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PART ONE




Chapter One

Aaron ordered a whiskey and dry and grunted his thanks when the barman slid it in front of him. After taking a sip, he swiveled his bar stool and scanned the room of the busy gay men’s club. The club was reputed to be the best of its type and was situated in the center of Athens, a short walk from Aaron’s luxury townhouse. It was the first time he’d entered these premises, he had no trouble finding a date. Dates who were women. Therein lay the problem. He hated women.

He hadn’t been able to find satisfaction with a woman since having his first man two years ago. Oh, he’d tried. It didn’t bode well for a man of his wealth and influence to be gay, but he was past caring. He had finally admitted to himself he was gay and now he was on the prowl for a lover. There had to be someone who wanted what he had to offer. Someone who was willing to obey his every command, to be dominated and owned.

Several men gyrated to the beat of Turn the Beat Around by Gloria Estefan which blared from oversized speakers throughout the large area. He watched as couples pushed their hips against each other, cocks brushing together. Some exchanged deep kisses and arms waved in the air. Aaron found it erotic. His mouth watered. His cock hardened.

“Scotch and Coke, Mike.” 

A deep voice rumbled beside him and Aaron’s body immediately sprang to alert. He swiveled the stool around until he was facing the owner of the sensual voice. 

Mike slid the requested drink across the bar, and the man sipped at the liquid before extending his hand towards Aaron. “Nicci. I haven’t seen you here before.”

Aaron perused the man standing in front of him. He was not tall, probably a good six inches shorter than his own six feet five inches. He had an unruly mop of black hair and a dark five o’clock shadow. His body was not that of an athlete but was toned, he appeared fit. What captured Aaron’s attention, and sent waves of desire to his cock, were the man’s eyes. Small but piercing, jet black like pure onyx. He was drawn to them as if they were magnets. 

“Aaron.” He placed his glass on the bar and extended his hand. They shook. Firm grasp for a gay man. “My first time.”

Nicci climbed onto the stool next to him. “Alone?”

“Yes, you?”

“Yes. New to the area or coming out?”

“No, lived here for a while. Tried women, didn’t work. Found I like men better.

Nicci laughed before sipping his drink. He had noticed the stranger the moment he’d entered the club. He was a tall man, dark hair, a few years younger than him. Mid-twenties, he guessed. He’d decided to sidle up to the bar and check him out instead of sitting at his usual table. He was pleased he had. The man was beauty personified with a strong, square jaw and smoky gray eyes. His voice was rich, like sweet honey, as it flowed over him. I don’t stand a chance. 

“Never bothered with females myself. I like a strong man who can take charge. I need someone to direct me, make me submit to their will.” Why am I telling him this? Nicci wondered.

Aaron sat up straighter. He was becoming more and more interested in this man. He needed to be in charge, loved to experiment and had been stifled by women who wanted only vanilla sex. Could this be the man who would eagerly take what he wanted to give?

“Dance?” Nicci extended his hand.

“Love to.” Aaron grasped his hand and slid from the stool. Excitement swirled in the pit of his stomach. His cock stirred. 

They strode to the wooden dance floor in the center of the room and Aaron pulled Nicci into his arms. The shorter man rested his head on Aaron’s chest as they swayed to the soft notes of Strangers in The Night by Frank Sinatra. It seemed so appropriate. 

***

Nicci couldn’t believe his luck at stumbling upon such a gorgeous hunk of man and he prayed tonight would be their first night together. Their first of many. 

His last relationship had lasted barely a week, his lover refused to take charge and do as he asked. Nicci wanted someone who would make him pay when he didn’t do as he was told, inflict pain to bring him great pleasure but, most of all he wanted someone who would constantly come up with new ways of fucking. He sighed into Aaron’s chest. Could this man be the one?

Aaron ran his fingers through his partner’s hair. This man was setting his body on fire. His cock was quivering in his pants and he could feel Nicci’s cock responding as he held him close. He placed his fingers under the shorter man’s chin and tipped it towards him. Lowering his head, he captured his lips. His tongue pushed its way past his teeth, Nicci sighed with delight as his lips parted. Their tongues twisted and turned in the semi darkness, darted to and fro. Aaron nipped at Nicci’s lips and the two men grew harder and harder. They drew back, breathless.

“It’s almost midnight. My place or yours?” Aaron grinned as he asked.

“Mine is an hour from here. Where’s yours?”

“Two blocks away.”

“Definitely yours then.”

Holding hands, they left the dance floor and exited the club.

***

The night was still warm as they strolled past the Metro Station at Viktoria Square before turning onto Feron Street. This was the wealthy part of the city. Aaron unlocked the door of a brownstone building and led Nicci into the foyer.

Nicci took note of his surroundings. The foyer was decorated in exquisite grey and white marble. Huge, black porcelain urns stood on either side of the winding marble staircase which disappeared upwards. Golden hooks were fixed to the wall to the right of the door for visitors’ coats. A gold rack was positioned for shoes. 

Aaron released Nicci’s hand and removed his coat. He then hung it on one of the gold hooks before easing off his shoes and placing them into the stand. He waited as Nicci followed suit. He again took his hand, giving his fingers a gentle squeeze before they padded upstairs.

The townhouse was magnificent. Opulent, grand, beautifully decorated. “Did you decorate yourself?” Nicci asked as Aaron guided him into the most beautiful bedroom he’d ever seen.

“Yes. The place had to be gutted and almost rebuilt after I bought it but I’m happy with the result. I’ve been here almost three years.” 

“It’s a credit to you.” Nicci scanned the palatial room. In the center was a four poster, king sized bed covered in black satin, which contrasted against the red walls. A large Blackwood chest stood against one wall, rings were secured in the walls and the ceiling. He glimpsed a red and black marble bathroom through a partially opened door and couldn’t help but wonder how large the shower and bath were. 

Aaron followed Nicci’s gaze as he observed his surroundings. “Would you like to see the bathroom?” He pulled the polo shirt over his head revealing his chest. 

Nicci swallowed hard. Aaron had abs that resembled a washboard. Fuck he was gorgeous and Nicci wanted him. His cock hardened as Aaron stepped nearer, lowered his head and locked him into a sensuous kiss. Nicci’s knees weakened. He couldn’t believe this Greek Adonis could be interested in him.  When he drew back, he could barely speak. “Later,” he answered to the earlier question about seeing the bathroom.

“Come and sit on the bed.” Aaron invited.

The men sat side by side.

“I need to know what you expect from me.”

“I want you to be in charge,” Nicci said. 

“Do you like pain?”

“Yes, as long as it evokes pleasure.”

“Have you been restrained before?”

“On one or two occasions.”

“Spanking, whipping?”

“No, but would like that I think.”

“Nipple clamping, cock rings?”

Nicci was almost coming in his pants, he was so excited. His dick was like a stick of dynamite with the fuse already lit. He had heard about these practices but had never found a partner willing to try them. “No, but again, I would like to try.”

“Butt plugs, Ass dildos?”

The man was the answer to his dreams. “No, only ass fucking.”

Aaron sighed. “Vanilla sex huh? I can tell you now, I have no need for anyone who wants vanilla. If that’s what you want I recommend you leave.”

“Why do you think I’m looking for a new partner? I don’t want that type of fucking either.”

“I won’t cause you injury but I will cause you pain and discomfort. You will need a word that lets me know when I have stepped over the line.”

Nicci thought for a moment. “Club”

Aaron laughed. “Very appropriate.”

“What about you?” Nicci asked.

“Blow jobs, I ass fuck but no-one ass fucks me. No pain. I give it, I don’t take it. No restraint. You obey me at all times, if you don’t I will punish you. My pleasure comes from inflicting my will on you and watching you come apart. I decide when, and whether or not, you come. I’m impatient and I want full control. I know we’re strangers and I will answer any questions you have. First. I’ll tell you what it is I want. It’s unusual but I will have my lawyer draw up papers to protect you.”  

Papers? Protect me? 

“You will move in here and be at my beck and call. You will quit your job. I guarantee to support you and give you a home for a minimum of five years unless you break my rules. My rules are –you will not fuck anyone else, male or female, while we are together.”

Nicci sat silently. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing, it was music to his ears. Thank God he had gone to the club tonight.

“Do you need time to think about what I’m offering?”

Nicci’s stomach churned with excitement. “No. I’ll pack up my townhouse tomorrow and put it in the hands of an agent to rent out. I’m an Executive in Banking and I’ll give them a months’ notice first thing in the morning.”

“No.” Aaron spoke slowly, vehemently. “You will call them and resign, effective immediately.”

“But…”

Aaron glared at him before getting to his feet. “It appears we have nothing to discuss. I’ll show you out.”

Nicci placed his hand on Aaron’s arm. “I’ll call and resign immediately. I’ll have to forfeit any funds I’m entitled to.”

“Money is irrelevant. You have one day to pack up your house and list it for sale. I expect you here no later than seven tomorrow night for dinner. I will have the papers for you to sign at this time. If you agree to my conditions, you will leave the house only when I permit it. Don’t bother bringing your clothes, I will provide you with new ones. You will dress only when we have visitors, for dinner or when we go out. I have a housekeeper who comes in daily from nine until midday. You will wear only a robe at this time. The rest of the time you will remain naked. This is our bedroom but there are five others in the house. This is the only one we will use.”

Nicci gazed into Aaron’s eyes. “Okay.”

“Very good. You will refer to me as Sir unless I give permission for you to do otherwise.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you have any questions? You are prepared to give up everything for a stranger you have only just met? How do you know I will honor what I have said?”

“I don’t know, but somehow I do. Maybe I’m being an idiot, I risk losing everything on your word. But, I trust you and I need what you are offering.”

“Very well. Now we have everything clear, get undressed and lie on the bed.”

Nicci stripped off his clothes and lay naked on the bed. 

Aaron remained dressed in his pants. “Roll onto your stomach.”

Nicci complied.

Aaron shackled Nicci’s wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed. The spread-eagled naked man trembled with excitement.

Aaron withdrew the wide belt from his pants and doubled it over in his hands. “You argued with me when I told you to quit your job didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did, Sir.”

“You understand you’ll be punished for arguing. You know it’s unacceptable, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.” Nicci’s cock jumped with excitement.

Aaron ran his hand over the soft white ass cheeks laid bare before him. He lifted the belt high in the air and came down on Nicci’s right cheek with as much force as he could. A loud crack rent the air. Nicci screamed. Aaron smiled with satisfaction. At last he had a willing sex slave. Ten more cracks with the belt left Nicci’s ass bright red.

Tears poured from Nicci’s eyes, his ass was stinging and tender. He loved the pain but now he needed some pleasure. He trembled with excited anticipation when he heard Aaron unzip his pants, the crinkle of a packet. The bed dipped as the tall man lowered himself over his body. Without warning, Aaron rammed his cock into Nicci’s ass. The hard rod was huge and he groaned as his anus burned and stretched.

Aaron kissed the tears from his lover’s cheeks as he repeatedly slammed into the deliciously tight hole. His cock thickened and lengthened as arousal took over.

“Please Aaron. Hold my cock, let me come too.”

Aaron ignored him and continued his relentless pounding until at last he threw back his head and roared with his mind-blowing climax. This was what he had needed. Not some delicate woman who couldn’t handle such a powerful man. He was convinced he had found his life mate. He rode wave after wave of the best orgasm he’d ever had in his life. He withdrew, still hard but sated. For now. He padded to the bathroom, removed the condom and disposed of it. He then crossed to a large chest of drawers.

Nicci turned his head and watched as Aaron opened a couple of drawers, withdrew some objects and came back to the bed.

“Lift your hips.” 

Nicci lifted his tender ass into the air. Aaron’s hands moved under him and he felt something slipped onto his cock, a ring of some sort. It was pushed up his dick until it rested against his body, it was tight. Uncomfortable. 

“You can lower them now.” 

He flopped back onto the bed. Something hard was pressed into his ass, he heard a click. A vibration spread through his anus, straight to his cock. God, it felt good. His hips began gyrating. He was so randy, he needed to come. Why couldn’t he come? He was confused, he was on the edge but couldn’t get over. Relief was over the edge. He writhed as he groaned.

Aaron leaned down, his mouth against Nicci’s ear. “Do you need to come?”

“Yes, please. What’s happening?”

Aaron laughed. “You have a cock ring on to stop you from coming. It will cause you a great deal of discomfort until it’s removed. You will remain on the edge, the agonizing edge.”

“Please remove it.”

“When I’m ready.”

“Why?”

“Because you never, ever call me Aaron when I am fucking you and you never, ever tell me what to do.” He stomped off to the bathroom.

Nicci’s hips continued to move of their own free will. He rubbed his cock on the sheet, twisted and turned but just couldn’t push himself over. Sweat poured off him. Oh, the agony. The sweet agony. He began crying, thrashing. “Sir, please, Sir,” he begged.

Aaron returned. “What?”

“Sir, please forgive me. Please, I’m begging you to remove the ring.”

Aaron could see he had pushed Nicci as far as he could for now. It would be interesting to find out what would cause him to use his safe word, but he would leave that for another night. He’d suffered enough for his first time. He slid the cock ring off and his hand encompassed the swollen, engorged, throbbing appendage. He began to gently squeeze and move his hand up and down. Nicci shouted as he exploded. The hand stroked him relentlessly, the vibrator continued until the now satisfied man collapsed and passed out.

Aaron unshackled him, removed the plug and rubbed soothing lotion into his bruised and red ass. He kissed his cheek and drew a sheet up before leaving him to sleep. They would play again later. Aaron pulled on his robe and slipped down to his living room. He had phone calls to make.  

 


Chapter Two

“What the fuck do you mean they haven’t arrived?” Aaron yelled into the phone. 

“Sorry Sir, we were here thirty minutes before the time you told us and we’re still here. They were due almost two hours ago. What do you want us to do?” Caleb asked.

Aaron dragged his fingers through his hair. “Get back here, all of you.”

“Yes, sir.” Caleb answered before Aaron slammed the receiver down in his ear.

“I bet he’s not happy.” Demetrios commented from where he stood beside Caleb.  

Aaron had four men in his inner circle. Demetrios Gregoriou, Caleb Xarhakos, Ephraim Politis and Jakob Devetzi. He had known them all most of his life. They had hung out in the backstreets of Athens planning their future. He trusted them without question. If his operation ever unraveled, they had much more to lose than he did. He had structured it that way from the beginning.

***

Aaronica Badensous, Aaron to his close friends and associates, had set up business running both guns and drugs at the ripe old age of seventeen. He had grown up the only son of a single woman, the product of rape. In the beginning, she walked the streets begging for every Drachma she could. In the end, she’d had no choice but to become a whore. It was the only way to keep a roof over their heads. They had a small room which they shared in the basement of the brothel. 

Aaron had been just thirteen years old the first time he had been sodomized by one of the customers. He’d made the mistake of going upstairs for a drink after opening hours. The brothel owner had offered him up to one of his regular customers and later told him, as long as he lived on the premises, he would now pay his way. 

After that he became fair game for every pervert who walked through the doors of the establishment. The owner made more money from men abusing his ass than he did from his women. Aaron hated it but refused to leave his mother without at least some protection. He swore over and over that one day he would get revenge. This thought kept him going even when things were at their worst. 

He began working out at the gym owned by Caleb’s father. Aaron was tall for his age and under guidance from the gentle giant, he soon filled out and became strong. 

It was following one of these workouts, he’d returned home to find his mother bruised, battered and bleeding. It took her five hours to die. For five agony filled hours he held her in his arms, tears flowed as his anger built. After she was dead he stomped upstairs to the kitchen, located the largest knife he could find and slit the brothel owner’s throat. He stood by and watched as the bastard bled slowly to death. He was fifteen years old. 

For the following two years he roamed from one friend’s home to another while he planned his drug and gun running business in meticulous detail. At seventeen he laid out some of his plans for his friends, they jumped at the opportunity to get onboard and make some easy money. A new empire was born.

Aaron began making enquiries and finally found older men willing to take a chance on the over confident, street smart kid. He procured his first load of guns on consignment from a Russian cartel. He had thirty days to make payment. He secured a contact in Niger who would purchase the guns. Aaron organized transport and delivery and, with the money he and his friends made after paying the Russians, they began purchasing cocaine, from the same Niger contact. 

The cocaine was trucked from Niger through Chad until it reached the port of Surt in Libya. After that it was shipped across the Mediterranean, around the northern tip of Zante and unloaded in Patra. From there it was trucked through to Athens. 

A cartel driver would meet with two of Aaron’s men at a designated point to take ownership of the drug shipment. Aaron would confirm the money for the shipment had been received into his bank account, the drivers would exchange under the men’s watchful eyes and it was then expertly distributed throughout Europe. 

Their profit was fifteen times more than they paid for the cocaine and five times more than they paid for the guns. It quickly became a very lucrative business and in the five years it had been established it had made Aaron and his friends multi-millionaires. 

Aaron and his friends neither saw, nor handled, any drugs or guns. The money magically materialized into Aaron’s account and from there it was distributed throughout his organization. 

***

Aaron slammed down the phone and paced his living room floor. This was the third time in five years the truck hadn’t arrived in Athens as scheduled. The previous times it had been seconded by police. He’d lost a fortune but as no-one outside his inner circle knew his, or his friend’s names, they hadn’t been caught.

He picked up the phone and dialed.

“Politis,” came the answer.

“Get over here,” was all Aaron said before disconnecting the call and dialing Jakob’s number. After the same three words, he hung up the phone and poured himself a whiskey. He paced while he waited. 

A sharp rap at the door alerted him to the arrival of his men. He strode through the foyer, threw the door open and hurried the men inside. They followed him through to the living room and, while they sat down, he poured himself another whiskey. He had never before offered his cohorts a drink, and had no intention of doing it now. He waited on no man.

He sat on the large armchair facing the men. “Tell me what the fuck happened.” 

Demetrios, the oldest of the five and his second in charge, stood up. He crossed the room to the liquor cabinet and poured himself and the other three men a large glass of bourbon. “We have no fucking idea.”

“There was no sign at all of the truck?”

“No. The driver arrived twenty minutes early and waited with us.”

“Where’s the driver now?” Aaron enquired.

The conversation continued between Aaron and Demetrios while the other men sat quietly listening. 

“We dropped him off at the Centurion Hotel in town. I told him we would be in touch.”

“Very well. Something must have gone wrong between Patra and Athens. The ship arrived and was unloaded without trouble. The truck set out on time and the money was deposited. I’ll make a call and see if our contact in Patra knows anything.”

“What do you want us to do?” Demetrios asked.

“Nothing, go home.” He showed the four men to the door. “I’ll contact you when I know more.”

After bidding them goodnight, Aaron traipsed back to the living room and picked up the phone. He dialed the number.

The number connected. “Astynomia,” was all the receiver said before hanging up. 

Fuck. How did the police find out about the shipment? Aaron slammed the receiver down. There was nothing he could do except transfer the money back to his Niger contact and organize another shipment.

After transferring the money back and leaving a message for the man in Niger to contact him, he swallowed the last of his whiskey and headed upstairs.

***

Nicci slowly awakened. He was covered in a luxurious satin sheet and the left side of the bed was empty. Where was Aaron? Every bone and muscle in his body ached, his ass stung, but he’d never felt better. He trembled with excitement, knowing this could be a long-term arrangement if he played his cards right. 

He rolled onto his side in time to see Aaron step through the doorway. 

“I see you have awakened.” Aaron sat on the edge of the bed and opened his arms. Nicci eagerly crawled into them.

They kissed tenderly, tongues intertwined. Nicci ran his hands over Aaron’s chest and felt him shudder beneath his fingertips. Their kiss became fiercer, more urgent. Their cocks hardened.

Aaron broke away and Nicci groaned in frustration. 

“How are you feeling?” Aaron asked.

“I want to be fucked again, sir.” Nicci answered honestly.

“You don’t hurt or ache?”

“All over, for you.”

Aaron threw his head back and laughed. “I can see it’s going to take a great deal to keep you satisfied.” He slipped off his jeans, he hadn’t been wearing underwear, and lay down against the pillows. “Pleasure me.” 

Nicci eagerly lowered his head to Aaron’s iron hard cock. He took it gently between his fingers and began stroking the length, bubbles of cum popped from the tip and Nicci used them as lubricant while he continued caressing. 

Aaron squirmed. “Fuck, your hands and fingers are magical.” He was already building rapidly towards a climax. 

When Nicci finally gathered the appendage into his mouth, Aaron thought he must have died and been transported to heaven. His teeth grazed the sensitive ridges along the entire length, his tongue massaged over the tip, teasing, tormenting. Aaron wrapped his fists in the sheet, crossed his ankles and lifted his hips to push his cock further down Nicci’s throat. At the same time, his balls were being cupped, pinched and stroked. The combination of stimulation was too much and his powerful climax spurted cum down Nicci’s throat. 

Nicci swallowed the cum and relentlessly persisted with tenderly caressing the pulsating cock. He kept Aaron’s climax at a powerful peak, refusing to let him relax and recover. 

Aaron groaned, dragged at Nicci’s hair, twisted and turned but the man had him captured and refused to let go. To his utter surprise, he came again. Never in his young life had he ever thought that was possible.

Nicci held him through the rise, the peak and finally the fall before showing mercy and releasing him. He lay back on the pillow next to Aaron and grinned. 

“You bastard. I thought my body was going to shatter into a million pieces during that first climax. It was agonizing being held and brought to a second peak so close to the first.” Aaron grumbled. 

“You enjoyed it though, didn’t you sir?” 

“I didn’t realize it was possible to come twice like that. My body was begging to relax after the first one, and then before I knew it, I was exploding all over again.”

“But, you liked it sir?”

Aaron leaned closer to his lover. “Yes, I liked it very much but I am afraid you will have to pay for causing me such agonizing pleasure.”

A thrill raced through Nicci. What could his new owner have planned?

 


Chapter Three

Aaron disappeared from the bedroom leaving Nicci to wonder what was in store. His cock thickened as anticipation mounted. By the time his sexy new lover returned to the room, Nicci was beside himself with excitement. 

Aaron carried a container of some sort and various cloths which he placed on the bedside table. “Lie on your back.”

Nicci kicked off the covers revealing his hardened cock before shuffling to the center of the bed.

Aaron attached shackles to Nicci’s wrists and ankles. Spreading his arms wide, he attached the shackles to chains attached to the bedposts.  He then rigged chains from two rings in the ceiling overhead.

Nicci quivered with excitement as Aaron attached his ankles to the chains. His legs were spread wide and the chains were adjusted until his backside was slightly elevated. He felt totally vulnerable as his ass was presented for whatever Aaron desired.

“I don’t like my lovers with hair on their body so I am going to remove it by waxing.” He secured a gag in Nicci’s mouth and noted how his eyes widened when he mentioned the waxing. If you’re a good boy, I’ll reward you when I’m finished.”

Nicci’s cock sprang erect.

Aaron lubricated a large dildo and guided it into the awaiting asshole. He then slipped on a cock ring.

Nicci groaned.

“I can’t have you coming while I’m waxing,” Aaron explained. 

He flicked the switch on the dildo and the vibrations surged through Nicci’s body. His cock tightened. 

Aaron spread the hot wax on Nicci’s chest. Nicci’s eyes widened. The strips of cloth were applied and Aaron smoothed them down before ripping them away.

Nicci struggled against his restraints. The wax was hot, it was deliciously painful, the dildo was obviously supposed to distract him but wasn’t quite doing its job. Each piece of cloth pulled the hair out in clumps and his body reddened. As the waxing continued down to his pubic line, his struggles turned desperate. 

Not my prick hairs and balls. He didn’t mind the pain from the rest but doubted he could handle it in such an overly sensitive area.

When the wax was dripped onto the base of his dick and his pubic hairs, he attempted to scream. 

Aaron had purposely gagged Nicci so he wouldn’t scream the place down and alert his neighbors. He was confident his lover could handle what he was doing. He’d had it done to him by the women in the brothel when he was only fifteen. If a boy of that age could manage to get through it, so could Nicci.

Nicci’s pubic hairs and the hairs at the base of his dick were now gone. Wax was spread onto his balls. Tears ran from his eyes and he struggled relentlessly.

Aaron sighed. “You’re not being a good boy. If you don’t stay still, I will not satisfy you when I’m finished.”

Despite the pain, Nicci stilled.

When the first piece of cloth was ripped from his balls, taking hairs with it, Nicci thought he’d pass out. Dear God, I want it over. It seemed to take an agonizingly long time but eventually Aaron was satisfied all traces of hair had been removed. He massaged oil into the reddened skin before sitting on the bed and removing the gag.

“That will be done again as the hair grows back. In time, you will get used to it.” After all, he had. 

***

The men who had availed themselves of Aaron’s young body had complained he was too hairy. He was fourteen years old but had the hair cover of a mature man. The brothel owner had ordered his whores to ‘get rid of it’. Waxing was a regular occurrence, at least once a month. In time, the young Aaron had become immune to the severe pain. 

He hated the women who took advantage of him during this time. They would force him to deliver oral, anal and pussy fucks whenever it suited them. His rebellious cock would spring to attention as soon as it was fondled, the women would then immerse it in a basin filled with ice. It was agony. They told him it was so he didn’t come prematurely. 

This practice would sometimes continue for hours before he could obtain release. As a result of this abuse, he could now screw women for an eternity before coming, sometimes he couldn’t come at all. This didn’t happen with men. 

Although he had been fucked by many men as a boy, they had never been as cruel as the women. From a young age he had hated women and once he was on his own he’d set about fucking as many as he could. He enjoyed screwing them hard, sometimes tearing them up. He felt no remorse or guilt.  He also felt no love or satisfaction. He finally concluded he would only find these feelings with a man. 

***

“Do you have to do my prick? I could barely handle the pain.”

“I want you smooth skinned like a baby so, yes, I do need to do wherever the hair grows.”

Nicci became aware of the dildo still vibrating away in his ass. Now the pain of the waxing was over, he was randy, he began gyrating his hips.

Aaron laughed. “Feeling turned on?”

“Yes, oh yes sir,” Nicci murmured. He wanted the cock ring removed but knew better than to ask.

“Would you like me to help?”

“Yes, please sir.”

“Very good.” Aaron removed the ring, sheathed himself with a condom and removed the dildo. He flipped the switch to off and eased himself into the airborne ass. The muscles tightened around him, fuck it felt good. He slipped in and out, gently at first and then harder. Faster.

He reached over and grasped Nicci’s cock in his hands. Pinched, fondled and squeezed. The dick turned purple with arousal. Hardened steel covered in silk. Cum trickled from the slit. 

Nicci pushed against the cock in his ass and encouraged the hands wrapped around his dick to ply his length faster. He was being bombarded by arousal. His hips lifted into the air, tempting Aaron to ram in further.

They dropped over the edge together. Aaron with a roar, Nicci with a squeal of pleasure. Ribbons of cum spurted over Nicci’s smooth belly, the more his dick pulsated, the more cum streamed from him. 

They eventually became quiet, Aaron withdrew and padded to the bathroom to dispose of the full condom. He removed all the restraints and Nicci settled himself onto one side of the bed. Aaron crawled into his arms and they kissed, long and hard, before dropping off into a satisfied sleep. 

***

The men awoke to sun streaming in through the window. Aaron rolled closer into Nicci’s arms and settled his head on his chest. His fingers ran over the soft muscles. 

Nicci placed his fingers under Aaron’s chin and lifted his head for a kiss. Their tongues tangled and danced as they greeted the day. “Good morning, my darling,” Nicci said when they parted.

“Good morning, love.”

They heard movement downstairs. Nicci raised an eyebrow. 

“The housekeeping service, I have three or four different women who come in.”

“It’s that late?”

“It’s almost eleven.”

Nicci sat up and winced with the pain from the spanking. His muscles ached and his skin was sensitive after the waxing.

Aaron smiled knowingly. A little sore this morning?”

“A little.”

“Do you still wish to remain?”

“Yes, please.”

“Yes, please, what?” Aaron growled.

“Yes, please, sir.”

“Very well. I will have the documents drawn up today. They will outline exactly what we have discussed. If I sever our relationship within five years, unless you have broken my rules, I will pay you five million dollars. If you break my rules or decide to leave, you do so with nothing. Is that understood? Proceeds from the sale of your house and any money in bank accounts, will be given to a charity. You will come here with nothing. Doing so will confirm my ownership of you.”

Nicci was going to be absolutely broke, penniless. He would have nothing left, not even the clothes on his back. He would be totally dependent on this man who wanted to use him as his sex toy. Own him. The thought both terrified and thrilled him. He was confident he could make it work. “I agree to all your demands, sir.”

“Good. After five years you may walk away with ten million dollars to establish yourself or you may continue to be my lover if it’s what we both want.”

Ten Million Dollars! Who the fuck are you? “Yes, sir.”

“Go and shower. Call a cab and go to your house. You can dispose of everything as you see fit but when you return tonight you will have no luggage, no personal items, nothing, except what you are wearing. You will also present me with the documents to verify you have listed your home for sale and closed your bank accounts. I want documented proof from the charity that they have received funds from your bank account and are bequeathed the funds from the sale of your home. You are not to have any money either on you or hidden. If I find out you do, and trust me I have ways of finding these things out, our agreement will be terminated.”
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