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Author Note





Trigger Warnings: This book depicts queer sexual relationships, along with ethical non-monogamy and kink. There are homophobic comments and memories of an MC growing up in a very conservative unaccepting household and being sent to a conversion camp. All of which are worked through within the story. 
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Mystic Veil World





The Mystic Veil series is set in a time and place in the world where it has been common knowledge for many years that humans were not the only inhabitants of our realm. Others from a supernatural realm had crossed over and lived within our communities alongside humans for many years. 

Some Others have integrated into society much more quickly. For example, shifters, fae, and Incubi either had a human form or already resembled humans. People hadn't noticed them living within our communities. But Others, like Orcs and Trolls, had a much more difficult time blending. Even when they used glamour to appear more human, their size tended to set them apart.  

The global community began a PR campaign to inform humans of the existence of Others. Reassuring people that Others had been living alongside us for many years. That we, as humans, did not need to fear them. Some people embraced Others and developed friendships, and even fell in love with them. Unfortunately, some people disliked the idea of supernatural beings living among us. They believed we should segregate them from the human population for safety and to maintain what they considered "right and pure.” 

Mystic Veil is a small but growing town in Northwest Lower Michigan. There is a close sense of community for all the inhabitants, humans and Others alike. They work, live, and thrive together. These stories primarily take place within the town of Mystic Veil, with some books also taking us to the Other Realm. 
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Prologue





Trevor

Icringed when I looked down at the name on my phone as it rang. Quickly I let it go to voicemail again. The call was from my father. Yes, father, not dad; that was a lesson that I learned at a very young age.

I haven’t called him dad or daddy since I was 6 years old. I learned that "father" showed respect, "dad" did not, and "daddy" was childish. After that lesson, I couldn’t sit down without pain for almost 4 days. That was when I first realized how harsh my father was when disobeyed in any manner. It was several years later when I learned that disappointing my father was worse than disobeying him. So much worse.

When I was 14 years old, my father caught me and Steve, my best friend, jerking off together. We didn’t know he had gotten home from work early, when he walked into my bedroom and saw us both with our pants around our ankles, hands wrapped around each other's dicks, jerking each other. I’d never seen him so mad, and as he told me, so disappointed. He immediately sent Steve home and told him he was never welcome back in our house again.

“But father!” I shouted while trying to argue for my friend. He looked at me so coldly and said, “You will not say another word if you know what is good for you. I have never been so disappointed in you before in my life.”

As Steve scurried out of the room, you could hear his footsteps hurrying down the stairs and the front door slam as he left the house. I stood frozen in place with tears running down my cheeks. As the door slammed, my father exploded, ranting and yelling at me, without giving me any chance to speak.

“NO SON of MINE is going to be some kind of faggot! I’ve never been more disappointed or disgusted in my life than I was when I walked into the room and saw you and that boy stroking each other like that. I can only assume you liked him stroking you with as hard as your dick was and how eagerly you were stroking him back. Thank God I came home when I did or who knows what you two would have ended up doing with each other.”

I cringed thinking about yesterday when we had been kissing and dry-humping each other.

As my father continued yelling, he started going through my room, opening all the drawers and dumping everything out, pulling all my clothes out of my closet, basically searching through my entire room and all my possessions. I stood there silently praying that he didn’t find the book. The magazines I could explain away as they were all sports related. No one would know that I preferred to look at the athletes in them, especially when they had pictures of them in the locker room. Those pictures did funny things to me, but the book Steve had given me a couple of weeks ago–that I wouldn’t be able to explain away.

As my father moved towards my bed I got nervous. When he flipped the mattress and box spring off the frame to see what was underneath and he found the magazines, I waited to see what he’d say. Thankfully, the top one had a big article and picture spread about the Dallas Cowboy Cheerleaders. My father grabbed the magazine and shook it at me. “Why the hell are you jerking another boy if you’re looking at pictures like this?”

I just stood there not knowing if I should talk or not when he grabbed me by the hair, yanking my head back and forcing me to look up at him.

“I asked you a question and I expect an answer!”

Silently apologizing to Steve, I said, “It sounded like a good idea when Steve suggested it. He said it would feel better since it wasn’t my own hand and I could imagine it being a girl touching me. He was right, and it did feel better imagining it was a girl touching me.”

“You expect me to believe that you were imagining it was a girl touching your dick then? I find that hard to believe when you had your hand wrapped around his dick and staring at it as you stroked him. You are grounded until I say differently and don’t let me find you with that boy again! Clean this mess up,” my father shouted as he left my room.

I collapsed on the floor, heartbroken over the loss of my best friend, and with relief that my father hadn’t found the book. If he’d moved any more things under my bed, he would have found it. I knew I had to find a new place to hide the book. I should just get rid of it, but where else was I going to get another one?

As I put my room back together, I tried to figure out where to move the book to. After putting everything away, I chose a safer spot for the book—behind the bookcase in the corner of the room by my desk. I half-crawled under the bed to fish it out; just as I squirmed out from under the bed and stood up, I heard my father's voice, “What do you have in your hand, Trevor?”

“A book,” I said with a quivering voice.

“I can see it’s a book,” my father said, “but I wonder why it was stuck so far back under your bed that I didn’t find it when I flipped the mattress and why it's not in your bookcase with the rest of your books?”

I stood there shaking, staring at the floor with tears pouring down my cheeks. I couldn’t answer. I knew I had to, but it would not make my father happy. Then I felt the book snatched out of my hand, “NO!” I screamed, trying to grab the book back. I cringed as my father looked at the cover, showing two men kissing. 

“Son of a bitch,” my father cursed.

Opening the book to one of the pages I had dog-eared, he began reading aloud. “Nothing had ever felt better in my life than having a thick cock buried deep in my throat while another pounded my ass…This is what you’re reading!” He shouted. “NO SON OF MINE IS GOING TO BE A FAGGOT!” he yelled while ripping the pages out of the book. “You will NOT live that life! this ENDS NOW!” He grabbed me as I was crying and threw me onto the bed. “You will be a MAN, not a FAG, even if I have to beat the fag out of you.”

***


That lesson hurt a lot. I missed school the rest of the week. My dad called the school saying I crashed my bike and needed some healing time. The school took him at his word and excused me for Thursday and Friday. With only two weeks of school left, no one seemed to care about absences. I wasn’t missing anything anyway.

That night, when my mom got home from work the yelling started all over again. Then my mom was crying when she came into my room that night. She said, “I can’t fix this, you’re going to have to do what he says,” then walked out of my room.

When I returned to school on Monday, the bruises were still visible and everyone was asking about my bike crash. Everyone except Steve believed the story. Steve knew better. At lunch, Steve sat down and asked me how bad it was. I looked at him with tears in my eyes, saying, “He found the book, and decided he would beat the fag out of me. I’m forbidden to be friends with you, and I’m grounded until he decides I’m not.”

“Shit I, I’m so sorry,” Steve said, “what can I do? How can I help?”

“You can't,” I said. “I don’t think anyone can. My mom said she can’t fix this and I have to do what he says.”

***


When I came home from school on the last day of classes, there was a strange van in the driveway. The logo on the door said Camp Endurance: We Will Make Your Son a Man. I was scared as I walked in the front door to see three men in the living room with my parents. My father looked at me and said, “Trevor, in here, now.” Everyone stood up as I walked into the room. 

My father told me, “We’ve made arrangements for you this summer. You will spend the summer at Camp Endurance to help you figure out how to live an appropriate life. They tell me they can make you a man, even with the current goings-on between you and that boy. In fact, they assure me they have special techniques to deal with deviant behaviors like yours.” With that said, my father handed me a duffle bag. “Your mom packed this for you with the few personal belongings that are acceptable for you to bring with you. The camp will provide everything else. Hopefully, they can do what they say and fix these disgusting deviant urges you are having, so when you return to us before school in September, you can continue to live with us. If you continue to exhibit behaviors like I witnessed a few weeks ago, you may not live in this house. Keep that in mind this summer while they are teaching you what is acceptable behavior. Now say goodbye to your mom and leave. Do not come back in the fall if you cannot stop these abhorrent deviant behaviors.” Then my father walked out of the room without even saying goodbye.

***


Things were different when I returned in the fall. I learned several lessons at Camp Endurance. The biggest one being to avoid corporal punishment, to do what they wanted. I learned to suppress all my desires and wants. I learned to tow the line, and to answer questions the way I was supposed to. But most of all, I learned how to act like they determined a man should act. I learned women were subservient, and that they were here to take care of men's wants and needs. I learned I needed to be bigger and stronger, and more dominant to show I was a man.

I didn’t necessarily like what they turned me into, but when my parents came to visit in the middle of summer to assess my progress, my father told me he was proud of me. That was the first time in my life my father had told me that. That was enough for me to completely buy into everything they told me at camp, making me into the man my father wanted me to be.

***


I felt my phone vibrate with a message notification. As I anxiously played the voicemail he left, I felt my stomach drop.

Trevor, I don’t know what game you’re playing at by not answering the phone when I call. Avoidance is not how a man acts; that is the behavior of a child. I thought you’d finally gotten past childish behaviors. I expect you to return this call immediately and confirm your attendance at my upcoming fundraiser. Be sure your plus one is acceptable for once. If you’re still dating that hefty broad maybe you hire someone for the night that is better arm decoration. After all, there will be photographers there. If you insist on bringing her we’ll just tell them the photos must be family only. I expect your response soon. Do not disappoint me. 

As I deleted the message, I thought to myself. I just need to tell him no. The last thing I want to do is spend the evening hanging out with him and the people that do his bidding in hopes that they can get a favor for themselves in the future. All of them are awful, disgusting people. Not unlike myself, but that's not my fault, it's his, and I do not want to attend this or any of his other fundraising events. But right now I was so not ready to deal with him. So deleting the message and ignoring the reality for the win! 
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Chapter 1





Trevor

As I sped out of the parking area at Safety Tech, I was furious! What a fucking bitch! Where did she get off cashing in on my sale? I’ve been working on this account for years. Then she weasels her way in, probably by sucking Andrew's cock at some point to get him to send her with me! After all, she is his “personal” assistant. Then flashing her cleavage and making eyes at Wyverness to get him to not only sign on the dotted line but to also get him to refuse to let me handle the damn account.

I’m sure he’s going to be expecting her to “service” his account, alright! His account, his cock, and probably anyone else at the company that he felt should get some extra servicing attention! Why else would he want to work with a WOMAN, for Christ's sake. The surprise was going to be on him, though; I’d dated Chris long enough to know she sucked in the sack. So if Wyverness expected a “good service” from her, he was going to be sadly disappointed. Chris couldn’t suck dick to save her life and was lifeless when you fucked her.

Looking at my watch I groaned; I did not want to go back to the office and hear everyone talking about how Chris had closed the deal instead of me. Fuck it, I’m going to taking the rest of the day off; if they didn’t like it they could fuck off. I was the top salesperson dammit, and for all anyone knew I was making calls. Just so Chris realized I was onto her and what she did, I texted her.

***


Me: You fucking BITCH! After everything I did for you THIS is how you repay me! By STEALING MY ACCOUNT! I hope you realize if you weren’t friends with his whore, yeah I know who she is. She’s that tramp peddling sex toys to faggots, fat chicks and guys that can’t get it up. I even hear for the right price you can fuck her in her backroom. Maybe she can teach you something to hold onto your jailbait for a bit longer. But yeah, I’m sure Wyverness is going to require you to allow him to sample the goods, why else would he demand you ‘handle’ his account. I’m sure that’s not all he’ll demand you handle. So you better improve your skills fast cuz the skills you have now won’t keep your jailbait happy or your ‘client.’ When they both go walking away from you, don’t come sniveling back to me. You useless, fat, bitch.



Ok, that’s better. Couldn’t let her think I was going to let that slide. What kind of man did she think I was? 

Next, I texted Lester, one of the other sales people, the one with the biggest mouth, giving him the heads up of what the bitch had done.

Me: Hey Lester, you’re not going to believe what the fuck just happened. That bitch Chris fucking sucked up to Andrew to let her go with me on the Safety Tech pitch. Wyverness finally agrees to sign but only if she is the one to ‘handle’ his account. Yeah I’m sure that’s not all he’s going to expect her to handle, if you get my drift. With the amount of tit she had hanging out of her shirt and how fucking short her skirt was you know that’s what she was hoping for. She was making it so obvious that she’d be willing to do anything for him to give her the account. Fucking slut.





The night didn’t get any better, because as I was sitting at home trying to relax and drink a beer my father called again. I let it go to voicemail; when my phone beeped that he’d left a message I went in and deleted it. I was done being his puppet. I got nothing out of it. No matter what I did or how I acted, he still didn’t like me. None of it made him treat me like a son either since my treatment was more like a servant. My mom was as distant as ever, so why should I continue to bend over backwards trying to make him happy? It got me nowhere and left me feeling like shit. I knew at some point he was going to get pissed off enough he’d make my mom call me because I was ignoring him. Yeah, well he’s ignored me all my life. He could deal with it.

***


When I got to work on Tuesday things started out like shit. It began with riding up in the elevator listening to all my coworkers congratulate Chris on landing Safety Tech. Although, from some of the shit I’d heard walking in, Lester had been running his mouth, and that made me smile a little.

Then having the bad luck to have Andrew come up behind me as I told Chris if she hadn’t used her body she never would have gotten the sale just sucked. For a big fucker, he sure moved quietly. Then the first person I encountered at my desk was Susan from HR.

Rolling my eyes as I walked up, I smiled when she turned to me and I poured on the charm. “Hey Susan, you look fantastic this morning. What brings you to my corner of the building this morning?”

“Good Morning, Mr. Heralt. Mr. McKnight sent me an email yesterday that I needed to clear today for a meeting with you and subsequent training. You will be coming with me now and plan to spend the remainder of this week in training. I’ve already informed your supervisor and he is taking care of moving your appointments for the week or reassigning them to others.”

I just stood there with my mouth hanging open. All week for these stupid trainings, and they were taking my appointments and giving them to other people–what the hell! “I think there’s been a misunderstanding, Susan, I’m sure Mr. McKnight doesn’t want me not selling for a week. I’m the top sales person here, do you know how much business and in turn money a week of me not selling will cause the company to lose? Why don’t you just give me whatever papers I need to sign that say I’ll follow the rules and we can call this good?”

Then from behind me I heard Andrew’s voice. Fuck, was the dude purposefully following me now?! “Trevor, what part of everything Susan just told you made you think it was a suggestion or optional?” Andrew asked. “I informed you yesterday that you would be taking training on what your job as a sales person actually entails, along with general workplace harassment and sexual harassment training. That will fill up your time this week. Over the weekend, I will review your responses on the work sheets and the scores from all the tests that are part of those training. On Monday you and I will meet to determine if you are a fit for this company. Then, if that is a yes, we will determine if you are truly suited to continue in the current position that you have. I suggest you put all your focus on your training this week and reflect on if this job and company are really where you want to be. Because if that answer is yes, you are going to have to make a lot of changes to both your attitude and behavior in the workplace and with your co-workers.” With that said, Andrew walked away, leaving me and Susan standing there.

Internally seething, I turned to Susan and smiled, “Well, I guess I’m going with you for training, Susan, lead the way.” 

Well, I thought, at least following behind Susan had its benefits; she had a nice tight ass that was shown off spectacularly in the snug pants she was wearing. Man, I thought, I should take a run at that, I bet she’d be wild in the sack. Not only does she have a tight ass but a spectacular rack, too. I recently overheard her telling someone in the breakroom the other day she does yoga. So she’d be bendy and I could put her into all kinds of good positions to fuck her.

Smirking, I said, “Hey Susan, since we’re going to be together most of today, how about I take you out for lunch?”

“No thank you, Mr. Heralt, I brought my lunch.” 

I sidled up next to her and said in a low voice, “We don’t have to eat, I’m sure we could find something else to fill out our lunch hour with.”

“Mr. Heralt, I’m going to take that comment to mean something like say a walk in the park to enjoy the sunshine and not that you were implying anything else for your benefit, seeing as you are spending this time with me, as you put it, mainly to review general harassment and sexual harassment trainings. I’m positive you didn’t mean that comment in a sexual manner, did you?” Susan asked pointedly.

“Whatever, let's just get this shit done,” I said, stomping into her office.

***


These training videos are so fucking stupid; if women knew their place none of this shit would be needed. They should be home taking care of the house and kids and being ready for when their man gets home to fix him a drink, serve him dinner. Then later serve any other needs he has, like getting on their knees and choking on his cock or bending over so he could work out his frustrations in whatever hole he felt like. But no, they had to be in the fucking workplace getting their percious little feelings hurt whenever someone complimented them or made any bit of a joke. That was one of the problems in the world these days: too many women thinking like men and too many men acting like women.

Fuck this shit. I let the training videos continue to play on the work computer and pulled up some porn to watch on my phone. By the end of the week I was so sick of this training shit I didn’t put much effort into filling out the questionnaires that were at the end of the courses. It’s not like they were hard–just put down the corporate bullshit answers and be done. I was so ready to go out drinking and find myself some pussy.

Of course, as I was driving home my phone started to ring again and it was my father. As I’d been doing lately, I let the call go to voicemail and deleted the message as soon as it popped up. Fucking hell, would he just quit for once.
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Chapter 2 





Trevor

Idecided to go to the Siren instead. It wasn’t my favorite bar, but it was close, usually full of hot women that were surprisingly easy to pick up. I just need to get my dick sucked at a bare minimum tonight! With that in mind I grabbed my favorite worn-in pair of faded jeans that cupped my dick and showed it off and a tight dark green t-shirt. Personally, I think I look better in lighter colors like mint green, sky blue, lavender, and pink, but those are all fag colors, so no way I was wearing that out anywhere. 

Getting into my car I turned the radio up blasting some 90’s rock and headed to the bar. I made sure to get there late enough that the ladies should already have had a drink or two and be more receptive, but not too late that only the ugly ones were left.

As I was driving to the bar my father called again. Damn, when is he going to get the message I’m not going to talk to him. Again, I let it go to voicemail then delete the message he leaves without listening to it. I’m sure he was getting increasingly angry that I haven’t officially said I’ll be at his fucking fundraiser. I don’t need his shit on top of the shitshow that I’m living right now. I didn’t want to go to the fundraiser; I just wanted him to go the fuck away.

***


Walking into The Siren, I headed to the bar and scoped out the scenery. BINGO, sitting at a table towards the back were two redheads that had promise. The one facing the door was a tiny thing with nice tits–too bad she had short fucking hair. But the one with their back to me, yes, long red wavy hair halfway down her back. Shoulders were a little broader than I usually like but it’s working for her. I couldn't tell the size of her tits from where I was at but I definitely have options. I got a beer and scoped out the rest of the bar. I didn’t want to head directly over and seem too eager.

As I walked up to their table I noticed the tiny one whispering to the other one while looking at me. Good, she’s noticed me and told her friend about me, so maybe if I’m lucky I can get them both to leave with me and I can have them both take care of my needs.

“Hello, beautiful ladies, I’m Trevor. Mind if I join you?” I ask, approaching their table. The tiny one smiles at me: “I’m Kat and I would love for you to join us.” As I pull out the empty chair I look over at the other woman and holy fuck! It’s a dude! Why the hell does a dude have hair that long? He must be a fag.

He turns to me and smiles, saying, “Thanks for the beautiful comment but the lady part doesn’t exactly fit. 100% dick possessing guy here. I’m Gary, Kat’s twin, nice to meet you, Trevor.”

I’m stunned, because he really is beautiful, not that I’m into that, but the fact that he isn't even the slightest bit pissed I thought he was a chick is wrong. “Hey man, you might want to consider cutting your hair so people don’t think you’re a woman," I told him.

This made Kat laugh. “Eh, Gary’s used to it, not like it's the first time it's happened.”

Gary just shook his head at her, “I’m secure enough in my masculinity that I could give a shit what someone assumes just cuz I have long hair. I like it and I know it looks fucking hot as hell, so why cut it.”

Again I couldn’t believe his response, but I turned to focus on Kat. “I haven’t seen you here before, Kat. I know I would have noticed you.”

She just smiled at me, “That's because I rarely hang out here.” Smiling even bigger, she said, “I normally hang out over at Cuff’d & Collar’d on the other side of town. Are you familiar with it?”

“Heard of it, yes, but I’ve not been there before since I don’t have a membership or know a member.” Fucking hell, I think to myself, this tiny thing hangs out at the BDSM club! Now I really want to fuck her. It'd be fun to tie her up and do what I wanted with her. 

“Play your cards right,” she says, “and you might go with me sometime.” 

I smiled and said, “Just tell me what card you want played, baby, and I’m there. How about we go dance?” I mainly wanted to get her away from her brother for a while; I wasn’t sure how’d he’d react to me hitting on her in front of him. And since I wanted to make my move on her, the dance floor would be a good spot to get all up on her and grind and get a feel for what she’d be up for.  

Smiling, she said, “I’d love to dance,” then she stood up stumbling a bit. She half fell into my lap sliding her tits across my face and catching herself with one hand on my thigh and the other on my dick. “Oopsy,” she said, giving my dick a stroke before standing up, “I’m so clumsy sometimes.” Then she started walking to the dance floor with enough sway in her ass to throw out her hips. Yeah, this chick was down to fuck!

When I got out to the dance floor I grabbed her and pulled her back up against my front and started to grind on her to the beat of the music. She tipped her head back smiling up at me as she wrapped her arms behind my head and rubbed her ass on my dick. We danced for four or five songs, but then she stood up on her tip-toes and whispered in my ear, “Walk to the bathroom with me.” 

“Hell yeah,” I said, grabbing her hand and heading down the hall.

We were in luck and there wasn’t a line so we were able to go right in and I locked the door behind us. Grabbing her and pulling her to me I kissed her hard the way I know chicks like it. All women love being shown that their man knows he's the one in charge and is able to direct them with what they need to do. Biting down her neck I grabbed her tits, giving them a good squeeze and twisting her nipples through her shirt. This chick has to be a fucking slut. She isn’t even wearing a bra, and she’s the one that suggested coming into the bathroom for a fuck. Definitely not the kind of woman you marry, but certainly the kind you fuck the shit out of.

I smacked her on the ass and said, “Hey baby, drop to your knees, I’ve got a nice big present for you.” I grabbed my package to be sure she knew what I meant. 

Giggling, she moaned, “Mmmmm, I love a big present!” She dropped to her knees and unzipped my pants. Reaching in she grabbed my cock and pulled it out of my boxers.

“Hmmm,” she said, “not quite hard yet. I like them super hard before I put them in my mouth.” So she started stroking me.

“Yeah baby,” I said, “stroke it a bit, maybe lick it some, it’ll get nice and hard for you. Then you can suck on it and I’ll blow a nice load down your throat. I bet you like the sound of that, don’t ya?” I put my hands on her head. Damn, I wish she had long hair like her brother so I could bury my hands in it and twist and pull using it to control her head. But this short shit she’s got leaves nothing to grab onto.

Just when things start to get good there's banging on the door and I hear some chick yelling, “Hey, no fucking in my bathrooms! Out now!” Kat jumps up before she even puts my cock in her mouth. 

“Shit,” I said, “that’s Sasha, she owns the place.”

Kat shoved my half-hard cock back into my pants while saying, “Bummer, just when things were getting fun.” Then she proceeds to open the door and walk out leaving me there with my pants undone.

I glared at Sasha; she looked at me cooly and smiled. “Bathrooms are for pissing, not fucking. You want to fuck, you need to leave my bar, buddy boy.” I shoved past her to go find Kat. I found her back at the table with her brother. As I walked up she was putting on her coat.

“Wanna head to my place?”

“Sorry,” she said, “It's late and I work in the morning but give me your phone and I’ll put my number in. Maybe we could get together sometime?” I unlocked my phone and handed it to her with a new contact open. She typed in her info and handed me back my phone. Not being an idiot, I sent her a text right then; seeing her phone light up I knew she hadn’t given me a fake number at least. I laughed when I saw she put herself in my phone as “smokin hot redhead.” 

Looking down at the message she smiled and then winked at me. “Later, big guy,” she said, and turned and walked out with her brother.

Obviously she liked my message so I knew we were definitely going to be hooking up soon since what I sent her said: “too bad we were interrupted otherwise I’d be cumming down your throat by now” with an eggplant and water drops emojis. I figured I’d show her my playful side.
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Chapter 3





Kat

“Holy fuck!” I exclaimed “I’m glad Sasha got to the bathroom when she did because the last thing I wanted to do was suck his dick! Granted, he wasn’t even fully hard, so I’m still leaning towards him batting for your team even if he refuses to admit it to even himself. Because even after he found out you were a guy he couldn’t keep his eyes off you.” 

Gary smiled, “Yeah, I noticed. So what is your plan for this?”

“Well,” I said, “I’m thinking I’ll keep flirting with him daily while finding excuse after excuse not to meet up. I’ll throw in some video chats with me in sexy lingerie to keep him amped up and on the hook then invite him to Cuff’d & Collar’d. That’s when I’ll let him know that tonight is the only time he’ll see me on my knees for him and go from there. But I figure a couple weeks of me teasing the hell out of him and only his hand for relief it’ll be easy to get him on his knees for me. From what Jarrell told us he responds well to commands at work and saying ‘boy’ seems to please him a lot. I can work with that.”

Jarrell was one of the many cousins Gary and I had. Both Gary and Jarrell were incubi, and I was a succubus. This gave all three of us an extra advantage of being able to see things in people's auras that most others couldn’t. Clueing us into the things that really turned them on even if it was something they weren’t even aware of at the time. Assuming we paid attention, which, honestly, we don’t always do.

We also had the ability to heighten people's attraction and arousal and could get people to do things that they normally wouldn’t. But what people didn’t know was that any good/ethical incubus or succubus (which most of us are) would not make people do things that were not of their own free will. We fed off of arousal; we didn’t actually have to have sex, contrary to popular belief. That’s why so many of us hung out at kink and swingers' clubs. We could just sit in the club all night and be fully fed. Don’t get me wrong, sex fed us faster and, honestly, who didn’t like sex? But we didn’t sneak into people's dreams and molest them like the church told people. But it’s not like we were the only beings the church lied about. Don’t get me started on how the church treat LGBTQ people. Fuck that shit.

***

I started sexting with Trevor the next morning.

Smokin Hot Redhead: Hey there sexy I woke up this morning with a smile on my face thinking about last night.



Trevor: Glad I could bring a smile to your beautiful face. I know thinking of last night does more than make me smile; it makes me hard. I wish you came home with me last night so I could have you take care of this monster for me.



Rolling my eyes, I thought monster? More like average! Don’t get me wrong, there is absolutely nothing wrong with an average-sized dick. It’s all about what the dick owner can do with it rather than the size of it. But just with the little bit of time I spent with Trevor I knew that he absolutely didn’t know what to do with it or care if the woman he was with got off.

Smokin Hot Redhead: I’m sure I could wrangle you and your monster into submission! Unfortunately things are crazy right now. We may have to do with sexting and video calls for a bit until I can devote the time and attention to you that you deserve.



Trevor: I like the sounds of that last part, the time and attention I deserve. I definitely would love to have you wrangle my monster into submission! I don’t like sexting and video calls only for a while, I can’t wait to really show you what my cock can do. Although I’m not sure a tiny little thing like you can handle me. I’ll be sure to be careful with you.



Damn, is this guy unbelievably over-confident!

Smokin Hot Redhead: Don’t worry about me, I’m tougher than I look. I can handle you just fine. Gotta go, but here’s something for you.



Next I sent over a picture of myself in a long lacy tank top. The pattern of the lace strategically covered my nipples, but you could see everything from my neck to my hips with just a hint of pubic hair showing where the tank top stopped. There, I thought, that should keep him on the line for a bit.

Over the next two weeks I sexted with Trevor every day. Sending him messages hinting at submission that I knew he was taking as me submitting to him, not the other way around. Sexy pictures of my tits, ass and on rare occasions, my pussy. I even video called and talked him through a few jerk-off sessions, basically anything to keep him horny and on edge.

The funny thing was, even though I got an average of 2-3 dick pics a day from him, I’d noticed that he got more aroused and came much faster when I was more dominant in the conversation than when I took a more submissive role. But if you read through all the messages of everything he said, it was all alpha male bullshit posturing. I was completely convinced that he was submissive as fuck and about 98% positive he was gay, or at least bi with a strong gay leaning. But he was repressing that shit hard; so figuring out how to bring that out in him was the tricky part.

I decided to call my brother and talk it over with him because I was going to have to actually meet up with Trevor again soon. Gary came over later so we could create a plan. The first thing I did was have him read all the text messages, then I played him the recordings I’d made of our video sex calls. Yeah, yeah, I recorded it without telling him, but it's not like I was going to put them on the internet or anything. It was all for research purposes.

“So what do you think after seeing all of that?”

Gary was quiet for longer than I expected. Then he finally said, “I agree with your read on him–he is definitely submissive, although I don’t think you’ll easily get him to admit that. And yeah, I think he’s gay or bi with a very gay leaning, but again I don’t know how you’re going to get him to admit that.”

“We’ve gotten guys like this to admit their true desires before, what makes you think this is so different?” I asked.

“Well,” Gary said, “I got curious when Jarrell asked us to ‘re-educate’ him after how he treated Chris. So I did some sleuthing and found out some interesting information. Heralt is not his last name, well it is now, legally. But that is his mother’s maiden name. His last name growing up was Bauer, as in his father is Senator Reginald Bauer.”

“Holy shit, the right wing ultra-conservative senator that is so anti-trans and anti-gay and likes to tout the positives of conversion camps?! THAT explains a whole lot about how he is and how he treats people, especially women.”

“Yep,” Gary said, “and my exploration on the dark web found a summer stay for Trevor the summer he was 14 at a camp called Camp Endurance. The only thing I can find out about the camp is they touted that they turned boys into men. What does that lead you to think?”

“Fuck, that screams conversion camp, son of a bitch. Now I feel bad for him, and kinda want to fuck up his dad.”

“Yep,” Gary said, “honestly I still want to ‘re-educate’ him but now in a totally different manner for a totally different reason. No one should spend their life hating themselves, not when they were basically brainwashed into hating themself and being a complete douchebag to women.”

“Yeah, and this information just reinforces what I noticed that first night at the bar.”

Gary looked at me puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Remember when I told you he was walking over and seemed to be more interested in you than me and even after he found out you were a guy not the chick he originally thought? He still couldn't keep his eyes off you.”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“I noticed that every time he focused on you his aura would flare super bright and colorful, then dim, and the colors would muddle and go gray. But then next time he’d lock eyes on you the colors would flare again. Like that initial attraction would hit every time he looked at you. Until he realized it his aura would flare with arousal and attraction then he’d squash it back down. Then when we were on the dance floor and he was grinding on me and feeling me up he never got fully hard and his aura was nothing other than baseline blah. Even in the bathroom when he thought I was going to go down on him, nothing. No brightness, no flare of color, nothing. The only times I’ve seen small flares of colors…”

“...was when you were exhibiting dominance over him on your video calls?” Gary finished my thought.

“Yeah, I noticed those too. And those are nothing colorwise compared to the flares of color when he’d focus on you,” I confirmed

“Hmm, I think I have an idea that might work. Bring him to Cuff’d & Collar’d on Saturday. Being that it's a Saturday it’ll be pretty busy and we can scope what he really tunes into kink-wise. I have suspicions of what it might be, and this Saturday will be the perfect time to find out.”

I looked at him puzzled for a moment, then smiled. “Isn’t this Saturday when they do their monthly Daddy-Mommy night?”

“Yep, and they always do that in the side room right off the main bar area. So you can get him there and then let him know you’re a Domme, not a sub. My guess is he’s going to freak out and his reaction is going to be to get pissed at you and not to admit he wants to kneel. I can commiserate about women being untruthful and start talking with him and go from there.”

‘Well, that's more of a plan than I have. I hope this works and doesn't just go tits up. I’m happy to hand him off to you. Morgan’s getting pissy that I’m still dangling him on a string and the amount of time he takes up, because honestly he’s fucking needy.”

Gary smiled, “Yeah that tracks with what I’m suspecting.’

I looked up at him and then said, “Holy shit, you think he’s a boy and based on the look on your face you want that to be true.”

Gary just looked at me with a half-smile on his face.
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Chapter 4 





Trevor

This shit was getting old! Between Kat always being busy and continually sexting and video calling keeping me horny but refusing to meet up for a hookup, I was really tired of jacking myself while she talked dirty to me over video. But I have to admit, that woman had a dirty fucking mouth. The end result is I am not in the best of moods from not getting any. 

My father is still calling and now he’s started sending threatening text messages too since I wouldn’t answer the phone. I’m sure the voicemail messages I am deleting are just as hostile.

Then on top of that bullshit, work is absolute shit right now. Apparently, according to both Susan in HR and Andrew I did not “pass” his harassment training or his sales training. How on earth could I fail sales training when I’ve been the top sales person every fucking year that I’ve worked at Beyond the Veil? Obviously I know how to sell–I have the bank account to prove it.

But now, based on “my training test scores” I am on the first step of a progressive disciplinary action plan. Basically my every move and word were being monitored and if I fucked up I’d be moved one step closer to being out of a job. How the fuck am I supposed to meet my sales goals when I couldn’t relax and be myself with my clients and prospects? Every fucking sales call I went on I had a shadow of one of my supervisors and it was throwing me off my game.

Add in that every fucking day all I heard was how fantastic Chris is, how much everyone loves her, and how great the client thinks she is. All hail the fabulous Chris, what a fucking bitch. I am so sick of hearing everyone sing her praise.

Getting through the work week sucked. Andrew was riding my ass daily, and he kept insisting it was for my own good. That in the end if I did what he suggested I’d not only be a better salesperson and make even more money but I’d also be a better person and happier. Like he knew if I was happy or not. I am so sick of people telling me how to be; I’ve dealt with that shit all my life.

Was this what I expected my life to be? Nope. I should be married with kids, my wife should be taking care of everything at home. I wouldn’t have to be worried about stupid shit because that would be her job. I just would need to bring home the money. Instead I had to hire a housekeeper to handle the woman's shit. Unfortunately, I can’t fuck my housekeeper.

But tonight, finally, Kat and I were going to Cuff’d & Collar’d. I’ve wanted to go check it out ever since I heard about it. But you needed to either know a member who was willing to bring you with them to get in or go through a background check during your application process.

The last thing I needed was for it to somehow get back to my father that a BDSM club was doing a background check on me. There would definitely be hell to pay if that happened. After all, what would people think if they found out about it? I don’t know, dad, what would they think if they knew about how many barely legal women you’ve gotten pregnant and paid off? But by Kat bringing me in, she was basically vouching for me and so I could bypass the whole background check. 

I couldn’t wait to get to the club and see what they had for a set-up inside. I had so many ideas of what I could do to Kat. Visions of her strapped to a cross and me flogging her or bent over a bench where I could spank her ass before fucking it.

I’d been watching videos on PornHub to see what different things a Dom could do to a sub in a club like that. Granted, most of the videos that I watched pissed me off because all of the really good ones were dude-on-dude. I found ones that were dudes with chicks but they just weren’t that good. There was just something about them that was lacking. I wasn’t quite sure what but I figured I could get ideas from the dude-on-dude and just imagine Kat in the sub’s place. That’s why I was always so hard watching the dude-on-dude videos, only because I keep mentally putting Kat in the sub’s place, no other reason.

Next I had to figure out what to wear. I wanted to be comfortable but I wanted to show off my best asset, besides my dick, that is: my abs.

I decided to go shopping. I found a super cool shirt that would look hot on me, so I bought that. I went back and forth on buying either leather pants or chaps but decided just to go with my well-worn tight jeans. With that settled I just had to wait for Kat to pick me up. I’d tried to convince her that I should be driving us there. But she insisted that it needed to be her, since her car information was attached to her membership. That gave her access to their parking structure; since I wasn’t a member at this point my car wouldn’t be allowed into it and we’d have to park down the block and walk. So I sat there waiting for her like some kind of bitch. But it will be worth it in the end. Not only is this my foot in the door to getting my own membership but finally I’ll be able to actually fuck Kat and check out the BDSM stuff. This was going to be a great night!
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Chapter 5 





Gary

What the fuck am I doing, hell, what the fuck am I thinking? When Jarrell first approached Kat and I about “re-educating" his girlfriend's ex, I was all for it. From what both he and Morgan told us about how Trevor treated Chris while they were dating and pretty much every woman he comes in contact with, I desperately wanted to knock him down a peg or two. I thought the perfect fitting thing would be my tiny little Domme of a sister getting him to kneel and suck her strap-on or have her peg him. He just thought way too highly of himself and his “manliness” and how women were subservient to men. But then I got curious and decided to do a dive into his background. Most men aren’t that much of an arrogant macho asshole without it coming from somewhere. But I didn’t expect what I found. I hadn’t been able to bring myself to tell Kat everything I found. There was a tremendous amount that I left out. 

I found his old medical records, too. Based on all of the bicycle “accidents” he had as a child, and even as a teen someone–I suspect his dad–was beating him. I mean how many times can one kid “crash their bike” and end up badly bruised enough that they miss a few days of school but never break a bone. Add to that his teachers’ comments on his school records–yeah I “found” those too–of how jumpy, withdrawn and quiet he was with really only one friend to speak of. At least that was the case up until the summer between what would have been his freshman and sophomore years of high school. That was the summer he went to Camp Endurance. After that things took a drastic change.

The following year through high school graduation his school records were very different. There were so many reports of being sent to the office for bullying kids, mainly the effeminate ones. Per the records I found the bullying started out verbal but a lot of times ended up physical. Then there were the reports of harassment of both female students and female teachers. The amount of times he was sent to the office for groping a girl or making lewd and suggestive comments to female teachers would have gotten any other kid suspended at the minimum but more likely expelled. But apparently when you're a senator's kid you just get sent back to class with a slap on the wrist.

My best guess was something happened right before the end of the school year when he was a freshman. A couple weeks before school ended that year he “crashed his bike” again and missed a few days of school. Upon returning to school the following Monday, he had significant bruising, then two weeks later when school ended was when he went to “camp.” The following year is when the bullying and harassment started; that told me exactly what they “taught” at that camp.

I knew this is not what Jarrell was expecting, but I felt sorry for Trevor. Yes, he was a misogynistic, alpha male posturing asshole. But with everything I learned I doubted that anyone had ever shown him a scrap of love or kindness as a child. Which in of itself was heartbreaking: no child should grow up without love. I’d bet that he was forced to grow quickly, never really being allowed to be a child and enjoy childish things. On top of that I was fairly confident that he was forced to hide his true self and was not allowed to date or love who he wanted to. I just had this gut-wrenching pull to show him how different things could be.
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