
    
      
        
          
        
      

    





The Old Flame


by Layla Lewis




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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“That’s him there,” I tell Isaac, pointing to my yearbook one Sunday afternoon. “Bruce Braun.”

Isaac’s eyes widen. “Wow. Clive, you were not kidding.”

“I know. And he’s only gotten more handsome since then. He wears his hair shorter now, and it shows off his face. And a couple years ago, he grew this thick goatee that’s just perfect.”

“A couple years ago?” Isaac asks, curiosity in his voice. “You said he only got in touch with you recently—to tell you about the fifteen-year high school reunion.”

“I mean, we’ve been Facebook friends for a while,” I mutter, wishing Isaac didn’t always pick up on everything.

It’s a trait of his that I should have thought about before—weeks ago now—I started floating the idea of going to my high school reunion with my Dom. If I had thought more ahead of time, rather than giving in to the excitement of seeing Bruce Braun again, I would have had a better answer for the key question. The key question that Isaac had instantly zeroed in on:

Why did I suddenly want to see my high school classmates again, when there was clearly no love lost between me and these people who had largely either bullied me or ignored me in school?

And so I’d ’fessed up. I’d told Isaac all about Bruce Braun, and how he was definitely going to be at this reunion, because he was one of the organizers for it.

One thing led to another, and now here we are, staring at my old yearbook. At my old flame.

Isaac gives me an amused look. “Going online to stalk your former crush, in preparation for a high school reunion? Classic.”

I sniff. “I mean, is it so wrong of me to want to know if he’s available? You said I should feel free to step outside our relationship more often, like you do.”

“I know what I said,” Isaac replies levelly. “And I do want you to exercise that freedom. If you want to make a move for this guy, go for it. I’ll back you up. I’ll even be your wingman, if you like.”

It’s the permission I wanted from Isaac, and yet it doesn’t satisfy me in the least. I realize in a flash what the actual problem is.

“But he’s so much hotter than me!” I groan. “Just look at his face, and then look at my face, and tell me you think I could get a guy like that.”

Isaac shrugs. “You know I love your face, quirks and all.”

“But what do I have that could ever attract a guy like that?” I wail.

“Do you really want to go over all that again?” he asks neutrally.

“I mean. I guess there’s nothing new there, really,” I mumble.

He looks thoughtful. “Well, there is one new thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You discovered a certain... ability. To respond to a certain signal. I mean, now that we’ve got you all trained up and everything, I think you can list your accomplishments on your dating resume.” His eyes glitter.

I gape. He can’t have guessed. He can’t have.

I know I never said anything to Isaac about Bruce Braun’s kinkiness. About how, one vulnerable night in his car, my crush had confessed to me that his favorite fantasy was to see a guy cum on command in real life. And how probably it was no coincidence that one day, my body just decided it could do that, with Isaac, after my thinking about the idea for fifteen-plus years.

Has Isaac intuited something? And if so, has Isaac connected the dots the rest of the way? Does he realize that part of the secret thrill of me being trained to cum from our certain signal is the connection to my old flame?

I take the coward’s way out: denial.

“Isaac, sweetie, have you completely lost it? You don’t have any reason to think he’s into that sort of thing at all.”

Isaac shrugs. “Everyone’s kinky—”

“—Until proven otherwise,” I complete for him. “Yeah, so you keep saying. I still say you’re stretching the definition of ‘kinky’ awfully thin.”

“But what if he is kinky?” Isaac presses.

I give a noncommittal grunt and put my attention firmly back on the yearbook, hoping it will inspire a change of topic.

Isaac’s finger intrudes into my vision. He points to Bruce Braun. “That,” he says decisively, “might well be the face of someone who’s got a dirty little secret or two.”

I scoff. “You can’t tell by looking at someone’s face!”

Isaac meets my eyes. “Exactly. So I guess when you see this Bruce guy at the reunion, you’ll just have to ask him what his deal is.”

There’s a playful challenge in his tone; the kind he knows I can’t resist. Damn him.

“But—but—” I start to protest.

“Do I have to make that an order? To talk to this Bruce?” teases Isaac.

“Honestly sometimes that makes it easier,” I mutter, thinking of all the times Isaac’s “orders” have pushed me through my own reticence.

Isaac’s expression and voice go intense. “Alright then. At your high school reunion, you’re going to find your old friend Bruce,” he begins.

My nerves start feeling twitchy from just the thought of it. I moan and shake my head.

Isaac doesn’t give me an easy out. “And,” he continues, “you’re going to drop a few hints about what you’re into—as appropriate. Draw him out. If he’s willing, ask him a few questions that are maybe just a bit too nosy. Be polite, but not too polite. In fact, flirt with impoliteness. Got it?”

I do, actually, know what he means.
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