitive after getting off. He usually doesn’t want to be touched, and most of his partners are either uninterested in touching him after they get theirs, or they deal with it. He is far, far too sensitive right now. His cock bobs soft and quiet between his legs, swayed by every slap of Rook’s pelvis against his ass, every hard drive of his cock inside.

      Rook’s dick is big. It’s almost too much. It’s all Nice can do to whine, especially when Rook grabs him by the arms and sits back, taking Nice with him so he’s kneeling over Rook’s lap with his back to his chest. It changes the angle, puts Rook so deep inside. Tears well up in Nice’s eyes as he squirms, each movement only seeming to push Rook’s cock deeper.

      “Too much,” he gasps. “Oh god, too much—that’s so much.”

      “You can take it,” Rook murmurs in his ear, licking the shell of it and catching the lobe in his teeth. “Ride my dick and I’ll let you come again.”

      “I don’t—don’t want to,” Nice hiccups.

      “Are you sure?”

      Is he sure?

      Rook’s cock presses the sweet spot inside him hard, ruthless and unrelenting, and it’s all Nice can do to make the most embarrassing moan. Rook thrusts shallowly, as much as he can from this angle, as if to encourage him. It’s like Rook’s cock was designed to hit his prostate as much as possible. He’s so thick. He pulls Nice’s arms back until his shoulders scream, and this is so undignified.

      It’s excruciating, the way Rook’s cock drags along his insides. Without his arms free, he has next to no leverage and worse balance. It’s all he can do to inch up, feeling the way Rook’s cock rubs against his hole, then drop himself back down again. It’s clumsy and messy, and Rook doesn’t show any signs of being inclined to help him. He makes appreciative sounds when something feels particularly good, murmuring things against Nice’s ear that make him blush hot—you’re such a pretty slut, your body is so hungry for my cock.

      Rook looks for the right words that will do it for him. He can feel the waves of Nice’s arousal—he can feel when he gets closer or farther away. He can tell Nice doesn’t like what he’s doing, but like is such a complicated and misleading thing. He may not like when Rook calls him a whore—when he uses him like one—but his body gets tighter and his cock gets harder. His tangle of emotions swirl, and Rook can taste the murky, confused lust rolling off him in thick waves. Rook doesn’t have to be like this. He can be anyone. He’s like this just for the night, conforming himself to his partner’s needs.

      He kisses the side of Nice’s cheek gently and drinks in his shudder. He tries new and inventive things.

      “Did you know,” Rook whispers into Nice’s ear, digging his fingers into the skinny meat of his arms, “That this is all that you’re good for?”

      Nice whimpers, and Rook presses on, punctuating his words with hard thrusts up that make Nice’s eyes roll back, that make his mouth go slack with pleasure.

      “You’re only good to pleasure my cock, isn’t that right? You only feel good when you’re being fucked by other men. You want me to use you,” he whispers in Nice’s ear like a secret. “You want me to ruin this cute little hole.”

      Nice shakes his head, panting hard, and it doesn’t mean no. The words get deep inside him, excavating him from the inside out. It’s too shameful to whimper yes.

      “Fuck me,” Nice pants, going slack in Rook’s hands like a doll, head hanging forward while his ass is still impaled. “Do it. Fuck me up.”

      “Ohh?” Rook purrs.

      He doesn’t need a second invitation. He lets go of Nice and pushes him to the bed, rising up behind him in one swift motion without ever unseating himself from his mount. Like this, with Nice on his belly below him, he has all the leverage he needs to fuck him hard, driving him into the mattress. The mattress muffles Nice’s shouts, and oh, how he wails, though.

      Rook fucks him very hard. He knows exactly how big he is, and he knows exactly how to use it.

      Nice comes without warning, body tightening and the tenor of his moans changing as he spurts against the bed, just from being fucked. Rook drinks it in and chases his own pleasure, a few more hard thrusts until he can come buried deep inside this boy’s ass, marking him with his seed. He slows but doesn’t stop.

      “Such a pretty slut,” he murmurs, holding Nice open to watch the way his cock disappears into his hole, slowing down to watch himself fucking the seed deeper inside him, creamy white dripping around his sore, sensitive rim and easing the way.

      Rook doesn’t bother to stop this time. Doesn’t bother with the pretense of being human, and Nice doesn’t ask, doesn’t do anything more than moan and lay there and take it when Rook picks up the pace again, fucking him with fervor while he pulls on his hair.

      Nice, for his part, is barely there. He feels like he’s floating. That last orgasm, his third one of the night, had hurt. His cock had ached as it spurted and jerked, a pain starting deep inside him, low in his belly that makes him want to curl up and protect it. Rook is still fucking him, kissing stinging-hot lines of kisses down his back, and the heavy drag of his cock inside Nice has started to become familiar. Pain melds easily into pleasure, and it’s easiest to float, to keep his legs spread wide, cheek pillowed against the bedspread, lying in his own wet spot while Rook uses his body for his pleasure.

      Maybe he’s right, Nice thinks, a little dazed. Maybe this is what he’s good for.

      When Rook eases of him, the better to turn Nice over so he can fuck him face to face, Nice is too limp to resist. He lets Rook position him, weak as a kitten, only mewling with discontent when Rook’s cock is taken out of him and sobbing softly as it’s thrust back in.

      The next orgasm builds slow, a slowly cresting wave threatening to overwhelm the shore and everything on it, reminding Nice of some of the documentaries he’s seen—Tsunamis do this, tsunamis that level whole cities. He panics because the pleasure is billowing inside him, overwhelming, and he knows—he knows it’s going to sweep him away like one of those tsunamis.

      He tightens under Rook, which makes the man above him groan. Nice’s fingers tighten in the sheets, clawing for purchase.

      “Don’t,” he gasps. “Don’t—I don’t want to come again. You have to—have to stop.”

      Rook—does stop, fluid, easy motions dragging to a complete halt, but it hardly matters. It hardly matters because he’s still inside him, and that one easy thing feels so good. The pleasure is still choking him, panicking him when he realizes he’s going to come to the feeling of Rook’s thick length in his hole.

      “No,” he whimpers, seizing up. “No, no, no…”

      “It’s alright,” Rook says, holding him tight. It feels like he’s holding him together. “You’re alright, just breathe. Breathe. Look at me.”

      And it’s—terrifying, upsetting. Nice wants to squeeze his eyes shut tight and pretend he’s anywhere else, but Rook’s voice sounds so urgent, and so he looks. His eyes are so gold and deep, dizzying in their intensity. Nice claws onto restraint, forcing himself not to give into the pleasure, but at last he falls. The feeling inside him just feels so good, and he tips into terrifying pleasure, sobbing like a scared child, but Rook’s arms are solid around him, and his eyes are an anchor.

      It hurts, but he doesn’t die.

      “Hhngh—”

      He spurts across his belly, cock spasming weakly, cum dribbling from his slit, and Rook rubs his thumb through it. He rubs it into Nice’s belly, into his flank and legs and spent, weeping cock that’s soft and hurts to touch.

      His ass feels… wet, and when Rook pulls out, a gush of pearly cum leaks from his hole, wetting the sheets. Nice is so mortified that he starts to cry.

      “Are you okay?” Rook asks, touching his cheeks.

      Nice nods. He shakes his head. “I don’t know,” he whispers. Because in all of that… he gets maybe a few seconds of relief but no more.

      It seems monstrous after all of that that he still wants more, but his body is stirring. He pants up at Rook weakly, bleary-eyed, vision blurry, and presses a kiss to about where he thinks his mouth is. He misses, ending up with his mouth on Rook’s finely pointed chin instead, scraping his teeth against it, mouthing blindly like an animal searching for milk until Rook murmurs and fits their mouths together. He slips his tongue into Nice’s mouth, lets him feel how hot and alive he is. Nice moans into it, surging against him.

      Rook lets him break away to pant and catch his breath, Nice lying on the pillow, hair fanned out around him with tears in his eyes.

      “Oh god, I’m sorry,” Nice sobs. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

      “Nothing,” Rook says, pressing an incongruously chaste kiss to his forehead. “Nothing at all. You can have me,” he promises. “As much as you want, for as long as you want.”

      His gold eyes glint in the light. He reaches for Nice who reaches back for him, and it’s just as he says—he indulges him as much as he wants, for as long as he wants. Rook hums a song, and it’s a very old lullaby.

      Eventually, Nice will lose consciousness, and Rook can try to make it easy.
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      Nice is so, so sore when he finally wakes up. He squints against the light, hissing as it hits his eyes and instinctively drawing the covers up around himself.

      “How are you?” Rook asks.

      “Sore,” Nice croaks. He winces sharply. His throat hurts. His jaw aches. Rook had fucked his mouth again after his ass had gotten too sore and fucked out to keep going.

      Rook passes him a cup of water, and he gulps it down, relishing the cool relief. He passes the cup back, and Rook takes it and sets it on the nightstand.

      “It’s too bright,” Nice complains.

      “You’ll get used to it.”

      Once the light stops feeling like it’s stabbing him directly in the brain and Nice can fully open his eyes, he sees that the light isn’t coming from the lamp by the bedside like he had thought. Instead it’s coming from the large picture window that opens out onto the second floor walkway, sunlight slatting in through the blinds.

      “Did I sleep all night?” Nice asks, trying to sit up and immediately regretting it, crying out when the movement lights up an unholy pain in his backside.

      “Yes,” Rook says, sounding a little amused by Nice’s predicament.

      Nice gives up, collapsing back against the bed instead of torturing himself further. His head feels clearer than it did last night. He’s sober again, and he can’t believe— he’s done a lot of things in his short life, fucked a lot of people, made some real choices, but he’s never acted the way he did last night.

      “I’m sorry,” Nice says tentatively. “If I acted weird last night. I don’t think I was feeling like myself.”

      “Then who were you feeling like?”

      Nice doesn’t answer that.

      Someone had cleaned him up while he slept. Nice doesn’t remember when exactly he passed out, but he does remember how many times they fucked, how many times he came. He was coated in cum by the end of it, his skin sticky with sweat and tears and semen, Rook’s cum dribbling out of his loose and gaping hole.

      He’s clean and dry now, although he feels bruised all over. He’s also still naked, and looking over, he can see that Rook is nude, too. He wears it well, and Nice feels like he can appreciate Rook’s body in a way he hadn’t been able to last night. For all that he’d done more than his fair share of touching, he hadn’t at any point really taken the time to look.

      Rook’s whole body is long and lean, beautiful with the kind of build that Nice associates with swimmers and ice dancers. He’s also not self-conscious at all, if the way he stretches out beside Nice is anything to go by, his head propped lazily on a hand as he watches Nice’s silent appraisal of him. He quirks a warm, playful smile at Nice that hits him somewhere low in his belly, like a warm, fuzzy heat.

      It’s ridiculous that Nice could feel something as romantic as butterflies for someone who isn’t Ren. That isn’t what this is, or at least that’s what he tells himself. When he thinks of Ren, Nice tries to sit up again. He was gone the whole night and didn’t come back—didn’t call or text. He needs to or Ren will worry.

      The thought hits him with a stab of fear. For all that Nice has always done exactly what he wants and trusted everyone else in the world to follow along, he does worry, although he hides it well. He worries that each time—each stroke of madness, each terrible thing he does—will be the last straw. That Ren will finally leave like he probably should.

      He cries out at the pain, frustrated by his own weak body.

      “Hey,” Rook says, pushing him gently back down. “Hey, what do you need? Tell me, and I’ll get it.”

      “My phone,” Nice says, biting his lip and trying not to cry.

      It would be too embarrassing to cry in front of a stranger for this—too revealing. His eyes are welling up when Rook finds Nice’s phone in his jacket pocket, and Rook looks at him curiously but doesn’t ask, handing him the slim silver cell phone, as requested.

      There are no missed calls and no missed texts, and Nice is at once relieved and gutted. There’s a pain in his chest—maybe Ren didn’t miss him at all. It catches him off-guard, and he stares at the cheerful, colorful pixels on his screen until the display flickers off, then he taps it with a finger to bring it back to life and does it again.

      “Do you need to call someone?” Rook asks.

      Nice pictures it—calling Ren naked from someone else’s bed, bite marks and fingerprints bruised all over his body, barely able to walk because he let someone else stick it in him so many times. He feels so sick. Ren deserves so much better than that.

      “No,” Nice sighs, letting the phone slip from his hand and onto the floor, lying back on one of the pillows to stare at the ceiling.

      “I have a boyfriend, you know,” Nice says.

      Rook doesn’t know what he’s supposed to say.

      “…that seems unfortunate for him.”

      “It is,” Nice says. “I’m the worst. Do you need me to get out of your hair?”

      “No,” Rook says. “You can stay a while.”
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