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        The darker the love … the sweeter the pain …

      

        

      
        Bruce Anderson has a dark past. He was forced to move away and abandon all of his relationships when his lover, Marshal Grady, threatened to expose him in a fit of jealous rage. One of those relationships was with Jackson, Marshal’s son.

      

        

      
        That was years ago, and Jackson is nineteen now. He’s in college and is trying to make a life on his own. It’s hard, though. He doesn’t have much money and is forced to live off of the help of others when he runs away from his controlling father.

      

        

      
        When Jackson finally gets to know Bruce again after so many years, he’s thrilled, but he’s also scared because he has thoughts and feelings he can’t control. When he was younger he’d always thought of him as a father figure, and now he sees him as the kind of lover he desperately needs … a Daddy.

      

        

      
        When Bruce takes Jackson into his home the tension becomes very intense, because Bruce has deep feelings for Jackson as well. Secret feelings he vows never to ever act on.

      

        

      
        Jackson knows Marshal spied on him. He says it was to protect him from Bruce, but Jackson finds out that most of the things his dad told him about Bruce were lies. Bruce doesn’t dare tell Jackson everything though … because he knows full well there is some truth mixed in.

      

        

      
        Bruce has dark desires that he has tried to suppress for years, but his secret feelings for Jackson bring them all up to the surface. He can’t stop thinking about the young man and all the things he wants to do to him. But the last thing Bruce wants is to hurt Jackson, who he used to mentor and care for.

      

        

      
        The closer Bruce and Jackson become the harder it is to deny their deep connection. But Bruce cannot let himself go. He know’s if he loses his grip the sadistic Dom side of him will emerge and he will lose all control. He knows no matter how much Jackson begs and pleads he won’t be able to stop himself from his desire to inflict pain and suffering on the young man he loves so deeply.

      

        

      
        Sugar Daddy: 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 with themes of BDSM, humiliation, and 24/7 relationships.
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      Jackson

      

      “Oh my god, you guys. Billy is so awesome. He looks just like … well, he looks like both of you,” I said as I gazed at my best friend’s newborn baby. I was holding him in my arms for the last few minutes before he was put down for his afternoon nap. After a long silence, I looked up at Ryan who had his eyes on his husband, Travis. For a moment I thought maybe I’d said the wrong thing.

      Ryan and Travis, the fathers of three-week-old Billy, looked strikingly similar, after all. Travis was considerably older than Ryan, but still, they could have been brothers. They never told me whose sperm had been used for the artificial insemination of their son. It’s possible that both of them donated and even they didn’t know who the actual father was. I never asked.

      When the two of them looked back at me they were both smiling.

      “Well, I think he has Ryan’s eyes,” Travis said. Then he leaned over and kissed Ryan on the lips.

      “But he’s already got your thick, dark hair,” Ryan said, glancing down at his son.

      “Okay,” I said with a laugh. “He’s got Ryan’s eyes and Travis’s hair. Either way, he’s awesome. I can’t wait to have one just like him.”

      I’d been holding Billy for a while, and I could tell by the way Ryan was fidgeting that he was itching to get him back into his arms, so I reluctantly handed the little bundle over. But I didn’t want to at all. I could’ve been happy holding that baby forever. Or any baby, for that matter. And that thought made me kind of sad, because I had no idea what I was doing in any part of my life.

      I was in college but I still didn’t know what I wanted to major in, or what I wanted to do for a career. I hadn’t had a boyfriend, or even a one night stand, in over a year, and on top of everything else I didn’t have a permanent place to live.

      And then there was the whole thing with my dad. He’d been getting harder and harder to live with every day. A few weeks ago, I basically had to block him on my phone so I didn’t have to put up with his incessant texts about where I was and when I was coming home. I had told him I was an adult and needed some space but he just didn’t get it.

      That’s why I moved in with Ryan and Travis. They needed help with the new baby, and I was more than happy to do anything they needed—dishes, cleaning, making dinner, yardwork … whatever. I’d even clean their gutters if they asked. Ryan was my best friend and I would do anything for him.

      But the main reason I moved was so I could live my life without getting yelled at by Marshall for once. That was my dad’s name, and what I had taken to calling him lately. He had stopped feeling like my dad and more like a prison warden for a long time now.

      And then there was Bruce. He was my dad’s boyfriend when I was a kid. They got together when I was little, and Bruce even lived with us for a few years. But he disappeared on my tenth birthday, and I hadn’t seen him since. Not until he showed up here out of the blue the other night.

      Ryan had cut his finger open while he was trying to slice a bagel in half—one of those things that sounds ridiculous until you see the blood gushing out into the sink. Travis totally freaked and told Ryan he had to go to the ER, and Ryan kept insisting he was fine—even though he was as white as a ghost. When he started to pass out at the sink Travis and I grabbed both of his arms so he didn’t fall over.

      We dragged Ryan through the house and Travis held him up while I opened the front door, and there was Bruce standing on the front porch ringing the doorbell. Of course, I went into silent panic mode. I didn’t tell Ryan at the time, but I was honestly relieved to go to the hospital with him and Travis. I couldn’t handle the thought of being alone with Bruce right then. It was overwhelming seeing him after all this time. I didn’t know what to do or say, and I couldn’t stop staring into his amazing eyes or at his insanely sculpted body. It was embarrassing.

      That was the thing that freaked me out the most. Seeing Bruce after so long was crazy, but after I got back from the hospital and had time to think, I realized I had a crush on him. On my dad’s ex-boyfriend. In the last three weeks I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him for one second.

      Everything about Bruce took my breath away. His piercing eyes, his massive shoulders, and especially the way his hands felt when he placed them firmly on my arms. As I stood there in the doorway, seeing him for the first time in years, my knees went completely weak and I could barely breathe. And I’d never met, or dated, or even fucked a single guy in my life that had that effect on me.

      I was so confused, not just by my feelings, but by the way everything had happened. I’d just been telling Ryan that I wanted a relationship kind of like the one he had with Travis. I knew what was going on with them. Ryan made sure I knew before I moved in. They didn’t want to freak me out, so they made sure I totally understood.

      They had what’s called a 24/7 relationship. Ryan was a submissive, and he was there for Travis to use—in any way he wanted—twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. When Ryan first told me, I have to admit I was a little freaked out. But I was also really intrigued. It was something I’d read about, but not something I’d ever experienced.

      I didn’t have much experience at all, to be honest. I considered myself a sub, mostly because that was the kind of stuff that turned me on when I looked for videos online. It really excited me to see men giving themselves over to other bigger, stronger men. And any time I fantasized, I was on my knees submitting to one of these powerful dudes. But I’d never been with anyone I trusted enough to let have control. Especially not total control like Travis had over Ryan.

      After Ryan explained their relationship to me, I told him that it sounded cool, and I said that I’d be interested in trying it out. I really liked the power exchange aspect and the fact that Travis was a lot older than Ryan, and I told him that. But then I laughed and joked that what I wanted more than anything was a sugar daddy to take care of me.

      I mean, I was kind of joking when I said that. I wasn’t really expecting some hot older man to roll up and fund my life, and it wasn’t like I wanted to take advantage of anyone. But I really had been wanting someone to make me feel safe and secure for a long time. Marshall was never very good in that department. He always made me feel like I was doing something wrong. Like I was in trouble for just existing.

      Bruce had actually been that for me—an older man who made me feel safe and secure. I didn’t realize it until I was older and thought back, but when I was a kid I felt more comfortable with him than with my own father.

      And that’s what scared me so bad. Bruce had been like a dad to me, and now I couldn’t stop thinking about him. About the way his touch made me feel, and how much I wanted him inside me. I even jerked off that first night thinking about it. The way he’d looked at me, the way he towered over me, the way his huge hands made me feel small and helpless, but so safe at the same time.

      Jesus, how sick can you get?

      “I’m gonna go for a walk,” I said to the two of them. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours. Do you want me to pick anything up from the store?”

      “Nah, we’re good,” Travis said, slapping me on the back. “I’m gonna barbecue some steaks tonight. We’re celebrating.”

      “Celebrating? Again?” Ryan asked as he flopped down onto the bed. “It’s been almost three weeks since Billy was brought here from the hospital.”

      “Well, I don’t know about you, but I’m still celebrating. And hey, I thought you loved my steaks.”

      “I do. But you can get too much of a good thing, you know.”

      “Well,” Travis said as he got on the bed next to Ryan. “What do you want for dinner, then?”

      “I don’t know, pizza sounds pretty good,” he said, his eyes lighting up.

      “Okay, pizza it is.”

      “You want me to pick it up while I’m out?” I asked. “I’m gonna hang out at the park for a bit, but I’ll be back by dinnertime.”

      “No, I’ll just order it and have it delivered. Probably around seven,” Travis said to me, then looked over at Ryan. “You think you can wait that long?”

      “How about six?” Ryan asked.

      Travis pulled his phone out of his pocket. “Why don’t we just order it now?”

      “Sounds good to me!” Ryan said.

      “Okay, one large with all meat and no vegetables for me, and one large with pepperoni, pineapple, and extra sauce for Ryan,” he said, tapping his order into his phone. “What do you want, Jackson?”

      “I’ll just eat whatever’s left over when I get back.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah, I’m good. I just need to get out for a little while.”

      “Okay, maybe I’ll order some breadsticks just in case.”

      “And a dessert cookie!” Ryan said.

      “And a dessert cookie,” Travis agreed, tapping on his phone again. “Okay, see you in a bit, Jackson.”

      I smiled at the two of them as they cuddled in bed, then turned and went down the hall. They’d both been so good to me since I ran away from Marshall’s house—the house I grew up in, where I was supposed to feel safe. It was ridiculous when I thought about it. I was almost nineteen years old, and I’d had to run away like a fucking kid just so I could be treated like an adult.

      I walked around the tree-lined streets of their neighborhood, feeling sad and alone, like I didn’t belong anywhere. When Bruce showed up on their doorstep that night he told me to call him anytime, but I couldn’t get up the nerve. Three weeks had gone by and I couldn’t bring myself to make the call, and it wasn’t because I didn’t want to see him. I wanted to feel his presence and see his piercing eyes more than anything.

      I made my way to a neighborhood park where Ryan and I usually brought Billy for his afternoon outing. I walked around for a bit, then sat down on one of the swings. I didn’t understand the things I was feeling at all. When Ryan had first told me that he was with Travis I thought it was so awesome … and incredibly hot. It didn’t seem like a big deal to me. So what if there was a couple decades age difference. It wasn’t anyone else’s business.

      But it was completely different now that it was Bruce I was thinking about. I mean, how would I even bring something like this up to him? He would probably think I was disgusting—a total freak. And even if I did manage to find a way to let him know I was interested in him in that way without having a total aneurysm, and we somehow fooled around, what would other people in the community say? You can’t just date your dad’s ex-boyfriend without people talking and judging. I mean, how would I even tell my dad?

      And as for Marshall, there are all the terrible things he said about Bruce. He told me when I was a little kid that Bruce left us because he was a horrible, selfish, evil person who had done all kinds of illegal things. He made me feel like we weren’t good enough to keep him there at home, even if we wanted to. He even said if I wanted Bruce there—after everything I’d been told about him—that I was just as sick as he was. He made me throw away everything Bruce had ever given me, and he made me delete any pictures I had of him.

      The thing is, no matter how much I tried throughout my life, I could never shake the feeling that Marshall instilled in me back then. The feeling that I wasn’t worthy of Bruce’s love, and that I was fucked up for even wanting it in the first place. That I was stupid for wanting Bruce to be like a dad to me, and for even secretly thinking of him as my dad in my head.

      Marshall had convinced me that I had believed everything Bruce had said to me, and that every single word was a lie. That he was probably off somewhere laughing with his friends about the stupid kid who fell for everything he dished out. The funny thing was, everything Marshall told me made me feel worse about myself than about anything else. He had a knack for doing that to me.

      So I sat there on the swing as the sky got dark and a chill filled the air, wishing for some miracle to help me feel like my life wasn’t a total waste. That I actually belonged somewhere, and with someone.

      “Jackson.”

      I was startled to hear my name, but even more startled by my body’s reaction. The deep, commanding tone sent tingles throughout my entire body. I looked up and it was Bruce. He was really there in the park, and he was standing just a few feet away from me.
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      Bruce

      

      Of course I felt like a total creep. When I saw Jackson a few weeks ago I handed him my number on a piece of paper like I was picking him up at a bar. It felt so cringy, but there was no other choice since he was rushing out the door to help his friend. He said he’d call and when he didn’t, I just couldn’t relax. I couldn’t think straight. I kept obsessing about what he was thinking, and I was sure he hated me for everything that happened.

      I loved that kid so goddamned much it was like taking a knife to the gut having to say goodbye to him eight years ago. But I couldn’t really even do that properly with Marshall forcing me to pack up in the middle of the night, then rushing me out the front door first thing in the morning just as Jackson woke up. As I gave him a hug I told him I’d see him again soon, but that was a lie. I knew Marshall wouldn’t let me anywhere near the boy. He wanted to hurt me as much as possible, and keeping Jackson far away from me was his plan.

      That and turning all my friends against me. All of our mutual friends anyway. My own buddies, the ones I’d made at various BDSM clubs around Portville, weren’t scared off by the rumors Marshall was spreading. Those freaks I hung out with at the dimly lit bars in the middle of the night turned out to be the ones who stuck by me through thick and thin.

      See, when you’re a freak hanging out with other freaks on the street you learn to trust your gut more than the words coming out of people’s mouths. You learn that everyone is a liar, even the buddies you hang out with every night. Your job is to figure out if the lies they tell are the not-so-bad kind—the ones that are nothing personal and are strictly for survival—or the fucked-up kind that might get you put in the slammer … or killed.

      It was pure instinct that kept me going when I just wanted to walk off the pier and sink to the bottom of the river. That instinct was what led me to the right people who said the right things and made me realize that it wasn’t the end of the world. The people who believed Marshall’s lies and ditched me weren’t worth a second glance.

      They also reminded me that time heals all wounds. I still had my life ahead of me, and Jackson had his. I just had to know deep in my heart that I’d see him again one day and I’d get a chance to explain everything to him.

      Those were the words I repeated to myself every night as I drifted off to sleep. That I would see Jackson again one day, and everything would come out. The words were my meditation every time I got a letter from Jackson that I couldn’t respond to out of fear of Marshall making good on his threats to go public with his inane stories.

      The problem was, there was some truth mixed in with his lies, and Marshall saved the worst as a threat. The one thing that hurt me most and would push every last person away. Especially the sexually uptight do-gooders—the kind that taught at Jackson’s school, or were the parents of his friends, or owned half the businesses around town. The people who ran things always seemed to be the first the judge, and the first to turn you away from their business if they didn’t agree with your lifestyle.

      So, to protect Jackson, I stayed away. I let him believe I was the jackass who ran out on him and his dad. That I was out in the world somewhere, living it up and ignoring his heartfelt letters while he cried himself to sleep. I hated myself for it, but I had no choice.

      But Jackson is eighteen now, and Marshall has no say anymore. He can still tell his lies and his stories, but I just have to take that risk. I’ve waited long enough, and I’m going to do everything I can to help that kid succeed. It doesn’t matter what it takes, Jackson will get everything he needs. I owe him that much, at the very least. What I want is to give him the world. Every single thing his heart desires. I just hope to god he actually wants to have anything to do with me.
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      “Hey, Bruce,” Jackson said as I stood there, a few feet away from the swing-set where he was sitting. After he saw me there he quickly glanced down at the ground and kicked at the dirt so the swing moved back and forth a bit. “Did Travis tell you where I was?”

      “He did. I hope you don’t mind that I came looking for you. I hadn’t heard from you and I just wanted to see how you were doing.”

      “Yeah, I’m sorry. I should’ve called. I wanted to, but …”

      Jackson paused, still staring at the ground. After almost a minute of silence I prodded him to continue.

      “But what?”

      “I don’t know. I guess I was scared.”

      That just about killed me. The last thing in the world I wanted was to hear those words coming out of his mouth. “What were you scared of?”

      He looked up at me, then back down at the ground. Then he took a deep breath.

      “Marshall told me that you’d done lots of bad stuff, and that if you didn’t leave they were going to arrest you, and maybe even us. He said that you only ever cared about yourself. That’s why it was so easy for you to leave, and that you never really loved either one of us. He said we both fell for your tricks, and he was going to do everything he could to make sure that didn’t happen again.”

      Jackson’s eyes moved up slowly until they met mine, and I could see the tears forming. I wanted to rush up to him and grab him and hold him tight, but I knew that would probably scare the daylights out of him. I had to be gentle. I had to take a deep breath and know that things would work out. I had to believe that my love for Jackson was stronger than Marshall’s hate for me.

      “None of that is true,” I said calmly and quietly. “I didn’t leave because I wanted to. If I had it my way I would have never walked out that door. I loved you so much, Jackson. I still do.”
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      Jackson

      

      Bruce’s eyes were so blue, and so intense, and I wanted to jump off the swing and into his arms. I wanted to tell him how badly I’d been wanting to be with him. That I’d never really believed any of that stuff. That he’d always been more like a dad to me than Marshall ever was. That I loved him all this time. I’d never stopped loving him.

      But I also wanted to tell him disgusting things, like how amazing his voice was and how it made my whole body tingle. And the way his eyes and his hands had made me feel that night three weeks ago. But of course, I couldn’t say anything about that, so I just stared up at him.

      “Really?” I asked, my voice sounding more hopefull than I’d expected. Almost like a little kid.

      Bruce nodded his head. “Yes, really. I know it might be hard for you to believe, especially since I haven’t been a part of your life for so long, but I’ve always loved you, Jackson. Leaving you and Marshall … it wasn’t a choice I made at all.”

      I wasn’t really sure what to say, so I kicked the ground and sent the swing back a few inches.

      “Are you too old to let me give you a push?” he asked.

      I looked up and Bruce had a smile on his face. It made my heart feel funny, like it was melting all over the place. “I don’t think so,” I said, smiling back.

      Bruce walked around the swing and grabbed the chains at the base, pulled me backward, then gave me a hard push. I immediately laughed out loud. It all seemed like a dream, but it was real. When I closed my eyes I felt like I was flying through the air, and when I opened them again I knew it was real. Bruce was right there with me.

      After a while he stopped pushing the swing and sat down next to me. “I don’t want to play the same kind of games your father has been playing for the last eight years. I have no interest in coming in between your relationship with him, and I don’t want to badmouth him at all. I just want to be able to see you, and talk to you. Is that something you want?”
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