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Author’s Note: This story is about Trevor, who is still finding his way with things kink. There is some discussion within the kink (and grammar enthusiast) communities about capitalizing the D in D/s, although it seems to ultimately come down to individual preference. I didn’t think Trevor, at least, the Trevor at the start of the story, would do that, especially in casual use. So he does not. However, I think if the story was told from the subs’ point of view, they would. So when they are speaking, the D is capitalized. Don’t @ me, bro.
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BY THE STANDARDS OF the times, the cul-de-sac was practically buzzing with activity. The bump of excitement this gave Trevor made him wonder just how much of a toll the isolation was taking on him. But he smiled while unbuckling his seat belt and gathering to-go coffee cups. Once he was up, he put the cups on the roof of his grandmother’s car, leaving the keys hanging from his jeans pocket as he went around to help his grandma out of the passenger seat. 

Across the street in the driveway of the first of three houses on Mulberry Court, Nancy was doing something similar, her arms full of grocery bags and a bundle of paper towels. She seemed harried, probably because she was bringing her kids home in the middle of the day. Nancy had worry lines permanently etched into her nervous face, and her once-short and straightened hair was now back in a wavy and somewhat frizzy ponytail. Although she’d kept her look of perpetually busy soccer mom in pricey yoga pants, she’d added a baggy sweatshirt with a frayed collar.

Comfort over fashion. Trevor could relate. 

The twelve-or-thirteen-year-old Princess of Darkness in her black clothes and striped tights emerged from the backseat of her mom’s car holding a bookbag, a laptop, and what was probably her younger brother’s bookbag, while her brother scrambled out of the car behind her staring at a tablet and absently adjusting his sparkly pink hearts-on-springs headband. 

“Kids home again,” Trevor’s grandma whispered, not quite clucking her tongue. “Probably another outbreak. Of who knows what this time.” Her disapproval was probably not for Nancy’s choice as much it was acknowledging the stress the kids being home was going to give her. The kids had only returned to in-school instruction at the start of the year. 

The little one—Trevor had overheard the Princess of Darkness mockingly call him ‘Bobert’ once but guessed the boy’s name was Robert—had severe asthma and Nancy took no chances with him. Her home’s air filtration system was so good they probably could have invited Bobert’s entire class over. The school relied on open windows, if that. 

A few years ago, Trevor would not have imagined himself being this concerned about what his neighbors were up to, but, well, there were only three houses on Mulberry and it had been a long two years of lockdown. 

“The Princess is being quiet,” he whispered back to his grandmother. Trevor had hated his middle school years—and most of high school, to be honest—but if there was ever a reason for a tween to be miserable, waiting out a plague with her mom and younger brother was a good one. 

“Poor critter,” his grandma agreed, moving her legs so Trevor could get her cane from beneath her seat. He handed it to her, then hovered somewhat anxiously while she used the cane and the handle above the car door to leverage herself to her feet. If she wanted more help, she would ask. In the meantime, Trevor was on standby. 

“What a lovely morning!” his grandmother called over to Nancy, shuffling toward the curb. 

Trevor gathered up newly filled prescription meds, the notebook he used to keep information from his grandmother’s doctor visits, and the biodegradable bags from the drug store, into which he shoved the wrappers from the food they’d snacked on during the drive home.  

He considered the day to come while carrying the garbage over to the trash cans, which he then brought back up the driveway one at a time. His grandmother was chatting merrily about the weather, but despite the coffee, she would want to nap soon. She always did after a doctor visit, just like she’d need probably need help coming up the driveway when she was done talking. 

Trevor would let Ellie out into the backyard, get his grandmother’s meds settled, then go back to his work for the day before coming out to deal with the food prep. He wasn’t great in the kitchen but in a few hours, he could at least chop the vegetables so his grandma wouldn’t have to do it.

He returned for their coffee cups next, heading back to the trash cans and holding the prescription bag in his armpit while taking a quick mental inventory of today’s loot haul: new thyroid medication, old cholesterol meds, and the usual vitamins for joint health, which Trevor had started to take too at his grandmother’s insistence even though he was only twenty-eight. In the bag was also an appointment card for future blood tests so the doctor could check to see if the new meds were working. Trevor would put that appointment in his phone, look up the thyroid drug for himself, then call his mom to tell her if she didn’t call first to check on her mother, who was still talking to Nancy—about sunshine now, and how Nancy, pale brown in the winter, would tan much darker in the summertime, which Nancy liked, but she wanted the kids to use sunblock so she was trying to use it more. 

That was Nancy trying to encourage Trevor’s grandmother to use the sunblock too, Trevor guessed. His grandma made faces every time anyone offered her some.  

For now, Trevor pushed away thoughts of future sunblock battles and the burns his very pale grandmother would inevitably get on her arms and the tip of her nose. A wet spring was slowly giving way to a hot summer. He’d start taking his evening walks even later and his morning runs even earlier. 

Nancy asked for growing advice about the petunias in the clay pots by her front door and Trevor’s grandmother chirped like a songbird in response. 

Trevor looped one shopping bag around his wrist, then went to get the mail, noticing the Princess of Darkness doing the same across the way. The kid had taken on a lot, even though Nancy probably hadn’t asked her to. The clothes and makeup might be a reaction to that, or maybe the kid liked drama in her wardrobe. Either way, Nancy was surprisingly cool with the goth, or whatever subset of goth it was, look her daughter had adopted last year.  

The Princess’ dad might not be, but that asshole never seemed to be home anyway. Not that it was Trevor’s business. It was just that their street and the one house around the corner and up Peacock Lane was basically a very small town at this point. Between the easement and the creek behind Trevor’s grandmother house, and the length of Peacock Lane, Mulberry Court was fairly isolated, and the large trees at the start of the cul-de-sac only further hid it from the rest of the town. 

Rosemont was a growing suburb, had been before the plague, anyway, and so it didn’t have the big housing developments of other places. There were some blocks of homes around the town center and even some apartments built in the ‘70s. But the rest of the homes in Rosemont were down long, sometimes winding roads with houses on them from the ‘50s or ‘60s—with a few Nineteenth Century farmhouses that randomly popped up. It meant places like Mulberry Court weren’t totally disconnected from the town itself, but were far enough apart to make things like trick-or-treating impossible. Trevor could walk to the nearest corner store-slash-gas station for things like milk or junk food but anything else required a car. 

His grandma’s house was the first house on the street, then Nancy’s opposite them, with the largest at the end of the cul-de-sac. That house was two stories but the other two were single-story ranch-style homes. His grandmother’s was the smallest of the three, although it had a huge yard as if to compensate for that. Nancy’s house had an attic space, or looked like it did, but Trevor didn’t think they used it as a spare room. 

Sometimes there was a Lexus in Nancy’s driveway. Trevor assumed it belonged to the husband, who must work or travel a lot. He did nothing around the house while he was home. Nancy handled everything by herself, which was why Trevor sometimes tried to help her. 

When he’d cleaned out his grandmother’s gutters last fall—disgusting—he’d asked if Nancy would like him to do hers too. She’d hired someone to do it the year before, but this year she’d been out there herself, wobbling on a ladder until Trevor had offered to do the higher places for her. A nervous back-and-forth had followed before she’d allowed it, guilt on her face until Trevor had told her she’d done a good job on the gutters she could reach. Later, Nancy had brought over some lemon curd she’d made herself from the lemons that grew in her backyard. 

While Trevor waited and puttered and examined the slim package in the mail addressed to his grandmother—it had a business return address but Trevor could guess who had sent it—he debated a lemon tree for his grandmother’s yard, and if the family would take all the lemons the tree would inevitably produce or if he would end up learning to make curd as well to get rid of them. The front yard had no room for another fruit tree. A pomegranate tree stood on one side of the driveway and then the rest of the space was taken up with hardy native shrubs that bloomed throughout the year and some ornamental flower beds along the brick path leading to the porch steps. 

The bricks in the path worried him. Sooner or later, his grandmother’s cane was going to catch on one of the places where the bricks had shifted over the years. He should replace them with something smoother, although then he would have the porch steps to consider. 

But all thoughts of steps and bricks disappeared from his mind as a truck went slowly past all of them to enter the driveway of the largest house on the street. It stopped there while the door to the detached garage opened. Trevor vaguely remembered the mail in his hand and made a show of putting it into the bag hanging from his wrist while also glancing surreptitiously down the street. 

The remaining resident of Mulberry Court had been reclusive even before Covid, according to Trevor’s grandma. He was also hot as a motherfucker, but that was Trevor’s opinion. If his grandmother agreed, Trevor wasn’t about to ask to find out. 

Their most mysterious neighbor appeared on no predictable schedule, occasionally coming outside to mow the small patch of grass that made up his front yard or to unload boxes or timber or metal rods from the back of his serviceable blue truck. He wasn’t incredibly tall—Trevor might have been taller than him but had never been close enough to be sure—and looked strong as hell without being any sort of gym rat. He was broad and soft-bellied, with nicely curving fat over muscle. What some people called ‘farmer strong’ –which probably meant stamina for days. 

Trevor had not discovered for himself if that was true because their reclusive neighbor did not have a smiling, welcoming face, although Trevor wouldn’t have described it as frowning. The man’s expression didn’t show much of anything, unless his unexpectedly direct and probably accidentally fierce gaze happened to meet Trevor’s across the way, which did not happen often. 

Unfortunate, since Trevor thought the quietly ferocious bear was worth a look or two.  

The man’s eyes seemed light from a distance but were probably hazel brown since statistically, most eyes were some shade of brown. He had dark hair with visible grays. In Trevor’s time living with his grandmother, he had seen that hair tied back, then short, and then starting to get long again. Lockdown hair; Trevor was forgiving about that. It was neatly trimmed again now, which Trevor personally preferred since it showed the gray to advantage and looked nice with the man’s short beard. Above the pepper-with-a-hint-of-salt beard were some marks, acne scars, probably, and maybe the odd zit if the man was like Trevor and sometimes got them beneath his face mask. He had to be in his forties, but despite how close in age he must have been to her, he seemed to scare Nancy a little. 

But what didn’t scare Nancy a little? The man hadn’t actually done anything intimidating to her that Trevor knew about. The opposite, in fact. 

A storm in January had knocked down one of the big trees down near the entrance to the street and the top of the tree had landed on Nancy’s property, blocking the gate in the fence separating her front yard and her backyard. When the weather had cleared for a few hours, Mulberry’s quietest resident had come out with a chainsaw and safety gear and cut that part of the tree into smaller parts. He’d dragged those to the edge of Nancy’s yard, into the area that was probably town property, but possibly attached to the house around the corner and on Peacock. 

Then, like a cowboy in one of the awful Westerns Trevor’s grandma sometimes watched because his grandpa had loved them, he’d disappeared back into his house without a word, chainsaw in one hand, safety goggles dangling from the other. 

Intimidated or not, Nancy had put a bottle of wine into his mailbox to thank him. Trevor had made up reasons to keep an eye on that mailbox until the storms had returned and driven him back inside. The next time he’d ventured out to look, the bottle had been gone. 

Trevor had described the whole event in detail to Sky on the phone as it was happening, with Sky laughing warmly at him for a lot of it. 

Trevor had no life, he was aware. It could only partially be blamed on lockdown. But though he had the occasional daydream about getting his hands on that body, he wasn’t obsessing over the man. He was just oddly fond of him. Hot Neighbor noticed things, even if he didn’t say anything, and he’d help, even if he apparently didn’t want to talk about it. He was also very probably the only other adult queer on the street, even if he didn’t want to talk about that either. Or talk in general. 

Trevor had peeped nipple piercings through the guy’s shirt. It didn’t mean the guy was gay, but it also didn’t not mean it. 

He and Trevor’s sole interaction thus far had been when the guy had come home once with a face mask stuck in his shirt collar. He had gone to get his mail and noticed Trevor as Trevor had stood up from dealing with the flowerbeds. Trevor had smiled and gestured to remind the guy the mask was there, since he’d probably thought he’d removed it. 

Hot Neighbor had frowned, grabbed the face mask and his mail, given Trevor a curt nod, and then, well, Trevor would like to say the man hadn’t scurried back into his house but... he had moved pretty quickly. 

However, if Trevor’s grandmother happened to catch him, she’d get a short greeting. 

“G.G.!” she’d call, not making Trevor jealous, and G.G. would turn and acknowledge her. 

G.G., Trevor thought without any real resentment, even though the first several times his grandma had said it, Trevor had heard Gigi with g’s so soft they might as well have been made of clouds, as if the possible grump in the big house had a name more suited to a spoiled poodle than the actual spoiled poodle in the neighborhood. 

G.G. was currently dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and blue check flannel, canvas bags in each hand and a long box under one arm. Whatever was in the bags had some weight to it. He hefted them as he turned to make sure the garage door closed, probably barely noticing the strain as it carried through his arms to his chest and made his shirt ride up. Not enough to glimpse any skin, but pulling the fabric taut for one riveting moment.

His eyes came up as he turned. Trevor, startled, didn’t think to glance away in time. 

Stop staring, Trevor told himself, dimly aware of the suddenly burning heat of the morning sun on his cheeks and the back of his neck and his bare head. But the fierce gaze hadn’t left him. 

Trevor’s mouth went dry, his limbs jittery. 

Then his grandma hollered, “Good morning, G.G.!” in a voice that could be heard all the way over on Peacock, and Trevor jerked his gaze down to spend a life-saving moment futzing with the bags—life-saving until he saw what he was wearing. He held in a sigh at the sight of his old Inuyasha t-shirt. The details of the design hopefully wouldn’t have been visible at a distance, and the long-sleeved button down he’d worn with it might have hidden most of the images anyway.  

“Margaret,” G.G. acknowledged Trevor’s grandmother, his voice husky. From disuse, Trevor imagined. He looked up. 

G.G. was already on his way to his front door, his back to Trevor’s nerdy, ogling ass, the heavy canvas bags smacking against his thighs. Not at all like a hermit crab scuttling away... but also exactly like that. 

Trevor’s brain might be broken along with his ability to interact with others. He gave himself a mental shake for comparing poor G.G. to both a crab and a poodle, then returned his attention to the others. 

Nancy must have brought the last of her groceries out of the car, because she was heading inside as well. Trevor’s grandmother clucked her tongue, muttered something about strengths some women didn’t know they had, then held out the hand not holding tightly to her cane, indicating that she was exhausted. 

Trevor hurried over to help her walk along the brick path to the house. 

“Nancy seems lonely. Desperate for conversation,” his grandma said thoughtfully. “I wanted to cheer her up.” 

She had started the conversation, but Trevor knew better than to say that. His grandma might know it already and want Trevor to comment. She was getting a bit sly and wicked as time went on. Or possibly she always had been and Trevor hadn’t noticed, or she trusted Trevor with that side of herself now that he was an adult and they were roommates. She’d been a widow for five years, and maybe that and everything else going on in the world had led her to decide to have a little fun with people in the nicest possible way. 

Trevor nodded along and only looked back down the street when they reached the porch. G.G.’s front door was closed. The plain front yard offered no clues about the homeowner inside. Neither did the high wooden fence around the backyard. A wide window at the front of the house probably looked into a living room, but peering into windows was a line not to be crossed. Idle thoughts and fantasies born of boredom were one thing, but Trevor wasn’t a creep. 

“I might take a nap before lunch,” his grandma remarked, bringing Trevor’s full attention back to her. 

“Oh yeah?” Trevor asked as if surprised by this announcement. “That sounds good. I have work to do anyway, so I’ll be fine.” 

The pat on his arm and the way she said, “Say hello to Sky for me,” suggested she wasn’t entirely fooled, but they both carried on happily in silent agreement to not discuss her health or the predictable routine of their days. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


A CERTAIN LEVEL OF feigned ignorance was essential for close-quarters survival in the plague times. It allowed for some real privacy and the illusion of greater privacy. 

Trevor greeted an excited Ellie and opened the sliding glass door to the backyard to let her out then got his grandmother settled on the couch with an afghan and the remote for the TV she would fall asleep watching. The cushion next to her was empty, but her cat, Mr. Tammy, would show up once she was asleep to keep her company. Where the cat was now, Trevor had no idea. Probably in a window in whatever sunshine was available at this hour.

He put the mystery package—undoubtedly a DVD gift for her from Sky—their leftover snacks and the new meds on the kitchen counter to be dealt with later, then sat outside for a few minutes, checking emails on his phone and scratching Ellie’s butt when she enthusiastically bumped against him a few times as a hint. 

Standard poodles were tall enough that Ellie could make herself a charming pest he couldn’t ignore, and after the fourth time she stuck her apricot mug over his phone, Trevor got up to chase her around the yard. She went on his morning jogs with him and his evening walks too, but had more than enough energy to spare. 

They gained an audience. In one screened window sat Mr. Tammy, a.k.a. Mr. Tammy Tams a.k.a. Tammy Tams a.k.a. Tamsy and so on. Mr. Tammy was a silver and black female cat, but Trevor’s grandmother had decided early in Tammy’s life that Tammy had masculine energy. To which Trevor had joked Assigned Male by Grandmother, which his grandma had not understood or thought was funny, although Sky had. 

When Trevor’s head started to burn in the sun, he went in, rubbing his bare scalp self-consciously although no one was awake or around to see him. He’d noticed the thinning last year and had shaved the remaining hair down in an attempt to both ease the process along and deny that male-pattern-baldness was a thing. 

It could have at least waited until his thirties, he decided resentfully. Trevor was somewhat lanky, with a hawky beak nose, and now a bald head that burned in the sun. The lack of hair just made his nose more obvious. If he had known he’d be spending his last years with a full head of hair in his grandmother’s house and never going out, he would’ve... probably done the same things, but at least tried to get laid more or worked harder find someone—to keep someone—before the plague. 

Though a full head of hair wouldn’t have helped him with that last one. 

His brother kept insisting baldness was manly because it meant more testosterone. But Patrick looked good bald and had a regular-size nose. Trevor could lie down on his back and double as a sundial. 

He used some aloe because he didn’t want a peeling bald head either, then rubbed some into his cheeks as well. He would tan as the summer went on, but Nancy was probably right about sunblock and how to get his grandmother to use it. 

Ellie was waiting for him outside the bathroom and followed him to the kitchen, where Trevor grabbed a can of iced tea from the fridge before going back down the short hall to his bedroom and office. 

He pointed to the dog bed to one side of his desk and Ellie went, plopping down with an exaggerated doggy sigh. To his long mental to-do list, Trevor added: give Ellie a bath in the next few days and call next week for her grooming appointment, although it was a little early in the year for it. Ellie got a haircut toward the end of spring and another halfway through the summer. Then he let her fur grow out again for fall and winter. She looked cute either way but Trevor enjoyed the way his family members sighed whenever they remembered that he publicly walked a dog that looked like the cliché of a frou-frou poodle. Anyway, Ellie seemed to like her haircuts, vigorously wagging her pom-pom tail after trips to the pet groomer. 

Trevor reached into the canister on his desk where he kept Ellie’s treats and tossed her one before he cracked his iced tea and had a sip. He checked more emails without answering any, not quite ready to start his work day. His gaze went to the boxes and plastic bins from his move from his apartment at the start of everything, now stacked against the wall. He had more stuff in storage and in the home’s other small spare room that been his uncle’s childhood bedroom. The rest of his bedroom-slash-office was comprised of his bed and the build-it-yourself desk that hadn’t done well in the move over here and was held together with duct tape in several places. He tried not to think about it. This wasn’t where he was supposed to be. 

But it was where he was. So if he had to think of it, he tried to regard it as motivation to do something great. 

The desk was overflowing with tools he didn’t often much anymore, like paper and pencils and boxes of paints. A few of the shelves held sketchpads and notebooks that he did use, though mostly for ideas for an original project he had yet to commit to, or old sketches he didn’t want to part with. His commissions were largely digital. So was most of the work he did for his family’s various businesses and activities. Graphic design and website construction wasn’t his chosen career, but he knew enough to do business cards and logos and posters for the family and friends of the family—and get paid for it. His grandpa had insisted that ‘computer things’ were a skill and that meant Trevor should be compensated for his time, even with family. 

Trevor still smiled at the memory. 

He also did artwork commissions, which meant when he quit his part-time day job, he could work from home. And by ‘quit,’ he meant, ‘be laid off when the business closed because of Covid,’ but it amounted to the same thing. Since he had also been newly single at the time, it had been natural for his family to ‘suggest’ Trevor be the one to move in with his grandmother to keep her company for the duration of this and to save money. He paid toward the utilities and groceries but no rent.  

It wasn’t terrible, in all honesty. Trevor had adapted too well to the Grandma Lifestyle, which said something about him. It was Trevor, his grandmother, his dog and her cat, in a small house with a big garden and he was... more or less okay with it. 

He could use more sex. And physical affection. And... some other things. But it was no good thinking about those, either. He had emails and then a commission to finish. He could channel his frustration into his original project, which was currently contained in the battered notebook shoved to one side on his desk. A messy collection of unfinished ideas that he would have blushed to see if he’d been the type to blush. 

He’d done standalone comics before. Essentially short stories, with dragons, and knights, and rangers, and elves and the like falling in love and sometimes fucking—or fucking and sometimes falling in love. But this project was different. He wanted something significant to his name before he turned thirty, something with an actual plot. He was thinking about a big umbrella story with smaller ones going on at the same time beneath that, hopefully with characters that readers would get invested in and want to see fall in love. 

That part was important because he knew how writing went. Sometimes he planned things, and other times, the characters would decide for themselves and screw over his planning. His goal was to, hopefully, create enough fun characters and situations that if people—if he got any followers for this—chose a ship, or if a ship presented itself, he could make it happen. Go where the chemistry was while keeping everything satisfying.

At the same time, he had to think about the rest of it and do some plotting. Which he could do. The whole thing was just bigger than anything he’d done before, and there were so many choices of where to go. That was why the notebook was overflowing with ideas and sketches, and why Trevor felt like he was spending months debating whether or not to get started on his life-changing adventure without ever actually moving forward.  

He went through his wrist warm-up exercises while he frowned over it all, leaned down to scratch the top of Ellie’s head, had another swallow of tea, then opened his laptop. 

Work first. Scary future later. 

––––––––
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HE FINISHED THE FANART commission but set it aside before sending it off, intending to look it over one last time with fresh eyes. His mother had messaged him by then, so he responded to her while shaking the last drop of tea from the can into his mouth. Ellie was sleeping and content and Trevor was reluctant to move and disturb her. When his phone stopped lighting up, he grabbed the heavy notebook and opened it to about halfway through. The tattoos on his forearms rippled as he twirled a pencil in his fingers and considered characters. 

The plot was basically a quest, but the main characters had yet to be determined. He could do the usual heroic types, which to be honest, he thought would be more popular with readers... or he could do an unlikely dirty dozen of monsters and nerds and weirdos. Both might be nice, if he could manage it. He already had the wizard; a short, oddball genius with a bit of an attitude and a thing for bondage. 

He frowned at some quick studies he’d done of more typical heroes, human or maybe elf, incredibly fit, able-bodied, aristocratic background, all of that. Nothing wrong with that, but Trevor found the idea of the world’s destiny in the hands of a tiny twink, or a grizzled soldier with a prosthetic, or a fucking poet orc, way more entertaining. The more traditionally heroic types could be there, but if at least one of them didn’t get fucked by a dragon, then what was even the point? 

In fact, the story definitely needed someone to get fucked by a dragon. That was so much more interesting than a princess in a tower. ...Though maybe she could also fuck the dragon. 

Trevor spent several seconds thinking about the possibilities of that, and if people would want to look at a comic in which someone pegged a dragon, and would they want anyone to also love the dragon, then sighed and flipped pages in the notebook until he found a blank one. 

So many people thought the point of fantasy adventure stories and games was swords and magic and not the friendships and love that carried people through hard times. But Trevor focused more on wherever he thought good relationships could be found. He didn’t care much about intricate plots. D&D was about the party. The Lord of the Rings didn’t work if Samwise didn’t go so hard with his devotion. 

Not that Trevor was on that level. But that was what he wanted to try to convey in between all the fucking and prophecies and questing; it was people who saved everything. The things people would do when they came to care about others, with their own little groups as a stand-in for the world. That was why people cried when great stories ended—and why they wrote fanfiction about it. To keep that care going... and maybe also for porn. 

If a dragon had a kept boy, they would likely cover that boy in jewels. Dwarves might as well, Trevor supposed, if they were the kind of fictional dwarves inclined to keep hoards of treasure. Maybe that was why Trevor loosely sketched a shorter, rounder figure, with hair across fat pecs and a darker trail of hair leading downward. He made the pose vaguely taut, as if his not-dwarf had his back arched. He drew one hairy armpit leading up to a strong arm, and then a few lines around the forearm to represent the coil of a... a chain? A tail? Holding the not-dwarf down if not still. 

Trevor tapped the pencil against the paper thoughtfully, then tried a series of delicate, dainty links around his not-dwarf’s throat. The links went down, so he looped them through rings in each nipple, imagining the image in color and the gleam of metal and jewels against bare skin. 

Bare skin was not practical for battle, he mused, heated as he considered other piercings and a seasoned warrior writhing while someone placed a jewel in his navel, a bar through his cock. More chains, Trevor decided without drawing them, picturing them around a thick shaft, the warrior embarrassed because maybe he’d agreed to distract the dragon or something but hadn’t thought it would go like this. Like he was treasure too. 

Trevor swallowed, then reached for his can of tea but abandoned it once he remembered it was empty. 

Would the encounter haunt the warrior? Would he want it again? From the dragon or from someone else? 

Trevor knew better than to waste an idea that appealed to him and turned another page so he could roughly outline the warrior on his hands and knees about to be split open by dragon cock, gold and jewels and come dripping from nearly every inch of him. 
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Chapter Three
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Trevor’s stomach forced him from the room long past noon. 

He ate something, went out into the garage with his grandmother to check on the seedlings for the yard and to work on a list for their next trip to the garden center, then took care of the dinner vegetables.

Afterward, though it was still early afternoon and not evening, Trevor stuck a hat on his head and clipped the leash onto Ellie’s azure collar to go for a long walk and think about putting a faceless, nameless warrior into Situations. Because the nameless warrior had to have the sort of past to make his encounter with the dragon all that much more poignant... and hot. 

Trevor watched some videos by creators he admired with his headphones in while his grandmother cooked, then he cleaned up so she could rest again. It was in most ways like a hundred other days, except for the spark of an idea at the back of his mind as he went through the motions. 

His grandma commented on his lack of skills in the kitchen the way she usually did, saying his mother should have taught him to do better. To which Trevor responded, as he usually did, that his mom wasn’t much of a cook but his grandma shouldn’t tell her he said that. Anyway, Trevor knew the basics, and frozen food and takeout existed. 

Sky sent him a message halfway through the evening, checking to see if Trevor was down for an online gaming session later that week. It wasn’t the same as seeing each other in person, but Sky was in another state. He, like Trevor, mostly stayed inside these days, and games still counted as socializing. 

Not for the first time, Trevor thought about saving up for a flight to see Sky, but he had bills and he wasn’t going to take money from his grandma to pay them. And Sky couldn’t come here. Well, he could, if he took care while traveling, but it would be a frustrating visit. They’d have to be quiet as mice. Trevor’s grandmother would keep wondering when Sky was going to move back here so he and Trevor could date again. And then... Sky would have to leave. 

Trevor hadn’t liked Sky leaving the first time. He’d had to fight not to grab him and pull him back. 

Sky had insisted that the move was temporary, that it had to be. But Trevor had known the truth. Anyway, Covid had put an end to the idea of visits. Trevor would have to content himself with text conversations and video sessions. 

But he thought of it anyway, Sky here with him, Sky on his laptop in the garden while Trevor worked on the plants—something that still amazed Trevor because who could have guessed Trevor would take to gardening so well? Or Sky on the couch with them while Trevor’s grandma tried to be supportive by putting on shows like Queer Eye or Drag Race. How playing with or fucking Sky might burn off some of the energy that led to detailed drawings of clawed hands digging into the flesh of a hairy ass.

And then he could brush Sky’s hair from Sky’s sweaty face while Sky grumbled but allowed it and curled against Trevor for comfort the way he didn’t for anyone else, no matter how spiky Sky got about cuddles when he was around other people.  

It burned that Trevor couldn’t do that anymore. Of course, he hadn’t been able to since before the plague hit. Sky’s job had wanted him to move, and the opportunity and money had been too great to pass up. Especially to stay with an artist with a part-time day job and a crappy apartment in a small city neither of them particularly liked but which was close to Trevor’s family. Trevor had been the only reason Sky had considered saying no to the offer, which was why Trevor had insisted that Sky say yes. Trevor was a bit of a loser. Sky was a genius. He needed a job that stimulated his incredible brain. He wouldn’t be happy otherwise. 

Trevor had been pushy about it, but Sky listened best when Trevor was pushy. And Sky was happy in his new job, even, maybe especially, because he worked from home now. Long distance wouldn’t have made Sky happy, because no matter how difficult he was about asking for them, Sky needed those cuddles. From someone, even if that wasn’t Trevor. Although if Sky was getting them elsewhere, he was kind enough not to tell Trevor about it. 

But they were still friends, best friends. Sky was still the DM when the group managed to get together for an online gaming session. And sometimes Sky asked, in his way, for more. 

Just not in person. No sweaty hair to be brushed back. No waiting for Sky’s eyes to focus and getting Sky a cup of herbal tea to hold as he returned to the world. No cuddles. 

Unless Sky had gotten those from someone else recently, Sky could probably also use some relief since it had been a week or so since the last time they’d talked like that. But if not, he’d at least understand Trevor’s current horny dragon predicament. Sky understood most things. 

––––––––
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TREVOR MESSAGED BACK and forth with him about dragon magic and physiology until his grandmother turned off the hall lights in a subtle way to tell him she was off to bed and would appreciate less light and noise. She also said to say good night to Sky even though Trevor hadn’t mentioned who he was messaging. He assured her he would be quiet since he hadn’t even been paying attention to whatever was playing on TV. 

He got up to let Ellie out into the backyard, then spent some time researching illustrated book distribution even though he was ages away from having anything resembling a completed book that he could print and the sexual content would make distribution tricky anyway. Conventions maybe would help with that... whenever cons were realistically doable for him in the future. 

He got a message from Sky in the middle of his musing: Is this the first person the dragon has kept as treasure?

The notebook was back in Trevor’s hands in an instant. He was inclined to say yes, but then he wondered.

Maybe. Or maybe his first human. Or nonmagical human, he replied. Not that human magic would do much against a creature that fearsome or powerful.

Overwhelming? Sky asked, tone impossible to read through text until he elaborated. Imagine being the best warrior, or whatever. Being the best. And then even magic means nothing where you are. So you’re nothing but a small, helpless thing once it has you. That would be unknown, terrifying. 

Trevor had no interest in being a small, helpless thing but that comment wasn’t about him. Terrifying?

Then it gives them everything they want. That’s terrifying too, in a different way. What does it say about them that they enjoy it? 

Trevor shifted in his seat. But the dragon likes the best and wants to keep them. 

Sky grasped things so quickly. Mmm never letting go. The dragon has never done that, not like this. And with someone who has never been taken in that way? Fuck. Fuck you have to do that. 

Have the dragon make the squirming warrior his? 

To pin down a creature like that, the dragon might be unintentionally—or intentionally—rough. It might make a mistake or two, mistakes that could lead to hurt feelings or pain... or get sexy real fast. 

His, Sky said, not a question, ending Trevor’s worrying. Please.

Trevor had to take a few long moments to get back to thinking about the fictional warrior. That was what they were supposed to be talking about. Maybe it was what they were talking about and he was imagining things. 

His, Trevor answered at last, but wasn’t sure if Sky had gone back to work or fallen asleep. He didn’t respond right away, so Trevor tried to focus on fantasy concerns. 

He would have to decide on more about the warrior to know how he would react to being treasure. Someone used to fighting and a hard life, absolutely shocked that he would be treated as such a prize? No one would be expecting him to be taken and enjoy it so much. People usually wanted their monsterfucking to involve the more typical heroes and heroines, or lithe, hairless, delicate creatures, or someone small and bookish, maybe a saucy bard. Never someone so overtly strong. 

The warrior’s backstory would change the nature of the encounter, not that Trevor’s cock cared about that after hours spent imagining a variety of sexual positions, and the sounds someone like that would make if they were helpless in a dragon’s coils, and Sky’s reaction to both of those things. 

His, Sky had said. 

Trevor wasn’t thinking about it. 

He might get hurt, Trevor warned. 

Like that bothers you all that much, Sky startled him with a quick reply. He can take it, can’t he? That’s why the dragon wanted him in the first place I bet.

Yes. 

Will you show me when you draw that?

Of course. 

This is going to be hot, you know. People will love it. 

For a second, Trevor was perilously close to blushing. You’ll like it at least. My most important audience member. 

If they’d been on the phone, he might have caught Sky’s reaction to that. In text, all he got was, Am I? And then a dragon emoji bookended by hearts. 

Sky went back to work shortly after, or must have. He probably wasn’t sleeping, though he should have been. Trevor held in his questions about that to focus on the roughly handled treasure and the images he was going to send Sky whenever he finished them. 

Of course, in between the mental pictures of a thick warrior getting plowed were glimpses of a slighter but far more terrifying figure being pinned down and slowly opened up for the fucking he would beg for. Next to each other, the images were enough to make Trevor’s mouth go dry. 

He debated unzipping to take care of himself there and then, though already knew he wouldn’t because even the off chance of his grandmother walking in was enough to at least temporarily kill the mood. He adjusted himself, got up to let Ellie back inside and lock the door behind her, and was heading toward his bedroom when a knock at the front door stopped him. 

It hadn’t been loud enough to disturb his grandmother in her room, but Trevor glanced down the hall toward her anyway before moving cautiously toward the front door. 

His phone didn’t have any new messages, but that didn’t rule out a thoughtless family member showing up to pick up or drop off something on some other family member’s orders. If not that, then it was more than likely Nancy with something for his grandmother related to their conversation earlier. 

Still, the memory of some weirdly combative apartment neighbors made Trevor look through the peephole before he even touched the doorknob. 

Mulberry Court’s one streetlight showed a sturdy figure with short hair and a shirt of blue check flannel. A figure about the size and shape of G.G., which couldn’t be right. But no, that was G.G. turned to one side and waiting at the edge of the porch, as far from the door as one could be without falling down the steps. Trevor stared for another moment, then flipped on the porch light. He put his phone in his pocket, ran a hand over his head as if he had hair to check, then opened the door. 

The startlingly direct gaze met his, then dropped, then came up again, slower, as if G.G.’s attention had briefly gotten stuck on Trevor’s jeans or his tattoos. Then G.G. frowned, and it seemed to Trevor that his eyebrows were the same as the rest of him—fierce, although Trevor couldn’t have explained why since G.G. was hardly aggressive. He was hovering and half-turned away on the far edge of the porch, and he stared and then blinked as if he didn’t know what to make of Trevor’s silence. 

His eyes were hazel, exactly as Trevor had predicted. 

“Gigi?” Trevor finally remembered to speak, but winced at the soft pronunciation. 

G.G., if he noticed it, didn’t seem to care. “I wonder if your grandmother is home?” His voice had not gotten less hoarse in the last few hours, although the sound wasn’t harsh, just husky. Maybe because he wasn’t shouting across the court this time. Or maybe he thought Trevor needed a gentle prompt.

Because Trevor was staring at him without speaking again. 

Trevor mentally slapped himself. “She’s always home.” He gave this useless answer and was saved from further embarrassment by Ellie, who came to stand at Trevor’s side and peer hopefully at the visitor. “Sit, Ellie,” Trevor ordered quietly, glancing down when her tail thumped against the floor in excitement. “Good girl,” he praised her, then looked back at G.G. “Oh, you’ve never met. This is Ellie. Her pedigree name is Eden Lane’s Lady Errol, because you know, breeder rules and how the name has to stand out, but the initials spell E.L.L.E. so...” Trevor, much like Ellie, was way too excited to have a visitor and it showed. He shut his mouth, met G.G.’s startled gaze, and tried again. “My grandmother is asleep. Can I help you with something?” 

As he asked it, he consciously noticed the dark smears across the front of G.G.’s shirt, the pallor to his skin, and then, when G.G. turned to face him more directly, the line of blood across his cheekbone, the kind of thing that happened when someone with blood on their hands accidentally touched their face. 

Which was when the rest of Trevor’s brain caught up with the striped dishtowel wrapped around one of G.G.’s hands, which G.G. was holding to his chest above his heart. “Oh shit. Are you okay? Come in.” Trevor waved Ellie back. “We’ve got a first-aid kit. I’m not sure if we’ve got anything for something major, but I can drive to...” 

“That’s all right. Thank you.” G.G. spoke with polite formality, voice still rough, his hand almost definitely still bleeding. “I’ve got it.” 

“Really,” Trevor protested, because no one wrapped a dishtowel around their hand and got that much blood on their clothes and showed up at their neighbor’s house for anything easily solved. “I can help. It’s no trouble. I can at least get you another towel.” And clean the blood from his face. And sit him down so he wouldn’t look so faint. 

“Really,” G.G. echoed back to him, after a pause that went on long enough for Trevor to wonder if G.G. might faint for real. He held out his injured hand for a moment, and the towel was currently free of blood but whatever was beneath it probably wasn’t. “Really,” he said again, almost confused as he stared up into Trevor’s eyes. “I’m—I will be—fine. I’ve got it.”

“But you’re here.” Trevor was not arguing with an injured man. He was trying to get one of them to see reason. There had to be reason here someplace. He firmed his voice. “Let me take care of this.” 

G.G. made a sound. Trevor couldn’t have classified it if he’d tried, but Ellie let out a garbled whine in response. 

G.G. glanced down to her. “The hospital and Urgent Care are closed at this hour, so I’m going to the ER for stitches.” He spoke to the dog, then looked up again. “If there is a long wait, which I assume there will be” –there was a long wait at the nearest ER even without recurring pandemic waves of infections slowing things down— “I was hoping you or your grandmother could look in on my cats... cat... in the morning.” He cleared his throat. “It would just be to make sure she has food. She has a water fountain and the litter box is cleaned on a timer. She won’t like being alone but you don’t need to pet her if you don’t like cats....” 

He trailed off at the end of his explanation, perhaps because Trevor was staring again. 

“I didn’t realize you had cats—a cat,” Trevor offered, knowing better than to press when someone had to correct something like the number of pets they had. That meant a recent loss. “And yes, sure, of course. Do you have a spare key or a security code or anything else I’ll need?” 

That stopped G.G. again. “Margaret has my spare key.” 

As though Trevor could have known that. As though his grandma had ever once thought to mention that she was apparently trusted enough by their hermit crab neighbor to have a key to his house. 

Trevor took a deep breath. “Okay,” he said carefully, in the calm, controlled voice of someone leading a shaking poodle into the vet’s office. “I can do that. But do you need me to call someone for you? Or drive you to the ER? It’s no problem. I mean that. It’s nice to have someone to sit with you while you wait in a hospital.” 

G.G.’s eyes met his, less fierce the longer Trevor spent looking into them. G.G. didn’t seem ferocious anymore. He was tired and strained and more than a little confused, apparently by Trevor.  

“They don’t want anyone in the hospital who doesn’t need to be there,” G.G. finally answered, huskier than before. Then he nodded. “But thank you.” 

With that final display of manners, he stepped down from the porch to head back toward his house, bleeding and alone, like a shorter Batman with a striped dishtowel over one hand. 

Trevor didn’t close the door until G.G.’s truck had left the court. Then he turned to look down at Ellie, who whined and rolled over to show her belly.

“That was as close to a hero’s sexy nemesis showing up at their doorstep bloodied and in need of help because they had nowhere else to go as I am ever going to get. That’s going to end up in the story, in one form or another.” He said this nonsense to his dog because he was shaking with the urge to do something and there was nothing to be done. 

But he wasn’t ready to write or draw yet, so he grabbed Ellie’s leash and walked until he felt more settled and Ellie was so tired that she passed out in her dog bed moments after they got back. 

––––––––
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HE TOLD SKY ABOUT THE whole encounter in an email because that many messages would have lit up Sky’s phone and he wanted Sky to try to sleep at a normal time. Sky didn’t always, but having an adult job often meant needing to function during regular business hours, and if Sky didn’t enforce his own bedtime, that left Trevor to do it for him. 

That was all Trevor could do, despite any other thoughts he had about it or any schedules he might have penciled into the blue notebook that he thought of as Sky’s even if he’d never mentioned it to Sky himself. 

Sky’s days and nights were not Trevor’s and Trevor shouldn’t assume they were. Trevor had created that boundary about nights in particular and was good about sticking to it. Sky hadn’t complained, but regardless, Trevor wasn’t going to get in his way. That was the whole point. 

Not that it mattered, since, as if Sky had answered that email first thing before all his work stuff, Trevor woke up to a message. 

You don’t have a nemesis. Your door would be the first place to go, not the last. 

Trevor smiled into his pillow.  
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Chapter Four


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


DESPITE THE LATE-NIGHT walk, Ellie was still overjoyed to go along on Trevor’s early morning jog with him. Jogging was another thing Trevor had discovered he was into during lockdown, though it might have been because it got him out of the house. This morning it wasn’t much of a jog, but some days were more about being outside than exercising. 

There was no truck in G.G.’s driveway but it could have been in the garage. G.G. had built that garage himself, according to Trevor’s grandmother. Trevor hadn’t considered that much before but was now imagining grisly saw or drill accidents to explain whatever G.G. had done to his hand, if G.G. was that into construction and building things. He really shouldn’t do dangerous work alone. Not that G.G. would care about Trevor’s opinion. 

But at the very least, G.G. ought to have to an emergency contact he could call to come take him to the hospital or to watch his cat. Or to inform if he was about to pass out from blood loss in his... tool shed or wherever he must work. 

His backyard, most likely. Trevor had heard the distant sounds of electric tools from time to time but now he was going to be on alert for them. Which was a problem. G.G. was not Trevor’s to look out for. G.G. was his fantasy, or part of one. That was all. 

Trevor went through the rest of his morning following the usual routines, filling in his grandma about G.G. over breakfast after a brief discussion of some small family drama going on over social media that Trevor made a mental note to look into before his grandmother could get roped into it. She offered no information on G.G.’s cats or cat, and didn’t explain how it had come about that she had G.G.’s spare house key. Trevor briefly wondered if G.G. had a copy of hers as well. Plenty in the family already did, but maybe after his grandpa had died and no one in the family had been staying with her, his grandma had asked G.G. to hold onto it just in case. Maybe they’d bonded in a prickly but lonely independent spirit sort of way. 

Trevor had feelings about that, which he sat with while he and his grandmother worked in the garden during the cooler hours before noon. Then he went out front to consider G.G.’s house, quiet and unassuming, the garage door firmly closed and revealing no secrets. 

He came back in to ask his grandma for the key and found her engrossed in her large-print book of sudoku and a strange key waiting for him on the kitchen counter. 

He gave his grandmother a suspicious look, waved for Ellie to stay since he didn’t know if G.G.’s cat was okay with dogs but guessed not, then left the house. 

He had no idea who the lot of wild grasses between their houses belonged to, although he or G.G. were the ones who ended up mowing it; Trevor, to keep the ticks away, G.G., maybe because he was bored. If the developer had intended to put a house there, they never had. Whatever the situation, the sidewalk didn’t have a dip in it for a driveway, and the fence around G.G.’s backyard seemed to indicate the grass wasn’t his. 
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