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There were three more hours before Manacle, the BDSM bar he formerly owned and now co-managed, opened, but Lin Mooney was always early to work. He liked to check over everything before leather clad men and a few women came in to peel their vanilla lives off and be free to be themselves. 

He locked the door of his newly purchased truck, a 2011 Ford F150, and started for the entrance which was below street level on the corner of the block. He was thinking about the equipment in the subbasement, the floor below the club itself where the playrooms were located. There were three pair of leather cuffs that needed replacing on one of the benches, hinges on a metal rack that needed to be oiled and three leather pads on various tables that needed repairing. 

Travis Walton, the owner, offered to have a crew come in to do the jobs, but Lin had never trusted anyone else to do the maintenance on equipment. If there was one thing left undone, it could hurt one of the submissives bound there and that was completely unacceptable. The men and women that came to the club deserved to feel confident in the place. Not one injury had happened on his watch, and he’d been a Dom for over thirty years. 

As he rounded the corner, he pulled the big set of keys from the front pocket of his jeans and started down the concrete stairs. Halfway down, he saw something that moved his already damaged heart right up into his throat. There was a man crumpled on the ground in front of the door, black-haired head between long thin legs and hands clasped in back of his neck. 

Lin rushed down the last few stairs and crouched down to the man. “Hey, buddy! Hey! You all right?”

When the head moved and his face was revealed, Lin saw that it was a former patron of the place who had disappeared a year or so earlier. The face looking up at him was Joey Pino. “Master Lin...”

His voice was weak and his eye was swollen and bruised. This was not the brash, overly confident submissive he’d been when he last darkened Manacle’s door, wreaking havoc on the other subs and most of the Doms. “Joey, kid, what happened to you?”

“I don’t...I didn’t know where else to go,” he said, then a sob slipped from him that made Lin’s heart hurt. “Please...I don’t want anyone to see me like this.”

Lin didn’t know what exactly to do, but he did know that he didn’t want anyone to see Joey like this either. Not here where people could get the wrong idea of what happened in the club. He easily picked up Joey from around the chest and helped him to his feet. “I’ll take you to the hospital.”

“No!” Joey’s dark blue eyes were wild with fear. “No hospitals, please. He could find me!”

Lin didn’t know who he was, but the terror in the young man’s face was reason enough to not want to freak him out even more. “Fine. I’ll take you to my house. There is a doctor I know that can come and look you over.”

Joey slumped in Lin’s arms and nodded. “Thank you, Master Lin.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

oooOooo

Nathan Lee, chief doctor at the Apishipa Creek Clinic and Trauma Center, pulled up in front of the house and Lin waved to him from the porch. Nathan had his little black bag, and his face was set for business. 

The man was one of the best Doms Lin knew, he and his partner, Mark Rafferty, known to everyone in the club and Apishipa Creek as Pappy, had a sub they shared and loved, Dayton Binx. If anyone could keep quiet about Joey’s injuries, it was Nathan, who knew how people could talk and judge. 

“Where is he?”

Just like he liked. Right to it. “He’s in the spare bedroom. He’s beat up pretty bad,” Lin told him as they passed through the living room heading for the hallway.

Nathan was in the room and his face showed his concern, but his words were brusque, “Who the hell got hold of you, boy?”

Joey rolled his eyes and turned away on the pillow. “Just forget the questions.”

Lin felt like giving the already mangled kid another couple of smacks. “In this house, you will respect a Dominant or you can crawl your bloody and bruised ass out!”

Nathan set a gentle hand on Lin’s arm. “Would you stay? In case I need you?”

In other words, stay but shut the fuck up. Lin grumbled and stood by as Nathan sat on the bed and told Joey, “I don’t need to know the details, but I need to know all of the injuries. Are you able to undress?”

From Lin’s recollection, the kid had never been afraid to strip down if it got him what he wanted, but now he said, “I’d rather not.”

Lin was about to say something, but Nathan put his hand up and stopped him. “I understand it’s a little embarrassing. If a Dom did this, he needs to be reported. He could do this again to someone else.”

Joey turned over and yelled at Nathan, “It wasn’t a Dom, it was a bunch of subs!”

Lin was struck dumb. He’d thought surely an untrained Dom had gotten hold of him and hurt him. Subs? That made no sense. Well it wouldn’t if it were anyone else besides Joey Pino. “Joey, what did you do?”

Nathan looked at him like he hit Joey with a club, but Joey nodded and said, “I imagine people laid bets on how soon it would happen. Well it did, who wins the pool?”

Lin told Nathan, “I’ll explain Joey’s...issues, later. Right now, fix him up, Doc, okay?”

oooOooo

Brandon planted a kiss on his slave’s neck as they spooned on the couch and grunted in his ear, “Is that what you want, Sid?”

Sidney’s stuttering breath told Brandon that indeed, the scene between the Dom and two hot subs was turning him on tremendously. The answer was quiet and unsure. “Yes, Master.”

They didn’t often watch porn, but the night called for it. They were home together and, for the first night in many weeks, they weren’t working on their home. Neither was up for a full scene, both exhausted like they’d been much of the time lately. So Brandon thought they could watch a scene on television, then spend the rest of the evening making slow, relaxed love. 

He had two fingers in Sidney’s ass as the movie showed a dildo inside of one of the subs, the other being fucked by the Dom’s massive dick. “You want to be fucked with a dildo?”

Sidney looked over his shoulder and did a terrible job of holding back a smile. “No, Sir. I want you.”

Brandon took out his fingers and pulled Sidney’s shoulder, letting him flip onto his back. “You want me?”

Sidney gazed at him with devotion. “More than anything else, Master.”

Brandon kissed him deeply, the only way he knew how to kiss Sidney. He could try a thousand times to give him pecks and quicker kisses, but they inevitably turned deep and fervent. When the kiss ended, he opened his eyes slowly, seeing his slave’s handsome face, and he gave a sigh. “You get more beautiful every day. How is that possible?”

“You fall more in love with me every day. Like I do with you, Master.”

It was true, there was no argument. The more he knew this man, this large, muscled man, who towered over him and yet knelt at his feet gladly, he couldn’t help but fall more in love. “The house is coming along. I swear once it’s done...”

“I know, we’ll have more time together. Time like this. I’m not feeling neglected.”

Sidney’s gray eyes shone that he was telling the truth, and it was a relief for Brandon, who was busy from the time he woke to the time he fell to sleep. 

He was the co-manager of the leather bar, Manacle, with Sidney’s father, Lin. When he wasn’t busy there, he was working on the 1919 Victorian house he’d bought when he and Sidney got together. It was a chore, but one he loved. He’d spent years fixing up older houses and selling them, and he did it now for his own pleasure. 

One of the few things he’d brought over from his last home, an apartment over a warehouse done in an industrial design, was the bed in the bedroom. It was a king-sized marvel that sat on a huge iron cage where Sidney slept most nights, chained to one of the bars. 

Tonight, he’d be sharing the bed with Brandon.

“I hope not, in fact, I’ve thought maybe we could do something different. Something totally kinky to make up for our lack of quality time. If you’ll agree, Sid.”

Sidney’s face was blank, but Brandon knew his boy well. He knew the wheels were turning in that brilliant mind of his. “Anything you ask of me, Sir.”

Brandon traced over his lips, beautifully shaped lips, and said, “No, actually, this is something that is in the contract that we must discuss first. About adding another to our playtime. I was thinking of getting a pretty sub from the club and having him come for a night of excitement once the stairs are finished.”

Again, a blank expression was given to him, and while frustrating, he didn’t reprimand Sidney for it. “Do you have someone in mind, Master?”

“No. No one in particular. It was something I wanted to talk to you about before I thought about looking for possibilities.”

Sidney was thoughtful for a long moment. His eyes, though, never left his Master’s. “I think if it would make you happy, it would be amazing, Sir.”

Relief flooded him. It was a touchy subject to bring up in any kind of relationship. “Good. The rules?”

Sidney closed his eyes, remembering the contract, which Brandon had made him memorize. “There would never be another Dom involved in a sexual act with us. I belong to you and only you. No other man will ever fuck me. If we invite a submissive to join us, then we would have the option of both fucking him or neither. You would never leave me out.”

“That’s paraphrased, but I will allow it this once.”

Sidney grinned shyly. “It’s been a long day, Sir.”

“Yes, it has. And you look tired. Maybe we can make love another night.”

Sidney shook his head and turned around completely, nuzzling it under Brandon’s chin. No small feat considering Sidney was bigger than Brandon. “No,” Sidney yawned and nuzzled deeper. “I want my Master.”

Brandon watched Sidney’s eyes closing and the small smile fade from his parting lips as his breathing softened and became shallow almost immediately. He kissed the tip of Sidney’s nose and smiled as he fell asleep. 

oooOooo

Joey stepped into the living room quietly, but Lin still heard him. “What you doin’ up? Doc told you to take it easy and not walk around until those ribs and shit are healed up some.”

Joey didn’t listen. Big surprise! He came over to the couch and sat on the edge, staring over at Lin. “Did you tell him? I mean, what did you tell him?”

Lin knew he meant Nathan. “I told him the truth.” He saw Joey look away, ashamed or embarrassed. “Listen, Joey, I told you a long time ago, if you go sticking your nose into other men’s relationships, it was gonna get cut off one day. Now, what those boys did to you wasn’t right, but you had it coming nonetheless.”

“You don’t even know what happened.”

Lin huffed and said, “Let me guess. I would bet money you found one of the hot Doms up there in Denver, one that all the little subbies lusted after, and thought, Hey I’m Joey, and I’ll get that Dom for myself. The fact that he probably had a sub already didn’t faze you, because you’re Joey and you are the cutest little thing in a jockstrap and no other sub could compare.”

Joey winced as he tried to stand, so he sat back down. “How was I supposed to know he had subs?”

“More than one, huh? Then how come you said he’d find you?”

Joey had olive skin, the smoothest and prettiest skin Lin had ever seen in fact, but that was one of the sub’s problems. He had a lot of pretty things that outshone the other boys and he knew it. Flaunted it. When he was still a regular at Manacle, he’d tried to get Travis Walton, the owner. His sub, Lonnie Lane and he were fighting, and Joey tried to sweep in and get the Dom all to himself. The rest of the subs in Manacle liked Lonnie, though, so they froze Joey right out and he hadn’t been seen back there since. Lin heard from some friends in Denver that he’d gone there, frequenting the big leather club, Chaps.

“The biggest of the Dom’s boys said he wouldn’t be happy until he either beat me to death or drove me so far away no one I knew could find me.”

Ouch. That had to be rough. “Well, you are safe here. No sub, or Dom neither, will hurt you under my watch. I am guessing that is why you came back here. No place like home to lick your wounds.”

Joey’s smile was beautiful. “Thank you, Master Lin.”

If it wasn’t for the fact he was desperately in love with another man, he would be sorely tempted to make Joey feel better in dirty and delicious ways. As it was though... “Listen you little idiot, you can stay here for as long as you need. I wouldn’t suggest you go into Manacle anytime soon. I ain’t talking about that sub finding you, but because you didn’t leave there much better. I’d never let another person hurt you like this, but I can’t watch out for you twenty four seven, either. Rest up and figure out what’s next.”

Joey turned his dark blue eyes on Lin and for the first time, Lin saw a human looking back. “Can I ask you something?”

“Yeah, sure, kid.”

“Have you ever known a guy...well a sub, change into a Dom?”

Lin had heard this question before. “Look, Joey, if you are thinking of becoming a Dom over 

this-”

“No! I don’t mean that. When I was in Denver...before that Dom caught my eye, I was with a couple who already had subs, and well, I joined in as like a middle guy. He made me dominate his sub and it felt good. I liked it.”

Lin turned to him fully, squinting his eyes at the boy, whose face looked a little less swollen, but not much. “Then you are talking about being a switch. I’ve met a lot of men who figured that out later in life. Sure, you liked it, you have a very dominant personality, but you’re a sub. Well, at least partially. The turn on wasn’t only the domination of that sub, it was having his Dom tell you to do it. Am I wrong?”

Joey played with the scab on his lip for a minute with his tongue. “Yeah, yeah, you’re right. I mean, the whole thing was a turn on, except it was hard not being the only sub there.”

“You wanted all of the attention, but you had it. They were both giving it to you. I think this may be perfect for someone like you. You want to be the only sub, but with most Tops that just isn’t the way it is. I know a few men who are in monogamous relationships with their subs, but normally the nice thing about the lifestyle is that others can come in to play now and then. We don’t look down on it like vanilla culture. Unless you find that Dom who wants only you, you are going to be forever looking over your shoulder. And if you did get it, that Dom devoted to only you, you probably wouldn’t want him anymore.”

Joey’s swollen eyes got big as he whined, “That’s not true!”

“My ass! You want the Doms you can’t have. They need to be a challenge or you are bored.”

Joey slumped in recognition that Lin’s words were true.

“Listen Joey, you are smart and old enough to know when you have to change or give up the game. What are you now, thirty?”

“I’d rather not say.”

Lin laughed heartily. “Thirty or older, then!” 

Joey got up and walked to the front window, peeking out of the curtain like he thought the people who’d hurt him were waiting outside for him. “So, change...turn into a switch? How the hell does that help me?”

“Well, for one, you would better understand how hard it is for a Dom. You know, just because we wield the paddles, doesn’t make us in charge.”

“I know. We have the power because we have the safeword.”

After pushing his massive body up, he walked over to the window and closed the curtain fully, flipping Joey around to face him as gently as he could with the frustration the boy was causing him. “You do. And you, my dear boy, have more power than most and you use it in the wrong way. Maybe a Dom and a sub, two men, both keeping your attention is what you need.”

“Maybe.” Joey looked up into Lin’s eyes, the two men as different as night and day Lin, wise, tall and muscled; Joey, small, dark and clueless. “Will you teach me?”

Lin rolled his eyes and let go of Joey’s shoulders. Fuck! That is just about the very last thing he needed right then. One look at him, though, made him cave. The look on Joey’s face made him look years younger, his almond eyes open and expectant. Lin was too fucking soft.

“Fine.”

Joey’s abused face lit up and Lin pointed to the hall. “Not until you’re well! Now go back to bed or I will add a lump or two to that hard head of yours.”
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Chapter 2
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Sidney looked out of the kitchen window and saw Andy White struggling with an apple tree, the burlap wrapped roots skimming the ground. Of course he was struggling, he was a hundred pounds soaking wet. That tree must be heavier than he was. Sidney set the paintbrush on the can and headed for the newly replaced back door. And once through it, he yelled, “Andrew, let me give you a hand!”

Andy was a stubborn thing, a true Brit like himself. He met Andy at a mental hospital Sidney’s ex-boyfriend had put him into and Andy had helped his Master break him out of it. Now Andy lived in the states, in a house in Apishipa Creek, working for a local man doing landscaping. So far he’d done all of the landscaping on Brandon and Sidney’s new yard and he was wonderful at the job.

“I’ve got it,” he yelled in his British accent. “Don’t bother wit it.”

Sidney went to the man and easily picked the tree out of his hand. “I said I’d help. You can go into the kitchen and paint the trim if you are so put out.”

Andy screwed up his face and ran to keep up with the bigger man as Sidney carried the tree to the back yard where Brandon wanted the small orchard. He set the tree down by the already dug hole and smiled at Andy warmly. Andy was warm, but in a different way. “I could’ve gotten it!”

“Andy, you need to know when to ask for help sometimes.”

Sidney laughed as Andy jumped down into the hole and ordered him, “Give it here, then!”

Sidney moved the tree into place, narrowly missing Andy’s small feet and Andy turned the trunk one way then the other until it was perfectly centered, then knelt to cut the burlap. “You have a bit of paint on your nose.”

Sidney reached up and rubbed the white smudge off. “And you v dirt in your pretty, long hair.”

Andy finally cracked a smile as he stood, took out his hair tie and shook his head like a dog, letting the soft, light brown hair fly. “Betta?”

“Betta.”

He winked and knelt once more, taking his pocket knife to the twine. “How is the house coming, then?”

Sidney looked back at the three story monstrosity that he loved almost as much as he loved Brandon and said, “Brilliant. The kitchen is finally finished except for the painting, the front stairs are coming along and we have a new floor in the parlor.”

“Too much bother if you ask me, all that! Why not purchase a house already built and fixed proper?”

No wonder his Master teased him for his accent getting thick when he was around Andrew. Andy didn’t try to tame his a bit. “It’s a labor of love. At least, that’s what Brandon calls it, doesn’t he?

“Bullocks.”

Sidney grinned wider and told him, “Come in for a glass of juice when you are finished there, right?”

“Sounds good.”

Sidney went back in, taking his paintbrush and looking around the thick, ornate molding. The kitchen was lovely, big and roomy, the new appliances were set behind cabinets that made them blend in with the original look they were going for. The huge stove was a replica of a wood burning one of the same era of the house, but with gas burners. The floors were polished reclaimed wood they’d taken from the other rooms. They’d found an antique oval table in Denver recently that Brandon had sanded and painted the same white as the trim, and the plaster walls were painted a lemon yellow that was popular in the early 1900s. 

He was proud of the work they’d done, although it had taken a lot of their precious private time. They worked together on a lot of it, however, and as long as he could look across the room and see his Master, shirtless and working a planer over a piece of wood, he didn’t mind not being bound to the table and fucked. Well, not quite as much.

“Where’s that juice, then?”

Andy was in the doorway, and he was a mess. “Right! I’ll bring it outside and we’ll drink on the patio.”

Andy looked down at his hands and then up at the fresh, wet white paint and smiled wickedly. “Afraid I’ll shake my head again?”

“Wicked boy! Go!”

Andy had a great laugh. With his size, it was so close to a giggle, although when he caught himself, he deepened his voice. Sidney loved him like a brother, which was weird for him, being that Andy and his father, Lin, were mad for each other. 

If Lin wasn’t so damned stubborn, they’d be together already. He had fallen from the moment he’d seen the beautiful young Andy as they helped rescue Sidney and almost as suddenly decided the man was too young for him. Not to mention the heart trouble he’d had a few years before and how worried he was that he’d have to leave Andy to grieve for him. 

Lin wouldn’t listen to reason, the obstinacy was extraordinary. Andy had not moved on, though. Sidney knew he was biding his time until Lin came around, and Sidney’s biggest fear for his friend was that Lin wouldn’t change his mind. 

Sidney set down Andy’s juice in front of him on the old fashioned picnic table they’d found at a garage sale in St. Martin, the city down the mountain from them. “So is Mr. Cline still having you mow his hill?”

Andy groaned and put his forehead down on the table, his hair covering the side of his face so that he was out of view. “I hate the old bastard!”

“It can’t possibly be that bad.”

He looked at Sidney like he’d like to hit him. “It’s all downhill! What madman plants a lawn downhill?” After they laughed, Andy drank his juice as he looked around the yard. “So, have you seen your father?”

That answer was rough for them both. Lin avoided Sidney’s home because he feared Andy would be there doing the landscaping or visiting his best friends in the area. “So sorry, bloke. He’s still avoiding the place.”

With a shrug of one shoulder, he said, “I’m not bothered. He’ll come ‘round.”

Andy was confident, even though Sidney thought his confidence was misplaced. Once Lin made up his mind about something, it was rarely turned. 

Brandon pulled into the drive, the reflection of the sun on the windshield announcing him. “It’s my Master.”

“I’ll never understand all that bullocks.”

“Another reason you’ll never understand my father,” Sidney said, then regretted it, the younger man’s face fell and he looked ready to scream. “I’m so sorry, Andy. It’s just that my father’s lived this lifestyle all of his life. Well, once he was grown.”

“I need to go.” He got up and gave Sidney a wave. 

“No, stay, please?”

Andy ignored him and left as quickly as possible and Sidney wanted to kick himself, but didn’t have the time. He ran inside and hoped to get to the front door before Brandon, but he was too late. Brandon was leaning against the doorjamb with his brow raised. “Sir! I’m sorry, Andy was here and I was busy.”

“Too busy to see to my needs?”

Sidney noticed the bag in his hand and the others on the porch. He knew he was in for it. “I’ll get them directly, Master.” 

As he tried to get past Brandon, he was pulled in for a luscious kiss that made him forget where he was. The second Sidney pulled away, Brandon’s breath was on Sidney’s lips as he said, “I am going to punish you, Sid.”

That sounded like the best idea Brandon had had in days. Trying to look sorry, he lowered his head. “I understand, Sir, and I deserve punishment.”

“Slut. You want to be hurt, don’t you?”

Sidney couldn’t lie to his Master. Ever. “Sir, anything you decide, I will follow.”

Brandon lifted his chin and stared him in the eye. “It’s easier to believe that when you don’t have that little smile on your face.”

He hadn’t realized he was smiling in the least. “Sir.”

Another kiss was granted him, and it melted him. Damn, his Master was sexy. Brandon pulled back and fixed his Buddy Holly glasses higher on the bridge of his nose. Sidney moved past him then and grabbed the rest of the bags. When he stood up straight again, he saw that Brandon had been looking at his ass and he felt his face heat considerably. 

“That is one fine ass, Sid. It will be even finer later when I put some stripes across it.”

Sidney knew what he was doing. When they had guests, Sidney was allowed to tend to their needs before he served his Master. Having Andy there had given him leeway, but Brandon was missing their play as much as Sidney was. “I thought you had to work tonight, Sir.”

“You’re coming with me. We’ll scope out a few sweet boys and maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you pick one to take into the playrooms.”

His voice was clipped, but there was an undertone of pure mirth. Sidney grinned, hiding the worry he had over the whole idea and said, “Master, you are too good to me.”

“I know.”

When the groceries were put away, Brandon bent his slave over the table and pulled down the loose sweat pants he wore around the house when there was a chance others would be there, and he gave him several hard slaps to his ass before he ordered Sidney to stay still while he took the belt from his pants and folded it to fit in his hand. “I think fifty. What do you think?”

These were always trick questions. “Sir, I think whatever you think.”

Brandon brought the belt down hard, leaving a sting he’d feel for hours. “What have we said about that? When I ask you for a number, you fucking give me a number, slave!”

The strike had hurt like hell. He loved it. “Sir, I think thirty, Sir.”

He got another strike, the leather whizzing through the air before it hit with a loud snap across the left cheek of his ass. The pain reverberated through his skin, crawling fast down his legs and up to his lower back. The biggest hit, though, was the way it zinged right to his cock. “Thank you, Sir!”

“Slut.”

Brandon tossed the belt aside on the table and took his pants down so he could slap Sidney’s ass with his cock. “Whose ass is this?”

“It’s your ass, Sir!” Damn right it was. That ass was all Brandon’s.

“Want to be fucked?”

God, when Brandon was in a mood, he could make Sidney crazy with an arousal that ate his insides alive. “I do, Master. I want to be fucked.”

“I’m sure you do, because you are a slut for my cock. Aren’t you, Sid?”

Sidney swallowed and felt his cock throb. “I am a slut for your cock, Sir.”

“Good boy. Face on the table and spread those legs,” Brandon commanded and Sidney, as always, was quick to comply. “Good.” Brandon set his stiff meat at the crease of Sidney’s ass and began to run it up and down, right in the crease, hands spreading Sidney’s ass apart so Brandon’s thick cock had the room. He moved seductively behind Sidney, the pace starting to make friction, heating him through. “I seem to have forgotten, have we fucked in the kitchen yet, Sidney?”

A groan escaped Sidney’s throat. “Twice, Sir.”

Brandon’s cock making its infuriatingly hot pass over and over, each time the head skimmed over his hole, he wanted to scream. “Twice...hmm. Only twice? Are you sure?”

Fucking teasing bastard! “Yes, Master, it’s twice!”

His Master started to chuckle. “Frustrated, Sid? Ready to beg?”

That wasn’t fair at all! Brandon changed his mind so much. Sometimes he loved it when Sidney begged and other times he was punished for it. “Sir, you’re trying to trick me!”

When Brandon was in this mood he could make the most evil sounds, like the laugh that came from him then. “I am. Such a smart boy, I own. So will you? Will you beg for my cock, or won’t you?”

His mind was spinning through the lustful haze, thinking fast, because if he didn’t answer in a timely manner, he would get punished and go without the fucking. “No, Sir. I will wait patiently for you to fuck me at your own time and pleasure!”

Brandon swung his arm and slapped Sidney’s ass. Sidney flinched, from not expecting it. That was dumb! He knew that he should always expect the unexpected from his Master. It was one of the things he loved the most about their play. “Good answer, but you flinched! Two for flinching!”

Sidney couldn’t help it, and he started laughing at the old children’s game, two for flinching. Suddenly laughter was rolling out of him and he couldn’t stop it. When his own laughter quieted just enough to hear his Master, he heard the same kind of obnoxious laughter from him. He chanced it and turned his head to see Brandon backed up to the kitchen island, holding his stomach, tears coming down his face.

He turned fully and pulled up his sweats, grabbing his Master into an embrace and holding him as they laughed together, then ended up kissing. Everything they did ended in desperate kisses, each one more heated and loving than the last. God, this man was love.

“You are such a bad slave!”

“I know, Sir.”

Brandon looked into his eyes, the devotion there threatening to knock them both down. “I love you, babe. You’re so beautiful when you laugh.”

“Not as beautiful as you are, Brandon. I love you, you weird, silly man.”

He got a playful slap to the rump for that and Brandon pushed back from him. “Now! Let’s finish this painting and get ready for the club. Your fucking will have to wait til then.”

Sidney nodded and kissed the side of Brandon’s mouth, chuckling still. “Yes, Sir.”

oooOooo

He drove by the house, well the road to the house, for the tenth time in a month. Maybe it was more than that. Always at night, always in the dark. He didn’t want to be seen. He loved the little fucker, from the second he’d laid eyes on him all those months ago, but Lin Mooney was not a selfish man. He refused to let the sweet and beautiful Andrew White be left alone when he died early. 

The truck was low on gas, so he stopped at the little gas station in Apishipa Creek, hoping no one saw him. There was little chance of that. Travis and Lonnie were at Manacle and so were Sidney and Brandon. He’d called to make sure of that. Gerome, the main bouncer at Manacle, confirmed it for him a couple of hours before so he’d made the trek up the mountain from St. Martin and did what he did most nights now. Ate his bad heart out with longing for someone he refused to take.

Andy wasn’t only beautiful. He saw that right away. As he pumped gas into the tank of the F150, he remembered the boy’s smile. He remembered how brave he’d been to risk his job and risk jail to break Sidney out of that horrible place. Brave, stubborn, beautiful, and much too fucking young.

Another car pulled up and Lin stiffened, but it wasn’t anyone who was close to Sidney. If his son found out he’d been to Apishipa Creek while he wasn’t there, he’d have one of Sidney’s patented fits. No, but he did know the man. It was Dennis Lane, Lonnie Lane’s uncle and the City Councilman of Apishipa Creek. He was with a young woman and they were grinning and teasing one another before she got out of their car and went inside. 

“Lin? Hello!”

Damn it, he was spotted. “Hello Councilman. How are you?” Lin hung the nozzle back into the pump and shook Dennis’s hand, wanting more than anything to get out of there as fast as he could. 

“I’m great,” he said as he looked to the woman in the building, setting two bottles of soda on the counter and smiling like she was the happiest person on the planet. 
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