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      This serial is rated for mature audiences only. If depictions of consensual sex between adults is offensive to you or illegal in your region, please close this volume. The following pages contain sex between lovers, power exchange, love that heals, bondage, kink, erotic humiliation, consensual non-monogamy, sassy friends, lost souls, overprotective mothers, references to the loss of a parent, mild self-harm, panic attacks, hurt/comfort, pet play, white knights, white knights who are willing to be dark knights, egregiously comforting use of delicious food, and a black cat. Her name is Artemis. If she licks you, you are hers. You have been warned.

      

      
        
        Blurb for The Residency Boys

        Collin: Episodes 7–9

      

      

      Collin pulled away, staying on his knees. “Please, sir. I need to know. I thought, perhaps, I was wrong, but I thought…” He reached for words, but how did one put into words looks, gestures, touches, the ways their bodies had moved together in the kitchen, how one had snuggled in a bed, or accepted another’s humiliation?

      “I don’t know all the rules yet, sir. But I want what we had. I don’t know how to separate you and Mr. Reevesworth in my head or my heart. And if I can’t please you both…then… It’s cold, sir. Around you, it’s been cold. And I can’t take it. I’m sorry, but please…” His voice truly cracked then. “Please, Sir. Tell me how to fix this.”

      Being on his knees is not always safe. Sometimes, Collin learns, it is the place from which he will risk it all. It is where he will go to preserve that which he holds dear. Falling in love is not for the faint of heart.

      Falling in love twice requires twice the courage. Especially as Collin’s newly chosen family is encircled by enemies stalking them from the shadows. But inside the storm, Mr. Reevesworth is determined to show Collin a better way to thrive. And he is not alone.

      As their enemies make themselves known, everyone within The Residency will need each other. Do they have the resources to protect those who matter to them most? And will they unravel the threats in time?

      This series is a modern MMM+ BDSM billionaire romance intended for mature audiences only. If you like your romance kinky and spicy, then this story is for you.
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            Note on Titles and Names in Kink

          

        

      

    

    
      This story is written from Collin’s perspective. Therefore, readers may notice some inconsistencies in the use of capitalization of titles, such as “sir” and “master” as well as shifts between titles and personal names. This is a reflection of Collin’s experience and emotional state and should be read as such, as he moves through his journey, both in terms of relationships but also in determining what kink and respect mean to him. The inconsistencies in this text are purposeful.

      As the author, I’m aware there are certain “rules” and practices that readers may have come across in terms of titles in kink, but these are just that, practices that may fit one person’s relationship and kink but not someone else’s. Title can also vary. If someone is pressuring you into using worshipful or highly respectful titles that you’re not comfortable with or demanding capitalizations that you don’t feel they’ve earned, speak up and negotiate. If that’s not an option, please find a way to leave. That is not mutually respectful kink. Respect goes both ways.

      Just because someone declares themselves a dom does not make them one, nor are they entitled by their declaration of preferred dominance to anyone else’s deference, no matter how many years they may say they have in the community or what anyone else may say about their status. There are lots of tops out there cosplaying as doms and plenty of bullies trying to be wolves in sheep’s clothing. Please play carefully and know you are worthy of being respected.
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      Collin held the mug of warm tea up to his nose. He was still on the couch with Mr. Reevesworth and Damian. Damian was calmer now, drinking milk tea Mr. Reevesworth had brought from the kitchen when Mr. Reevesworth had made himself coffee. But now he was back between Collin and Damian, where he was supposed to be.

      “Am I still supposed to choose a punishment for Collin, sir?” Damian asked. “Or did all that end with the safe word?”

      Collin’s eyes left his mug and fixed on Mr. Reevesworth’s face. Did he want Damian to choose one of his punishments or not? His stomach clenched. He didn’t want Damian to punish him. That was Mr. Reevesworth’s job.

      But…if Mr. Moreau decided to punish him, he wouldn’t complain. At all. Collin dropped his eyes and sipped his tea. What was the difference between Damian and Mr. Moreau?

      “What were you going to suggest, Damian?”

      Collin shot Damian a glance, and their eyes met. Damian blushed and looked away. “Collin was taking care of everyone else, sir. So it only made sense that we, well, all of us, took care of him.”

      “Hmm.” Mr. Reevesworth hummed in the back of his throat. “This is more discipline than punishment. And Collin had already been cared for when he was recovering from hitting his head.”

      Damian bit his lip and shot Collin an apologetic look. “Kink brothers, right?”

      Collin colored. But nodded. What was Damian thinking? The dude had already seen him crying in the shower. Among other things.

      Damian looked away, looked at his cup, and then back at Collin again. “So, it’s okay if I’m going to get off on what I’m about to suggest, bro?”

      Collin sputtered into his tea. “Damian, jeez, spit it out.”

      “I just don’t want you to be mad.”

      “I might growl about it, but I’m the one who messed up.”

      “I messed up, too.”

      “Yes, and…coming up with ways to make me suffer for what I did is part of your punishment. Stop drawing it out. I can’t take it!”

      Mr. Reevesworth took the tea out of Collin’s hands and set it on the table, then tucked Collin under his arm. “Go on, Damian.”

      Collin twisted around so he could still see Damian without wiggling out of his dom’s grasp.

      Damian swallowed. “We have a dog cage, Sir. Tomorrow morning, after you’ve edged him, he could be The Residency pup for the day. Mitts, collar, leash. Of course, we’d have to feed and water him and take him for potty breaks. And dogs don’t wear clothes, sir. Or talk.”

      Collin’s entire body curled up in a ball. He shoved his face into Mr. Reevesworth’s lap and wrapped his arms around his head.

      Mr. Reevesworth adjusted his arm around Collin. “That’s certainly an excellent way to make sure Collin is cared for. Which means, Damian, that I will handle your punishment in the dungeon tonight privately.”

      “Privately, sir?”

      “Until I have a better handle on how you identify, and until we’ve discussed it more, any punishment between you and I will be private.”

      “It just doesn’t seem fair, sir, if I’m going to see Collin punished.”

      “Collin’s contract, what he’s agreed to, is that anyone in The Residency can witness what I choose to do to him unless he safe words. Which we can trust him to do. You, however, have just informed me that we need to change your contract. Your boundaries have changed. It’s not about fair, Damian, but consent. Do you need Collin to witness your punishment?”

      Collin peeked through his fingers. Damian was shaking his head, eyes lowered. “No, sir. And I feel selfish for that. If Collin needs to see it…”

      “I don’t!” Collin blurted out, then slapped a hand over his mouth.

      “Go on, Collin, since you started.”

      “I mean, I already safe worded on him.” Collin pulled his shoulders in toward his chest. “I feel like I’ve punished him already without meaning to.”

      “But he is going to be a witness and a party to your punishment tomorrow, Collin.”

      Damian laughed ruefully. “And you’re going to see how much I enjoy watching you. That’s not going to piss you off?”

      Collin flushed and sat up, pulling his knees up to his chest but still pressing against Mr. Reevesworth’s side. “I mean, you’re wired like that, right? I’m not, at least, I don’t think I’m going to get off seeing you punished. And…I…” Collin swallowed and pressed both hands to his face. “You’re not my dom, we’re kink brothers, but I still… I mean, we’re friends. And even if I am embarrassed, I do like making you happy. Like, if you’re enjoying yourself. I don’t want to kiss you again, but I wouldn’t mind making you come.”

      That was all Collin could manage, and he couldn’t believe he’d actually said that much. He turned and pressed his face against the couch, cheeks tingling.

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled softly and pried Collin free of the cushions and into his lap. He kissed the top of Collin’s head. “Good boy. That was hard, and you did it.”

      Hugs were the best. Hugs were absolutely everything. How had he ever survived all those months and months in college without hugs like this?

      Damian cleared his throat. “Can I touch you, Collin?”

      Collin opened his eyes from inside the safety of Mr. Reevesworth’s lap. Damian was watching him with open and frank affection and vulnerability.

      “If our dom says so.”

      “You can hug the kitten.” Mr. Reevesworth laughed. “Then Collin has to drink the rest of his tea. He has a lot more drinking to make up for.”
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        * * *

      

      Collin drank the rest of his tea and drowsed with his head on Mr. Reevesworth’s thigh. On the other side of the couch, Damian was doing the same. Thoughts other than the immediate moments were starting to come back. Collin put his hand on Mr. Reevesworth’s knee. “Where’s Artemis, and how is she?”

      “She’s sleeping in the master bedroom. The vet put a splint on her tail and gave her some meds to help her be calm for a few days. Émeric is looking after her.”

      “I thought it was odd he didn’t come out,” Damian murmured.

      “We made enough noise he probably stayed to keep her calm,” Mr. Reevesworth said. “When I left, she was sleeping on his chest.”

      Collin smiled at that, quickly followed by a wave of sadness in his chest. Whatever was going on between him and Mr. Moreau needed to be cleared up.
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        * * *

      

      Collin drank more tea and had to ask Mr. Reevesworth to help him in the bathroom twice. Mr. Reevesworth sent Damian off to shower and told him to meet him in the playroom afterward. Once Damian was gone, Mr. Reevesworth pulled Collin into his lap and kissed him on the lips. “Can I leave dinner with you, pet? Damian and I will be happy with whatever you and Émeric decide. It’ll be about two hours.

      “I don’t want to knock and wake Artemis.”

      “I’ll go in and ask if you can go in and talk to them. I have to change anyway.”

      Mr. Reevesworth pushed Collin out of his lap, kissed the top of his head one more time, and walked down the hall. The door to the master bedroom clicked open and shut.

      Collin flopped back on the couch. He should check on Ash. It had been hours. And he’d promised… Collin pressed his lips together and shook his head. There were no emergencies Ellisandre couldn’t handle. But he would still check on Ash.

      His pants had been folded and set on a side table and his phone laid right beside it. He checked the screen. No calls. Weird. It had been several hours. He went to his contacts and dialed Ash.

      It rang four times before someone picked up. A giggle lit up the line, and then Ash’s voice came through. “Hey.”

      “Hey yourself. I’m checking on you. Have you walked back to the office?”

      “We’re going to get dinner. No, we’re making dinner.”

      “At Ellisandre’s?”

      “Yep.”

      “So, you’re okay?” Collin rubbed the palm of his hand against his face. Maybe he’d been worrying about nothing.

      Ash started to snigger again. “Ms. Linda is here. We’re making ghost cookies.” The teenager sounded like he was ten. “No! Ghosts can’t bleed, you crazy…person. Ah!”

      Collin’s legs almost dropped out from under him. He reached for the couch to steady himself. In the background, Ellisandre was explaining something through snorts of laughter. He’d never heard them laugh, not like that.

      “What are you all doing?” Collin found himself asking.

      Ash’s voice got closer to the phone. “Collin, dude, I got to go. They’re going to ruin the cookies.”

      “What about you getting back safe tonight?”

      There were muffled sounds, and then Linda’s voice came on. “Collin?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Are you checking on Ash?”

      “Yes, ma’am. I wanted to make sure he got back safe tonight.”

      “We’re having a sleepover.”

      “Ellisandre…does sleepovers? Never mind. Not my place. I apologize.”

      Linda chuckled. “I’ll get Ash to show you pictures. We found him a dino romper or onesie, I’m not sure what they are called. Fuzzy big outfit thing with feet and a hoodie, adult-sized. He’s adorable. Thank you for bringing him over.”

      “Er…” Collin tried to keep his voice from spiraling. “Thank you. Truly.”

      “Now go do whatever you’re doing with my brother and Émeric and Damian if he’s there. Don’t worry about Ash. We got him.”

      “He’s sleeping in the office, lost his apartment,” Collin said in a rush. “So don’t let him fool you into dropping him somewhere random.”

      “Thanks. I won’t. Now go relax.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Collin hung up. What in the world had happened? In what universe did Ellisandre…play? He blinked into space for several seconds. Somewhere in his brain, an emergency protocol was initiated, shoving the entire scene to the side and storing it in the “do not look at too hard” box.

      Mr. Reevesworth left the bedroom and came back to the living room. “Everything all right, Collin?”

      “Yes, I think so, sir. I mean, it’s confusing. I took Ash over to Ellisandre’s. and now it seems they’re having a sleepover and making Halloween cookies with Ms. Linda?”

      “Oh, Halloween cookies. That’s their tradition. I’m glad they brought Ash into it.”

      “I didn’t know they baked.”

      “My sister took lessons from Émeric’s grandmother when we were in France. I’m not exactly sure how Ellisandre got involved, but they’ve been doing a Halloween baking week for years now. We’ll probably have a delivery to our office. Anyway, Émeric says he’ll just phone in the regular order from Medi’s. Artemis is snarling every time he moves, so he’s trapped.”

      “Can I check on her?”

      “Very quietly. But of course. I was going to ask you to take him some tea and a snack.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Don’t forget to keep hydrating yourself. I’ll be asking how much you finished when I get out from being with Damian.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Collin prepared a tray with what he’d learned were a few of Mr. Moreau’s favorite snacks and more tea. The Residency was truly going through tea today. Then he carried it all down the hall and knocked on the door. Mr. Moreau’s voice came softly from the other side.

      It sounded like  he had said enter, so Collin cracked the door. “Was that come in, sir?”

      “Yes.”

      Collin let himself in, shutting the door quietly. Inside the lights were all soft and low, and the one window near the walk-in closet was mostly covered by the curtain. Mr. Moreau lay on the bed in his normal place on the left. Artemis, her poor tail in a small splint and wrapped in white bandages, lay on his chest. She twitched her ears and tracked Collin’s movements through the room. Collin approached and went to his knees beside the bed. He put the tray on the bedside table.

      “Hello, sir.”

      “Good afternoon, Collin. I’m sorry I was so abrupt earlier.”

      Collin shook his head. “There was a lot going on, sir.” He turned toward Artemis and offered her his hand to sniff. She raised her head and inspected it, gave him one lick, and settled back down, head on Mr. Moreau’s shirt.

      “I’m glad she’s doing this well,” Collin whispered.

      Mr. Moreau shook his head a little. “She’s drugged. Earlier she was a perfect hellion.”

      “I mean, I’m glad she wasn’t hurt worse and could be helped quickly.”

      “There is that.” Mr. Moreau ran a finger between her ears. “She has a couple rough days in front of her, but she’ll be all right. It’ll be quite a few weeks before the bone heals completely. But she should be up and around soon. She’s only sedated so she doesn’t make it worse. Her temper is legendary when she’s sick.”

      “How are you doing, sir? You had to go to the clinic, too.”

      Mr. Moreau held up his bandaged hand. “It looks worse than it is. She didn’t know what she was doing. Just a couple stitches here, a couple there.” He gestured at his face.

      Collin’s gut clenched. He wanted to reach up and brush his fingers across the man’s handsome cheek, comfort him, help him. Love and affection welled up in his throat and then caught there with nowhere to go. He didn’t have permission to take such liberties. Instead, he dropped his eyes.

      “I hope they heal quickly.”

      “They will. They’re nothing.”

      Collin dropped his hands to his thighs. Now that he was here, feeling the distance between him and Mr. Moreau, a sick sort of certainty was gripping him. He fixed his eyes on the edge of the bed. He couldn’t force himself to look any higher.

      “I don’t know if I’m doing this right, sir, but according to my contract, if there’s something I can’t talk to Mr. Reevesworth about, I can talk to you. Could we do that tonight, sir? When there’s someone else available to watch Artemis, could we talk in private?”

      Mr. Moreau said nothing for a long moment. Collin forced himself to wait, to say nothing more.

      “Tonight, then, after dinner in the sitting room.”

      “Yes, sir. Should I go, sir, give Artemis space?”

      “Yes, I’d better see if I can get her to sleep.”

      Collin rose. He was getting better at rising from a kneeling position on the floor without reaching for something to help him up. He nodded in a half bow and slipped out of the room as quietly as he could.

      There was nothing else to do now. He walked through the living room, picking up items that had been left out. He checked the bathroom, but Damian was still using it, so he couldn’t clean it. He checked the kitchen. It was spotless. He wiped up one crumb on the counter and then made tea. The bathroom door opened and closed. Damian’s and Mr. Reevesworth’s voices mingled in the hallway and receded toward the playroom. The door opened and closed. When they were in there, it was almost like they weren’t in The Residency. The room was so well soundproofed that almost nothing escaped the place.

      Collin drank his tea leaning against the counter. Thoughts crystalized and turned over in his head. So much had changed in just a few weeks. It was Saturday. Only two weeks ago he had been getting ready for his shift at the bar at this time.

      Is any of this even real? Can it last?

      A strange, irrational desire to throw something, to see if the dream would shatter, rushed through him. He gripped the warm mug in his hand, staring at the wall, seeing not one spec of its shape or color. Things like this didn’t happen to people like him. He lived in the real world, where one made tough decisions and sacrifices and cracked jokes to mask the pain and lied about how much it hurt.

      He made a second cup of tea. He held it without drinking it, just breathing in the smell. Any moment it felt like he might wake up, might roll over to find that he was still in the pantry living with the roaches and the stench of cheap weed.

      Don’t fuck this up. Except he probably already was fucking it up. And if it wasn’t real, if it couldn’t be, he needed to know. Now. Before tomorrow happened.

      Before he gave another chunk of his heart to every single man living in The Residency. Before he gave them more of his helplessness.

      He drank the rest of the tea. And then, just for the hell of it, he scrubbed the floor, the table, the table legs, the pads under the legs, and finally the chairs. He was considering how to clean under the refrigerator when his phone buzzed.

      Medi’s is on its way. Can you put it in the warmer until Richard and Damian are ready?

      Collin’s fingers curved over the screen, typing out Yes, sir. He paused, finger hovering over the send button. It felt right. He sent it.

      He couldn’t very well handle food in the clothes he was wearing. He’d been all over the floor. He went down the hallways, grabbed new clothes, stripped off, and took a two-minute rinse in the shower. He was dressed in flannel lounge pants and a loose long-sleeved shirt when a knock came at the door. He checked the peephole and recognized the delivery girl. He grabbed cash for a tip from the drawer by the shoe rack and opened the door.

      The food smelled good—it always did. He tipped the girl and took the food into the kitchen. On autopilot, he put the reusable metal take-out containers in the warmer box and set the table. Partway through laying out the plates, he realized he’d only set three places. He paused, gazing at the table.

      He should set a fourth spot. It was what he ought to do. He’d been asked to prepare dinner. But he couldn’t bring his hands to do it. Instead, he set a fourth place setting out on the counter. If Mr. Reevesworth wanted him to add it, he would do it then. If he was ordered to do it, then it wouldn’t feel wrong.

      You’re flying off into space. Collin heard the warning. He was warning himself. And yet he was distant from it. He wanted to be here. He wanted it to be real, and yet some part of him was pulling back, preparing for pain.

      He was going to go do something. But what it was he hadn’t yet told himself. And he knew it. Internally, he turned his back on the thought that was coming. He didn’t want to see it.

      Mr. Reevesworth entered the kitchen, freshly showered. “Collin.” His voice was soft, affectionate. He held out an arm. Collin went to him at once.

      Mr. Reevesworth kissed the top of his head. “Only three place settings, boy? Trying to tell me something? Or is Émeric staying with Artemis?”

      “I don’t know, sir. I just…I just set three places.”

      “I think Émeric is coming out here. As much as I love you on your knees, I think you’d better sit beside me tonight.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Collin added the fourth plate setting to the table.

      Mr. Moreau arrived next, blinking a little from being in low light too long. He joined Collin in dishing food onto the plates. Within a minute, Damian, also freshly showered and subdued, appeared. He went to Mr. Reevesworth first, and the two had a moment, mostly just leaning together, foreheads touching, hands tangled together, and then they parted. Mr. Reevesworth drew out his chair and checked with Mr. Moreau, then waved to both his subs to sit.

      The food was good. Why didn’t it taste as sublime as normal, though? He loved this, this companionship, the warmth, the quiet. There was little conversation. Both Damian and Mr. Reevesworth were in post-scene withdrawals, and Mr. Moreau seemed to be in his own little world, but each man was aware of everyone else, passing the Parmesan cheese, fresh in a grater, pepper, extra olives, and pickled vegetables with a general wish to make the meal pleasant for their companions. It all made Collin’s throat ache with need.

      Collin cleaned up, Damian joining him. Mr. Reevesworth and Mr. Moreau disappeared together. Left alone in the kitchen, Collin and Damian worked together quickly and quietly with an ease that felt old even though it was new.

      “I am sorry,” Damian said as they finished. “I wanted to have given you a better example today. And don’t”—Damian raised his hand, a little bit of authority in his voice—“don’t cheapen this by letting me off the hook.”

      Collin gulped back the very words Damian had anticipated. It left him with nothing to say. He twisted the towel in his hands and looked down at the floor. It was still clean.

      “Thank you for being there for me.”

      “You’ve been there for me.” Collin swallowed awkwardly.

      “Hug it out?” Damian asked.

      Collin flashed him a smile. He met Damian halfway and wrapped him in a two-armed hug. If it’s the last time, make it good, Collin. He closed his eyes against the thought and shoved it away. Instead, he squeezed Damian tighter and then stepped back. “So, are you going to go sleep on that swamp of a bed of yours?”

      “It’s comfortable!” Damian retorted, but he was grinning. “And yes, after the working over our dom gave me, I’m going to need every layer of softness it’s got.”
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        * * *

      

      Collin waited in the soft dark of the sitting room, the city lights spread out below on two sides. He heard Mr. Moreau’s almost silent footsteps on the wood floors and carpets. He turned.

      Mr. Moreau had two tumblers in his hands. He set them on coasters on the closest table between two sculptures that made Collin think of martial arts movies without really being able to say why.

      “It’s Moscato. This one is only 5.5% alcohol. I drink it when I want wine but also a fairly clear head. Would you like to try?”

      “You didn’t have to.”

      “Consider it a sign of respect, Collin.”

      Collin accepted one of the glasses from Mr. Moreau’s hand. He picked up the other glass for himself. Collin tasted the wine. It was pleasant. Notes of fruit and honey layered into the flavors. He allowed himself a second taste and set it down. Even if it was a weak wine, he didn’t want to be influenced for what was coming next. That thought he had been avoiding was hurtling toward him.

      He turned to face Mr. Moreau and dropped to his knees. His eyes found the stripe of wood floor in front of the man’s bare feet and fixed on it.

      “Collin.”

      “I would like to know what I’ve done wrong, sir. And I’d like to be able to set it right.”

      “You’ve…you’ve done nothing wrong, Collin.”

      “Please, sir. We both know that I have. Tomorrow—” Collin swallowed hard and breathed past the hard knot in his chest, “Mr. Reevesworth is going to punish me for my mistakes today. But…”

      Words left him. He had to say it. He had to lay it out. His fingers spasmed against his thigh. He dug his nails down into his pants. It wasn’t bare skin. It didn’t hurt enough.

      “If you don’t want me here, sir, I’d rather go before tomorrow happens.”

      That hurt enough.

      Pain erupted from his chest. He didn’t need to scratch. It was right there, a white light behind his eyelids, a burst of energy over his skin. And yet he hadn’t moved. It was just words. And his world, this dream, floating above the misery he’d known so far below in the streets, combusting.

      “Coll—” Mr. Moreau’s voice cracked and broke. His glass hit the coaster. He went down to one knee in front of Collin. His hand reached out.

      Collin pulled away, staying on his knees. “Please, sir. I need to know. I thought perhaps I was wrong, but I thought…” He reached for words, but how did one put into words looks, gestures, touches, the ways their bodies had moved together in the kitchen, how one had snuggled in a bed, or accepted another’s humiliation?

      “I don’t know all the rules yet, sir. But I want what we had. I don’t know how to separate you and Mr. Reevesworth in my head or my heart. And if I can’t please you both…then… It’s cold, sir. Around you, it’s been cold. And I can’t take it. I’m sorry, but please…” His voice truly cracked then. “Please, sir. Tell me how to fix this.”

      “You’re a wonder, Collin.”

      There was no interpreting that. Collin stayed as he was, waiting. That was all he could do. If he had to beg, he would, but he didn’t have permission. He was pushing the rules as it was. Mr. Moreau wasn’t his dom. The man felt like his dom, but he wasn’t.

      Pieces slotted into place. His eyes flashed up to Mr. Moreau’s face. His lips, his eyes, the smooth dark dome of his skull. “We’re not being what we’re supposed to be, are we, sir?”

      “I…” Mr. Moreau closed his eyes. “Stay here. Stay right here. Don’t move. Not a hand, not a finger.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Moreau stood. He started for the door and looked back one more time. “Exactly there, Collin. I don’t want to see a mark or a scratch or a bruise, understood?”

      And that…—that was the voice. Collin’s shoulders opened up and sagged. Suddenly he could breathe. “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Moreau stared him in the eye for a heartbeat longer and then walked swiftly from the room. Collin turned his eyes back to the floor. All he had to do was stay. That was what he was supposed to do. The world was simpler now. He didn’t need to decide anything or do anything. Somehow, he was existing in a state of supposed to be and enough even inside this moment of non-definition.

      Tears gathered on the edges of his eyes. He blinked, trying to will them away. He wasn’t supposed to move. Not even his fingers. Mr. Moreau had been gone long enough that this was not a simple fetch and return. They must be talking, he and Mr. Reevesworth.

      One tear fell, then the tear from the other eye. They ran streaks down the sides of his face, but somehow, they were clean. He could see better, follow the grain of the wood in the floor and study the reflection of the city lights in the gloss on the lacquered table legs nearby. He lost himself in it. Anything to stay in the moment and avoid all future moments.

      Footsteps in the hall summoned him back. Fear kept his eyes on the floor.

      Mr. Reevesworth approached. “Can you stand, Collin?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Come.”

      Collin stood. His legs shook.

      Mr. Reevesworth caught his arm, steadying him. “Just to the couch; on the carpet, boy.”

      What was he thinking? Nothing in the man’s tone was giving him away.

      Mr. Reevesworth guided Collin down to his knees facing the couch. Then he sat. Mr. Moreau walked around the coffee table and sat on the same couch on Collin’s other side. It left him kneeling between them, facing the back of the couch while they both faced him, shoulder to shoulder.

      Collin kept his eyes down. Just being here, just staying, took all that he had.

      “Today, you safe worded out of Damian handling you because you saw him as a dom but not your dom,” Mr. Reevesworth said. His voice was deep, soft. Patient.

      Collin shuddered. “Yes, sir.”

      “But yet you’ve felt Émeric drawing away from you these past few days and you described that as cold.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “If I had handed you over to Émeric today instead of Damian, would you have safe worded?”

      “No, sir.” Collin curled in on himself. Shame twisted in tight balls in his belly.

      “Collin, do you feel that Émeric is also your dom?”

      The room was so quiet, so still. As if none of the men were breathing. The silence beat inside Collin’s head. It pulsed in his ears, creating rhythms of fear out of nothing. He was going away. So far away.

      Someone using his voice spoke. He listened and watched while his mouth moved and words came out. “I don’t know how to answer your question, sir. Please tell me what I did wrong. If I’m not wanted…”

      A hand landed on his shoulder. Mr. Reevesworth was moving, sitting directly beside his husband, lifting one of his legs over Collin’s head and then bracketing him in with his thighs. His hands came down on both sides of Collin’s face. So much heat. So much warmth. Mr. Reevesworth’s legs pressed in, crushing Collin from both sides.

      “Oh, you’re more than wanted, boy. But we don’t know how to move forward without coercing your consent. You’re so afraid of being sent away.”

      Mr. Reevesworth cradled Collin’s face and tilted it upward. “You’re going nowhere, my boy. I need you to explain why you described it as cold.”

      Collin’s eyes darted to the side. Mr. Moreau was right there. Crinkles of worry creased the edges of his eyes. He wanted those eyes to be smiling, or pressed in focus as they baked together, or creased with laughter as Damian told a funny story from a trip.

      “He used to touch me, sir. When we worked in the kitchen. He called me names, good names, not bad ones, I mean. And he was…” Collin blinked, trying to put the unspoken into speech. “He was close, sir. Like you are with me. In bed, he touched me. If he was touching you and he touched me, it didn’t matter. But then it mattered. And he wasn’t home. I was in the gym with you and not him and that’s… I can’t come between you, sir.”

      He tried to hang his head, but Mr. Reevesworth wouldn’t let him. He had to settle for blinking hard. 

      Mr. Reevesworth’s thumbs brushed away Collin’s tears. “Go on, boy.”

      “He just wasn’t here, sir. And you looked sad. And then when he was home, he stayed away. And…what did I do, sir?”

      “I will answer that, I promise. I want you to close your eyes now, and tell us one more thing. What do you want? I know this is hard, Collin. I know you’re panicking. And I will do whatever you need once this is done. I will not leave you. No matter what you say. But I need you to close your eyes; there you go. Good boy. Keep your eyes closed. Now breathe. Just like that. Breathe. Good. Now tell me, tell us, what you want, with Émeric, with me. What has felt right?”

      “When he offered me to you and you fucked me, sir. And when Damian came to the bed and he ordered me to be with him, to make room, and held me. When he tells me what he wants. When he touches me. And touches you in front of me. When…” The blood rushing through Collin’s head felt like the edges of insanity. His vision was going, turning dark and spotty. “When I feel small and helpless and I know you’re both pleased. When either of you could take me apart and the other is—happy.”

      He couldn’t breathe. He’d said all the thoughts he wasn’t supposed to even think. He’d asked for more than he had any right to ask. His limbs were tingly and cold.

      The hands on his face were shoving his head down, between his own knees. The coffee table was being shoved back. Sounds were close and so far away. Something cold slapped across the back of his neck.

      “I’ve got you, Collin. I’m right here. You’ve been— You’re so good. So brave.”

      Hysterical laughter burst out of Collin’s chest.

      “He needs skin, Richard,” Mr. Moreau said.

      “Hold him.”

      “I’m not sure I should.”

      “Collin, Émeric is going to touch you. Do you accept?”

      He nodded or thought he did. Mr. Moreau’s hands replaced Mr. Reevesworth’s on his head and shoulders. The body behind him moved, and then someone was pulling up his shirt, and more hands were pushing him upward so that his bare back pressed against the warmth of Mr. Reevesworth’s naked abdomen. The cold towel moved from his neck, and someone dragged it across his face.

      “I’m panicking, aren’t I?”

      “Well, you’re breathing and speaking again,” Mr. Moreau murmured.

      Collin shuddered. “Did…did I answer enough? Can you tell me what I did wrong now?”

      Mr. Reevesworth’s arms tightened around Collin. “I need you in my lap, now.” He pulled Collin up and onto the couch and cradled him sideways. Mr. Moreau settled at Collin’s feet, facing his husband. Collin’s limbs were rags. He let himself be crushed against Mr. Reevesworth. It was all that was keeping him real.

      “You didn’t do anything wrong, Collin,” Mr. Reevesworth stated softly but firmly. He stroked Collin’s throat and chest. “You woke something in Émeric that he thought was dead and gone. And he didn’t know what to do with it. It was confusion that made him pull back.”

      Fuck. He’d forced Mr. Moreau’s hand. He’d let his anxiety get the better of him.

      “Stop, Collin.” Mr. Moreau put his hand on Collin’s leg. “Richard, do you mind if I speak directly?”

      “Go for it.” Mr. Reevesworth cradled Collin a little more upright.

      “Almost six years ago, my lover and my submissive, my consensual slave, Enzo, died in a car accident.” He swallowed and looked away.

      Collin stilled. He felt pulled toward the dark Frenchman. The man’s pain was his.

      Mr. Moreau collected himself. “I’ve supported Richard with his submissives ever since, and I offer Ami whatever she desires. It pleases me to please her. But I haven’t wanted to dominate anyone since Enzo. I thought that part of myself died. Until you.”

      Collin’s chest clenched for new reasons. Ones he didn’t yet have names for. He couldn’t take his eyes off Mr. Moreau’s face.

      “I wanted to order you to your knees in the kitchen. I wanted to roll you over in the middle of the night and sink into you. I wanted you to drink wine from my hand. I wanted to order you to go into Richard’s office during lunch breaks and send me pictures of you deep throating his cock, serving us both at the same time.”

      Collin gripped Mr. Reevesworth’s arm hard enough to leave bruises.

      “Why didn’t you, sir?”

      “Because you had only consented to serving Richard. I didn’t know how to bring up what I was feeling without making you feel that your place here was dependent on acquiescing to my fantasies. I hadn’t yet found the words to tell Richard. If it had been only dominance, that would have been one thing, but…I was trying not to treat you as my submissive or…more…”

      Collin looked up at his dom. “Sir?”

      “It seems I’m not the only one who is falling in love with you, pet.”

      “I was trying to give you space and time to know your own mind. And to give myself a chance to understand my own desires after they’d been silent so long. But you’re too perceptive. And too bloody brave.”

      “I’m not brave, sir!”

      Mr. Moreau laughed, disbelief clearly written in his face. “Oh, but you are, Collin. You clearly thought that you could lose your place, even after everything that’s happened today, and you still called me out. One can only be brave when one is actually afraid.”

      Collin shook his head. He turned his face away, pressing it against Mr. Reevesworth’s chest. He didn’t feel like he was being sent away now. Actually, he felt somewhat silly.

      Mr. Reevesworth kneaded his fingers in Collin’s scalp. “Collin, what you’ve described as wanting is not merely serving me. It’s also serving Émeric. He would also be your dominant.”

      “Is that even possible, sir?”

      Mr. Reevesworth pushed Collin back and tilted Collin’s chin up so that Collin was on his back, looking up into Mr. Reevesworth’s face. “It would mean, kitten, that I am free to share one of the most precious things I’ve found with the man who has stood at my side and held my heart for so long I can’t imagine life without him.”

      “You’re not…angry?”

      Mr. Reevesworth smiled, a certain light in his eyes. “Do you know the places we can go if you also belong to Émeric?”

      Collin shook his head. “No, sir. I don’t.”

      Mr. Reevesworth looked over at his husband. “There have always been lines between Émeric and I when it came to our submissives. Lines we respected and did not chafe under, but lines all the same. But in you, those lines have been blurring from the start. In you, I don’t have to separate myself from Émeric, not if he also owns you. We can own you together.”

      Mr. Moreau leaned forward. “Can you do that, Collin? Can you stand being owned by both of us?”

      Collin pushed himself so that he was kneeling on the couch between Mr. Reevesworth’s legs. “I want to say yes, sir. Just so that you’d touch me. But I don’t know what you want from me, sir. I don’t know if I can give it to you, if I even have it. I don’t know if I can make both of you happy at the same time.”

      Mr. Moreau’s hand came up and hovered just in front of Collin’s cheek. “I want to share you with Richard, not take you from him. Add, not subtract. I want to cook with you. I want to introduce you to pleasure and denial and erotic pain. I want to take you to Paris and London and dress you and teach you. I want to hold you and feed you and watch you become everything you and Richard plan for you to be. I don’t need to mold you, but I need to nurture you, care for you, indulge in you, use you to expand on the pleasure I bring to Richard.”

      “Yes, sir.” Collin fell back into Mr. Reevesworth’s embrace. He was crying, and he couldn’t stop. Like weights were lifting off his chest, but his mind was cracking from disbelief.

      “Scared, sir. I don’t know how to do this, but…”

      “We’ll keep you as close as you need to be steady, boy,” Mr. Reevesworth gripped him tight.

      Mr. Moreau moved forward and took Collin’s head in his hands, wiping away Collin’s tears. “Tied to the bed if we need to.”

      “Or want to,” Mr. Reevesworth half growled.

      Collin shuddered. “Pain, please. Now. Need it.”

      Blunt teeth sank into the place where his neck connected to his shoulder. Collin’s back arched, and his mouth opened in a scream. But the pressure went on and on. He gasped, muscles contracting. Mr. Reevesworth did not let up. He had Collin in his teeth as if he were a puppy he was bringing to heel. The rush cascaded through Collin’s nerves, down his limbs, into his hands, down his spine, and into his legs, making him weak. It washed away thought, leaving nothingness behind. Collin sank into the agony, into the space that it opened, the quietness of clarity. He slumped, hanging in his doms’ combined hands and teeth.

      Slowly, Mr. Reevesworth released the bite. Collin sagged forward. Mr. Moreau caught him, turning him so that he landed on his back on the man’s legs.

      Mr. Reevesworth loomed over Collin, his arms on either side of Collin’s waist. “Was that enough pain, boy?”

      Collin’s eyes fluttered slowly. “Master.” He felt as if he were slurring his syllables, but that word was the only answer he had.

      Then he burst into sobs.
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        * * *

      

      Mr. Reevesworth carried Collin in his arms. In a distant way, Collin wondered how the man was able to carry him so easily, but then again, he’d seen the weights the man lifted in the gym. Mr. Moreau went ahead and opened doors, then pulled back the covers on the master bed. Mr. Reevesworth set Collin on the mattress sitting up. Mr. Moreau slid in behind Collin. Together, the two doms undressed him. Naked, Collin shivered. He was still crying, his chest heaving, his face so covered in snot they stopped several times to wipe it dry, and still he couldn’t stop.

      Mr. Moreau looked to his husband. “If you hold him, I’ll make something warm to drink.”

      “I’ve got him. Thank you.”

      “Of course.” Mr. Moreau kissed Mr. Reevesworth on the lips and glided from the room.

      Collin stared after him, shivering. He couldn’t seem to move on his own except to pull his arms and legs in against his belly. He gripped the hand towel Mr. Reevesworth had retrieved for him when tissues hadn’t been enough.

      “Here, pet.” Mr. Reevesworth pulled off his shirt and joined Collin on the bed. “Come here and get warm.”

      Collin turned to him, spreading the towel over Mr. Reevesworth’s shoulder and chest where his snotty face was going to go.

      Mr. Reevesworth smiled, tucked him under his arm, and lay back, pulling the covers over both of them. “Cry it all out, little one. Let it go.”

      Gratefulness suffused Collin’s chest, but he didn’t seem to have words. He rubbed his face against Mr. Reevesworth’s chest and kissed the man’s nipple. It tightened and perked up. And that made him smile. He kissed it again. But now he was smearing snot and tears on the man. He rubbed at the mess with the edge of the towel.

      Mr. Reevesworth groaned. “Pretty boy, you keep that up, and there’s going to be a plug in your ass to keep me out of it.”

      Collin laughed through his tears. How’s that going to stop you? You could just take the plug out. Words, however, were not working yet, and every now again another sob was shuddering through him, so he just dared a glance at Mr. Reevesworth’s face. The man was smiling. Collin dropped his face into the man’s armpit, where it smelled like home and quiet and strength and warmth. It was nice there. Maybe he would stay for a while. He wiggled around so he could lay on his stomach, pressed against Mr. Reevesworth’s side, one leg trapped under his master’s and his arm wrapped around the man’s waist. And goddamn it, he started crying all over again.

      Why?

      The bite on the arch of his neck throbbed. His head was spacey, but warmth was coming back. And he wasn’t leaving.

      The world was an okay place to be. Even if he couldn’t stop sobbing. Even that, somehow, felt good.
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        * * *

      

      He woke to sunlight streaming through the window and Mr. Reevesworth climbing back into bed. He smelled like the cat but oddly fishy. Collin wrinkled his nose.

      “Just giving Artemis her meds. The smell of those cat pill treats doesn’t wash off. I’m sorry, kitten.”

      Collin made a face and latched on to the man as he lay back down, but that meant that he was farther away from the warm body behind him. This was not acceptable. He tugged on Mr. Reevesworth’s waist until the man chuckled and scooted toward the center of the bed, squishing Collin between Mr. Moreau and himself.

      Better. Collin put his head down and purred, rubbing himself against the bodies on either side of him. This was the best dream ever.

      A large hand stroked his ass and squeezed. “Keep that up, boy, you’ll end up with icing on your buns.”

      Mr. Reevesworth snorted around a laugh. “Émeric, that was not as erotic as I think you meant it to be.”

      Mr. Moreau snorted, sounding stuffy and grumpy. “Speak to my editor.”

      Had last night happened? Was this real? He twisted around so that he was facing Mr. Moreau and his ass was against Mr. Reevesworth’s groin, and he wrapped his arms and one leg around the dark Frenchman. No, the man was really there. And looking pleased and open as he had before, before he’d turned cold.

      “Good morning, baby. You’re tense.”

      “Are you really my dom now, too?”

      Mr. Moreau hummed in the back of his throat and ran his hand down Collin’s back, over his rear, and down his thigh. His fingers just traced by Collin’s balls, making him twitch.

      “Relax, boy.” Mr. Reevesworth whispered in his ear. “When either of your doms touch you, accept it.”

      Collin groaned. “Yes, sir.”

      Either. That word. “So, you’re both…”

      Mr. Moreau drew his hand back down Collin’s body, this time dragging one finger down the side of Collin’s balls. Collin shoved his face down on the man’s shoulders, willing himself not to flinch. They still hadn’t answered his question!

      “There you go, baby boy. As your dom, I think I’ll do this every morning until you just spread your legs and sleep through anything I want to do to you—until I tell you to wake up.”

      Collin shook his head.

      “Oh, are you arguing with me?”

      Collin’s skin prickled up at Mr. Moreau’s voice. He shook his head again and the rest of his body with it. “No, sir. But I don’t think I can do that, sir. Every time either of you touch me, I just…ugh…” He hid his face again. At this rate, these two men were going to embarrass him to the point of flattening his nose.

      Mr. Moreau laughed and kissed Collin’s shoulder. “I’ll give you a break, kitten. Roll over and let your master and I check in on you.”

      Collin turned over, face still tingling. “Check in on me?”

      Mr. Reevesworth propped himself up on his elbow and stroked Collin’s face, looking down into his eyes. “You had a very rough evening, and a difficult afternoon, a difficult morning. First the incident with Ash…”

      “Ash!” Collin started to sit up. Mr. Reevesworth spread a hand across his chest, shoving him back down. “Ash is fine, Collin.”

      “Yeah right, he’s sleeping in the office.” Fresh blood shot into Collin’s veins, driving away the drowsy, unreal feeling of being soft and safe and half sick with emotions.

      Mr. Reevesworth raised both eyebrows. “Sleeping in the office? Is he working that much?”

      “Uh, no. I mean, he lost his apartment or got kicked out. I found out yesterday when we dropped his purchases off. So all his stuff is in the tech dungeon, and he’s sleeping there.”

      “At least it’s the tech dungeon and not a real dungeon.” Mr. Moreau sighed.

      Mr. Reevesworth shot his husband a disgruntled glare. “This is not a fantasy game, Émeric.”

      “No, but that boy is a walking disaster that belongs in one.”

      “No matter.” Mr. Reevesworth shook his head. “He was at Ellisandre’s last night with Linda. They had a sleepover.”

      “Oh.” Collin’s chest expanded as he breathed easier. “Wait, I knew this yesterday. Damn it, I’m a mess. I’m sorry.”

      “You went through a lot. Anyone would react like you have. But now you need rest.” Mr. Reevesworth’s voice brooked no argument.

      “But I still need to be punished.” Collin cringed. Gah, that sounded whiny.

      Mr. Reevesworth let go of Collin only to rub his forehead. “We need to cover a few things before I address that. Can you hold that thought for a moment, boy?”

      Collin sucked in air and pressed himself back against the bed. “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth pinched the top of his nose and closed his eyes. “First, to answer your question, Collin, because I know you need to hear it directly, Émeric will formally become your dom, alongside myself, with a new contract between all three of us though it will essentially be an augmentation of the one you and I already have, including all the protections and safeguards I’ve already given you with the addition of your agreements with Émeric and Émeric’s and my agreements with each other concerning you. Do you agree to this?”

      “Yes, m—I mean, yes, sir.”

      “We will also address your new habit of referring to me as master. I’m not opposed, but we should discuss it.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “A new contract takes time. So, I propose that we give it a week—we can finalize it after Collin and I return from his mother’s—of working off of the contract we have currently but with the understanding that Émeric has the same rights to you as I do, but I will maintain final say in all things, as before, until we all understand and agree what the new arrangement will be.”

      “I would prefer deferring to you, Richard,” Mr. Moreau said. “Collin is also working for you, and I have no desire to micromanage his life. In which case, it makes sense if you have preeminence in decisions that guide Collin’s time.”

      “I value your perspective, Émeric. But don’t be selfless.”

      “Believe me, I am not without self.”

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled suddenly, sharing something unspoken in a glance with his husband. Collin bit his lip and glanced between them.

      “Collin, are you agreed?”

      “Yes, sir, sirs. I don’t know what to say anymore, but yes. One week. Same contract until but with the additions.” Collin plastered his fingers over his face. How could they talk about these kinds of things so casually?

      Mr. Reevesworth caressed Collin’s fingers, pulling on one gently but leaving Collin the grace to hide behind his imperfect refuge. “Moving on to punishment… Émeric, help me out. I’ve a good mind to call it all off. I’m uncertain about edging the boy after as many emotions as he went through yesterday.”

      I’m here, you know. There was something demeaning about lying there on his back between the two men, being talked over. But also, somehow, it was nice?

      Mr. Moreau ran his fingers over Collin’s shoulder and up to his ear. “I know about the edging. What was the punishment?”

      “Family pet for the day. Naked, collared, mittens, on all fours at all times, leashed or in the crate when not being attended. Hand-fed.”

      What? That… No! Collin’s hands flew off his face so he could gape at his dom properly. That sounded worse than what Damian had proposed.

      “Sounds relaxing,” Mr. Moreau murmured. “I suppose the lesson is to teach him to be reliant on others.”

      “Precisely.”

      “What if we went through with the punishment, naps included, and edged him throughout the day in five-minute increments instead of the hour all together? I can work from home tomorrow, and we can keep him here Monday, to give him more time to rest, if necessary. Unless he’s needed at the office?”

      “Everything is optional except Collin’s health.”

      “Well, then, we can watch and decide on tomorrow later.” Mr. Moreau dragged the back of his fingers down Collin’s throat and onto his chest, pushing aside the sheets. “I’m looking forward to having our kitten for the day.”

      Mr. Reevesworth joined him, edging the sheets down Collin’s body until all of him was on display.

      Mr. Reevesworth poked Collin’s trapped cock. “I love this, dear. Do you know that our precious kitten hasn’t complained or asked for it off even once?”

      “Do you plan to let him out regularly, or have you decided to keep him completely submitted?”

      Collin’s skin writhed. So, this was what it was like to have both of their attention. Even his belly button was going to find a way to start blushing.

      “I had thoughts, but honestly, I hadn’t decided. I know you fantasized about training boys to come on command or draining their balls.”

      Mr. Moreau stroked his hand over Collin’s thigh and up to his belly. “So much more than just that. Doing it with grace and discipline is living art.” Mr. Moreau sighed and pinched one of Collin’s nipples.

      Collin resisted the need to whimper or arch. There was something in Mr. Moreau’s eyes, staring directly down at him. He didn’t need to speak for Collin to know he should be still and silent. The pressure built, then released. Mr. Moreau’s hands ghosted over Collin’s chest to the other nipple. His fingers caressed it, stroked it, and then captured it, pressing the tender bit of flesh hard between his finger and thumb.

      Collin stopped breathing but held still. It felt like his entire chest was burning.

      Mr. Reevesworth soothed his hands down the rest of Collin’s body, softness in contrast to the pressure of Mr. Moreau’s fingers.

      “Breathe into the pain, kitten,” Mr. Reevesworth said. “Slowly. Not past it but into it. Let it expand.”

      Collin let his lips part and drew in a long deep breath, eyes on Mr. Reevesworth. And somehow, it worked. The pain was large, spreading through his limbs, but also bearable. There was no need to run from it; it merely was. And he accepted it.

      “Good boy.” Mr. Moreau slowly released, then stroked the aching nubs on Collin’s chest. “I think he has the temperament, Richard.”
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        * * *

      

      The three of them cuddled for a while longer; then Mr. Moreau declared breakfast was in order. After yesterday, Damian would be starving. Mr. Reevesworth chuckled and rolled out of bed first, disappearing into the closet.

      Collin went to follow him, but Mr. Moreau wrapped an arm around his waist and pulled him back down. “Wait, kitten. You’re not ready for your day yet.”

      “Sir?”

      Mr. Moreau tapped Collin’s lips with a finger. “Kittens mew or hiss. They don’t use human words. Nor do precious boys who are being kittens.”

      Collin gulped. Mr. Moreau chuckled. That was just embarrassing. He rolled over and tried to hide under Mr. Moreau.

      He was partially successful, mostly due to the man’s indulgence. However, trying to crawl under someone put his rear in the air. A large, firm hand smacked his bum and then took a firm grip on it.

      “Out, Collin.” That was Mr. Reevesworth

      Collin gave in and rolled away from his lackluster French protector. Mr. Reevesworth stood by the bed with a leash and a collar in dark chocolate brown. They were a match. Collin shivered, looking at them. Then he collected himself, legs tucked under him and fists on the mattress.

      “Once this goes on, kitten, the day starts. No standing. Crawling only. No speaking. If you forget either order, I have the means to enforce them.”

      “He would look beautiful in a humbler,” Mr. Moreau mused.

      “He would. But we’re trying to make him rest today.” Mr. Reevesworth put one knee on the bed and presented the collar. “Any questions, Collin, before this goes on for the day?”

      Collin swallowed. “If I’m on all fours, sir, how will I go to the bathroom?”

      “Émeric or I will accompany you to the bathroom and allow use of the toilet. None of us have a fondness for scat play, I think. Besides, it’s a limit in your contract.”

      Collin nodded. That was very, very true. He’d jumped on that so fast he’d almost had whiplash.

      “Any other questions?”

      “No, sir.” Collin lowered his head. If Mr. Reevesworth didn’t get that collar on fast, he was going to get nervous about not speaking all day and find more questions.

      Mr. Reevesworth seemed to understand. He wrapped the collar around Collin’s neck and secured the buckle, sliding two fingers under it to check the fit. He ruffled Collin’s hair and scratched the back of his neck lightly, as if he were a real cat. “There you go.”

      Then he snapped the leash onto the ring under Collin’s chin.

      Some part of Collin’s brain hiccupped. He blinked, getting another look at the length of leather wrapped around Mr. Reevesworth’s hand and swinging softly in the air. It disappeared from his vision, but he could feel the weight. He shook his head, feeling the collar move and the leash sway.

      This…was so going to mess with him. And now he wanted to play with the leash, bite it, see what would happen if he rolled over and tried to pull it out of Mr. Reevesworth’s hand.

      No, bad Collin.

      But he couldn’t entirely resist. He leaned forward and licked Mr. Reevesworth’s hand, glancing up to get the man’s reaction.

      He laughed. “Come on, kitten, out of bed with you.”
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        * * *

      

      In the bathroom, Mr. Reevesworth ordered Collin to sit with his legs folded under him and his hands on the floor right beside him at the sink. First, he brushed his teeth, then he crouched down, holding Collin’s toothbrush with toothpaste already on it, and tapped Collin’s cheek. “Open, kitten.”

      Collin opened his mouth hesitantly. Was the man going to really brush his teeth? He could totally do this for himself. Mr. Reevesworth cupped Collin’s jaw in one hand, the toothbrush in the other. “We have to keep your teeth clean, kitten. Now be good and keep your mouth open.”

      He’s brushing my teeth. For real…

      It was the oddest thing. For one, one’s hands were never on the floor while one’s teeth were being brushed, and two, no one, unless it was a dentist, had touched his teeth since he was three!

      “Relax, kitten. It’s just your master taking care of you.” Mr. Reevesworth brushed a kiss against Collin’s forehead and went back to carefully scrubbing Collin’s teeth. He was thorough, getting the tops and the bottoms and both sides. When he was finished and Collin had a mouthful of suds, he tapped Collin. “Knees up, kitten, spit into the sink, and let’s rinse you out.”

      He had a little cup and everything.

      They both used the toilet, and then Collin followed Mr. Reevesworth to the shower on all fours. Surely, he’d be allowed to stand for that?

      Mr. Reevesworth knelt down and unbuckled the collar, leaving the leash attached. “We shouldn’t get this wet, kitten. Let me just hang it up. Good boy. Now go on, crawl in.” He held the shower door open for Collin. The water was already running.

      Collin ducked his head down, cheeks flaming. What did he look like, crawling past Mr. Reevesworth? On all fours, everything was on display. Not just his hole—which he could hide when lying down or standing—but also his trapped cock and balls swinging against his thighs. Both felt more visible now. There was something about being on the floor, able to be seen, but having to force himself to look up to see anyone else.
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