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	How far would you go to save the one you love? 


	Pierce Hollister is a down-to-earth businessman. Most of the time. His romantic side has him secretly dreaming of Mr Right, a family and a happy ever after. 


	Noah Conway is a single father who doesn’t believe in happy families any more. When his daughter’s life is at stake, he would sell his soul to save her but as a sadistic Dom takes an interest in him, he sells his body instead.


	 


	A shared session at a BDSM club leaves Pierce intrigued and soon he finds himself willing to do anything in his power to heal the wounds that life has left on Noah’s soul. When he realises that the very thing Noah dreads the most might just be what he needs, Pierce sets out on a mission—but maybe it’s just not in his power to save Noah. 


	Will Noah be able to battle the demons that haunt him and find the happy ever after Pierce has dreamed up for them?
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	“He’s a pretty thing, isn’t he?” Robert observed as he followed Pierce’s gaze. 


	Not taking his eyes off the handsome guy at the bar, Pierce shrugged. “Yeah, he’s all right.” 


	“More like fucking hot, don’t you think?” Robert enthused. 


	For once, Pierce agreed with him whole-heartedly. He let his gaze wander up those long, slender legs, the tight, leather-clad bottom and further up the hard line of the man’s body to where his dark hair curled enticingly over the collar of his leather jacket. Although the stranger’s back was currently turned towards him, Pierce had got a long enough glimpse of his face to know that it matched the attractive body. He was wondering if he should try to make a pass when the unwelcome feeling of being watched made him focus on Robert once more. Apparently the man was still waiting for an answer. “I just said he’s all right, didn’t I?”


	“You fancy him.” It wasn’t a question. 


	“Well, I guess I wouldn’t deny him, although the good-looking ones aren’t necessarily good lays. Besides, he might be covered in spots or have a hairy back.” Pierce aimed to sound far more indifferent than he felt. He took another sip of his drink, knowing that he should slow down, but he was enjoying the sizzling, fizzy feeling it created in the pit of his stomach far too much. 


	“I can assure you, what’s underneath his clothes is just as pretty as his face. And incidentally, he is a great lay.”


	“Is he?” 


	“Absolutely.” 


	Pierce was about to dismiss it and just change the topic, but something in Robert’s face as he eyed the beautiful stranger made him change his mind. He sighed and took the bait. “How do you know?” 


	Robert’s expression became smug. “I’ve had him. Repeatedly. He’s all mine.” 


	Pierce quickly raised his glass to hide the smirk on his face. Robert could be fun to talk to, and some of the guys at the club liked him as a Dom, but he also had a reputation for being a shameless show-off who’d make up stories to draw attention to himself. 


	“Yours?” Pierce didn’t bother to keep the doubt out of his voice this time. It was hard to believe that someone who looked like the guy at the bar was with a man like Robert. Everything about the man’s body language, from the straight back and proudly raised head to the relaxed way he was talking to the bartender, displayed self-assurance and strength—he was a confident, independent alpha male. Master Robert invariably wanted his men tame and submissive. 


	“Yes.” Robert’s tone and the expression on his face sent a shiver down Pierce’s spine. “You don’t believe me, do you?”


	Pierce drew a hesitant breath. “I must admit that he doesn’t look like your usual type.” 


	“Doesn’t he? What does he look like, then?” A nasty tone had crept into the Dom’s voice but it wasn’t angry, it was…challenging. Competitive. Pierce shrugged and thanked the waiter who had brought their refills. He didn’t want to argue, but apparently Robert was determined to annoy him. And he was beginning to succeed. 


	“He just doesn’t look like the submissive type to me,” Pierce replied and picked up his glass. 


	“Looks can be deceptive.” 


	“Yeah, well, you did ask. I’d say the guy’s a Top. I don’t think he’d so much as bottom for anyone, let alone submit. A pity, really.” Pierce took no small pride in the fact that he had an uncanny ability to not only instantly recognise whether a man was gay or not but to also figure out what they were like in bed within minutes. Before even trying to get them there. So far, he hadn’t been wrong once. He drained half of his drink in one large gulp, preparing to end the conversation, when Robert gave him a malicious grin. 


	“Wanna do him?”


	Pierce made an effort not to choke. “Excuse me?” 


	“I’ll let you fuck him if you want.” Robert’s grin widened as he leaned in. “And trust me, he is going to bottom.” 


	Pierce’s breath hitched. Sparks of electricity jolted through his insides and exploded in his groin. It had been ages since the mere thought of sex with someone had got him this turned on this quick. He’d had his fair share of experience and was used to being in control, and yet here he was, his trousers suddenly far too tight for comfort and he felt like a teenager hoping to get laid for the very first time. He stole a glance at the bar. Even though he knew he shouldn’t be, he was interested. Very interested. The idea of exploring the slender, handsome body that lay underneath all that leather was enticing. He hesitated for another moment, then he looked at Robert. “Sure he’s up for that? Shouldn’t you maybe ask him if he’s okay with it before you offer him to other people?”


	Grinning triumphantly, Robert shook his head. “He’s okay with whatever I tell him. I’ll take that as a yes, then, shall I?”


	Pierce took a deep breath, swallowed and grappled with his self-control some more, but it seemed he was losing the fight. His dick, painfully hard in the confinement of his own leather trousers, was definitely up for it. “Why don’t you introduce us first, then we’ll take it from there.” 


	“My pleasure,” Robert replied with a sharkish smirk and went to the bar. 


	Pierce’s heart beat faster as Robert walked up to the attractive stranger and slipped a hand around his narrow waist. The guy stiffened visibly but didn’t move, apart from lowering his head so Robert could make himself heard over the background noise of the club. Whatever Robert told him made his head snap up and he took a step back. Following him easily, Robert invaded his space and crowded him against the solid wood of the bar. Pierce lost sight of the two men for a moment because a small group of people passed right in front of him. When they were gone, Robert was walking in his direction. The stranger followed him like a docile puppy. 


	He’s got him on a fucking leash, Pierce realised with a jolt. The sight of a black, studded leather collar against the man’s pale skin made his groin ache even more. 


	“Here we are, boy.” Robert stopped in front of Pierce. “Pierce, this is Noah. My new sub,” he announced and emphasised his point by giving the leash a sharp, unnecessary tug. 


	Noah flinched almost imperceptibly but stood in perfect display posture. Back straight and shoulders squared, he held his head high and with pride. Only his eyes were downcast and trained firmly on the floor. All in all, he looked beautiful and as tame as over six feet of very well-proportioned man could look. 


	Pierce wondered how long he’d been in training. Although he himself had chosen to remain an outsider to the lifestyle, he knew enough about it to recognise and appreciate a well-trained sub. Noah certainly appeared well trained but then again, looks could be deceptive. 


	“Hello, Noah,” Pierce greeted softly. “Nice to meet you.” He knew better than to expect an answer from Noah. It was a Dom’s prerogative to order his sub to silence or allow him to speak and Master Robert preferred his boys mute. Surprisingly, Noah slipped up. He took a breath to answer and looked up, almost meeting Pierce’s eyes before Robert reminded him of his position with another sharp tug on the leash. Noah winced and gasped as the leather bit into the soft flesh of his neck. He instantly lowered his gaze back to the floor. 


	“I think that means you’re going to remain silent for the rest of the evening now, pet, so you won’t forget what you’re supposed to do next time. Consider it training. You’ll get your punishment for this later. After Pierce and I are done with you.” Robert trailed a finger down Noah’s cheek as he spoke, his voice a low and intimate whisper. The stern, almost malicious tinge in it sent another shiver down Pierce’s spine. 


	Master Robert had a reputation as an extremely strict and uncompromising Dom who believed that the liberal infliction of pain was the best teaching method. It seemed he had taught Noah quite a lot already. Pierce reminded himself that subs were in this because they wanted to be. Why grown men allowed themselves to be treated like that was still beyond him and he couldn’t help wondering why Noah was in it. He didn’t seem to be in need of someone who took care of his life for him so he was probably in it for the kink—or the pain.


	Noah had assumed his former perfect posture again and appeared composed, but the heaving of his chest as he forced himself to breathe slowly and the flexing of the muscles in his jaw gave him away. Oh boy, that is one pissed-off sub. Was he mad about his own slip or Robert’s disciplining of him? Probably a bit of both. Most subs in training were very ambitious and hated making mistakes—not from fear of punishment but because they didn’t want to disappoint their Masters. 


	“So, what do you think?” Robert glanced at Pierce. “Still wanna fuck him?”


	Pierce looked at Noah and tried to read the expression on his face, but that was nearly impossible without seeing the eyes. As far as he himself was concerned, the case was clear. Close up, the boy was a real beauty with his symmetrical features and the perfect angles of his face. The need to have him had become almost overwhelming, even though Pierce would have liked the chance to ask Noah if he was okay with it. Knowing he was not going to get that answer, he decided to rely on the basic fact of any Dom-sub relationship. It was the Dom who led the way, but the sub decided how far they went. If Noah really didn’t want to do this, he could always use his safe word and put an end to the session. 


	“You know damn well that I do,” Pierce muttered and licked his bottom lip, anticipating the taste of Noah’s luscious mouth. 


	Robert smiled and tightened his grip on Noah’s leash. “There’s just one little condition—I’ll be watching. You okay with that?”


	Pierce’s stomach tightened. That was unexpected, although, if he was honest, he should have known there’d be a hook to the offer. He shrugged. “I don’t mind but will your boy be okay with that?” The thought of Robert watching him fuck Noah wasn’t exactly a welcome one, but it could be worse—Robert wanting to get involved, for instance. A lot of Doms wanted to keep an eye on their subs if they let them play with someone else and it wouldn’t be the first time for Pierce with an audience either. 


	“As I said, he’s okay with anything I tell him to do.” Robert’s voice had assumed the authoritative tone Pierce had come to associate with a Dom in working mode. Pierce stole a glance at Noah, who still stood completely motionless. He hadn’t failed to notice him shivering slightly at Robert’s words. From anticipation or unease, was impossible to tell. 


	He can stop this if it goes too far for him, Pierce reminded himself again. “Fine. Rules?” 


	“Nothing that would put him out of service for more than a couple of hours. I know he’s clean, but you’ll use a condom and all the necessary precautions anyway. Apart from that, you can do anything you want with him. He’s not allowed to speak as you’ve heard and I’m sure he’s going to remember his basic rules better now. Won’t you, pet?” 


	Noah gave a tiny, tight nod, eyes locked resolutely on the floor. 


	“Good boy.” Robert slid a hand around the back of Noah’s head and pulled him down to plant a domineering kiss on his mouth while squeezing the bulge in Noah’s trousers with his other hand. “Let’s go. I can’t wait to see you two together. It’s gonna be so fucking hot.” Turning away, he tugged on Noah’s leash and led him to the stairs. If possible, the grin on his face had become even more disturbing in its smugness. The Dom was doubtlessly aware of the envious stares from countless people nearby and Pierce finally understood. That was what this was all about. Robert was showing Noah off like a trophy, using his striking toy to increase his own value. Noah should be well above letting himself be exploited like this, but must have been getting something out of it too, whatever that was. 


	Pierce suppressed a sigh and watched Noah’s buttocks move in front of him, still amazed that Robert had basically given him an all-clear with Noah. Not the wisest thing to do in the lifestyle they were involved in. A lot of guys would gladly take him up on it, and that might easily result in a scenario where a sub’s boundaries would be pushed too far. Pierce however had little interest in doing anything extreme. All he wanted was to have some fun exploring Noah’s beautiful body, then fuck him senseless. He didn’t like hurting his lovers. Hopefully this wouldn’t turn out to be a disappointment for Noah. 


	They reached the top floor, where differently themed playrooms and some bedrooms were located. Pierce was relieved when Robert turned left, towards the aisle with the bedrooms. Tonight, he wanted it to be comfortable and preferred a decent, king-size bed to any of the fancy equipment the playrooms offered. 


	Robert unlocked the door to one of the rooms and led Noah inside. Pierce trailed behind, anticipation bubbling inside him as he thought about what he wanted to do to Noah. 


	“Here we are,” Robert announced. He made Noah stand a few feet away from the huge bed in the middle of the room. A big, comfy chair stood in one corner, allowing a perfect view of the bed. Idly running Noah’s leash through his fingers, Robert looked at Pierce. “You know your way around, don’t you? Toys and all the usual stuff are in the top drawer.”


	“I know.” Pierce focused on Noah, who stood in the middle of the room, his posture flawless, eyes locked on the floor. “What are his safe words?”


	“Huh?”


	“What are his safe words?” Pierce repeated, mentally slapping himself for almost having forgotten the most important question when playing with a sub. He had to keep in mind that Noah was going to let him do anything, relying on Pierce to stop as soon as he said the word. 


	“Ah, right. Um, butterfly,” Robert choked out. Pierce shot him a glare but couldn’t help feeling amused. Robert was already stroking himself through his trousers, his face flushed with excitement. 


	“Warning or stop?”


	“Warning. He won’t need the stop with you, because as soon as he’s safe worded, that part’s over.”


	“I’d prefer to know it anyway,” Pierce insisted. 


	Robert sighed. “You’re a control freak, Hollister, aren’t you? Just like your brother. His stop word is pumpkin.” 


	“I just stick to the protocol.” Pierce smiled. “Okay. I’ll just check with him.” He turned to Noah. “Noah, are you clear on the rules? Your safe words are butterfly for a warning and pumpkin to stop the scene altogether, right?”


	Noah nodded. 


	“You’ll use it as soon as you need me to stop whatever it is I’m doing and I’ll back off instantly, I promise, okay?” 


	Another weak nod. 


	“The sex between us will be over then. Do you agree with these rules?” 


	Noah let out his breath in a little gush and nodded again. 


	“Okay. I suppose you’re not allowed to meet my eyes but I want you to know that, as far as I’m concerned, I’m happy for you to look at me. You may also talk to me, but that’s not my decision either.” He was still trying to figure Noah out. Could that confident, proud exterior really be hiding a submissive personality? Well, there was just one way to find out. A pleasant way, hopefully. 


	“Clothes off, pet,” Robert ordered. Noah obliged without hesitation, slipped out of the tight leather as quickly as possible and stood up straight when he was done. The leather collar and leash were still on him, the sight and implication hugely erotic. Pierce had already decided to leave them on throughout. 


	“You’ve got him clamped?” he observed, indicating the two vicious-looking pieces of metal attached to Noah’s nipples. They were joined by a short, Y-shaped chain, the long end of which was attached to the collar. Pierce winced. This was a downright sadistic device. Every tug on the collar would cause the clamps to bite into the sensitive flesh of Noah’s nipples. And hurt like hell.


	“Oh yes.” Robert let out a low moan. 


	Pierce frowned. “Mind if I take them off?” 


	“Yes. Leave them on.”


	“Are you sure? Looks pretty agonising.” 


	“It is. But he likes it. Don’t you, pet?” A tug on the chain had Noah hissing and twitching. “Oh yeah,” Robert purred into Noah’s ear. “You’re a sweet little pain slut, aren’t you?” He yanked the chain again and this time Noah couldn’t suppress a pain-filled yelp. “Yeah, he likes it,” Robert stated with a satisfied grin and turned to Pierce. “Your turn, big boy. I’m expecting a nice show.” He winked and handed Noah’s leash to Pierce, asking, “Do you know what you’ll do to him yet?” The prospect of watching Pierce with Noah seemed to be a huge turn on for him. 


	“Hmm.” Pierce fought his inner struggle silently for a moment. “To be honest, Robert, I’m not sure if I should do this,” he admitted. 


	Robert gasped in surprise. “Why ever not? He’s a fucking hot piece of arse and he’s basically begging for it.” His eyes glittered. “Would you like him to beg? I’d let him, you know.”


	Pierce shook his head and sighed. “No. I don’t want him to beg. I’d love to fuck him, but I don’t think I can give him what he wants. You know I’m just not into causing pain.”


	Robert shrugged. “Just warm him up with a nice hard fuck and I’ll take care of his other…needs when you’re done with him.”


	Tuning Robert’s presence out, Pierce ran his eyes down the length of Noah’s torso and felt his reluctance vanish as his arousal kicked in with increased intensity. He clicked his tongue in approval as he walked a slow circle around Noah. Robert hadn’t promised too much. Noah’s naked body certainly was a sight for sore eyes. Although his build was slender rather than bulky, his muscles were clearly defined underneath the smooth, pale skin. Pierce frowned as he spotted the thin, dark red welts that marred the otherwise flawless skin on Noah’s back, from his shoulders down to his waist. They were in different stages of healing, some brand new, others almost faded. Probably at least one a day. There would be more, Pierce was sure. 


	He took a deep breath. More than anything else, the need to inflict pain or to have it inflicted was what kept him from joining the scene. He wasn’t comfortable with the idea of hurting a lover, no matter how much they wanted it. And those blows had definitely hurt. Pierce’s guess was a bull-whip, reportedly one of Robert’s favourite tools. Shuddering at the thought, he concentrated on mapping Noah’s body with his eyes again. There was definitely no hair on Noah’s back. There wasn’t any on other decisive parts of his anatomy either. It just kept getting better. Pierce licked his lips. He hadn’t failed to notice that Noah wasn’t hard, but he intended to change that soon. A small step brought him right in front of Noah and he reached out to touch him for the first time. Noah quivered a little but stood perfectly still as Pierce ran his hands over his body. Yes, his skin was just as smooth to the touch as it looked. 


	Pierce trailed his fingers down Noah’s chest to just below his belly button, then along his hips to that firm, well-shaped bottom and up again over his shoulders and to his neck. He curled the fingers of one hand around the back of Noah’s head and pulled him closer. Noah resisted for a fragment of a second, then he met Pierce’s mouth. A groan escaped Pierce at that first contact. Noah’s lips yielded under his and a wave of lust rushed through him. He pushed, opening Noah’s reluctant mouth with his tongue and darted it inside. Warm, moist velvet welcomed him. Noah tasted very nice, of man with just a little minty something lingering on his breath. Moving his other hand to the small of Noah’s back, Pierce pulled him closer and pressed their bodies together. He rubbed his by now achingly hard cock against Noah’s groin as he fucked Noah’s sweet mouth with his tongue. When he felt lightheaded from lack of air, he pulled back and looked at Noah again. Flushed and a little breathless, Noah looked sexier than ever and his body was finally beginning to show some interest. 


	“On your knees.” Pierce barely recognised his own gruff voice. 


	Noah obeyed without hesitation, still keeping his eyes trained on the floor. 


	“Open your mouth.” 


	Noah didn’t need to be told what to do next. 


	Pierce groaned as Noah took him in surprisingly deep and instantly built up a nice, firm suction combined with a slow but steady rhythm. 


	“Oh fuck,” Pierce panted, thrusting his hips. No way was he going to last if Noah kept working him like this. “Easy, baby. I’ve got a bit more planned for you.” 


	Either Noah didn’t listen or chose not to obey this time. He increased speed and suction, effectively drawing all coherent thoughts from Pierce’s brain. 


	“Noah, oh fuck, yes, that’s good… Stop it, baby, stop…it,” Pierce stammered, wondering if Noah would do as he was told and if he even really wanted him to. The sweet, wet heat of that mouth engulfing him felt just too good. 


	“Stop it!” Just before Pierce reached the point of no return, Noah stopped and let go. Pierce looked down at him, feeling dazed and shaky. He yearned to see Noah’s face, above all his eyes, but knew he wasn’t going to get that, so he cleared his voice to give the next order. “Get your sweet arse into bed so I can fuck it.”


	Noah got up in a fluent, cat-like movement and stalked to the bed. He didn’t wait for further instructions, just settled on his hands and knees with slightly parted legs, offering himself to Pierce. The sight of him was so sexy that Pierce almost came right that moment. Clinging on to his self-control, he took the few steps to the bed. Then he opened the drawer and sorted through the variety of dildos, restraints, cock rings—and the more exotic toys he wouldn’t ever dare trying out with a stranger—until he found the lube and condom he wanted. 


	“Anything you need from here, baby? Do you want a ring?” Pierce asked softly. The idea of putting a ring on Noah’s reluctant cock held a certain appeal. Before Noah had a chance to answer, Robert’s husky voice broke the stillness of the room. “Don’t ask—just put a fucking ring on him. Why do you think I keep him shaved?”


	“Shut up. You said you wanted to watch. Watching doesn’t involve talking,” Pierce grumbled and decided against using a cock ring. He moved down the bed to kneel behind Noah, feasting on the sight in front of him. The man was just too beautiful. Pierce ran his hand over the perfect swell of Noah’s buttocks, caressing him with the gentleness of his touch. It would get rough soon enough. He briefly contemplated stretching his own boundaries a bit to give Noah a little spanking, but decided against it. The rules were his and if Noah wanted that kind of treatment he’d have to wait for Robert to give it to him. He clipped the end of Noah’s leash to the rail on the headrest and adjusted the length so that it wasn’t stretched but short enough to allow Noah to pull against its hold. That way, he could choose how much he tortured himself with the clamps.


	Pierce squirted some lube on his fingers and went to prepare Noah. Excited as he was, he really didn’t want to spend much time getting his lover ready but he didn’t know how much Noah could handle and didn’t want to take any chances. He carefully pushed a finger into Noah’s body. 


	“Is he tight? Tell me, how does it feel?” Robert’s hoarse, urgent voice interrupted. 


	“He’s fucking tight. He’d probably rip my cock off if I fucked him now,” Pierce grumbled back while he tried to get Noah’s unwilling muscles to relax.


	Robert moaned, then panted. His breath was coming in time with the slow strokes on his own cock. “You’re a lucky bastard, Hollister. I know exactly what you mean. The boy still clenches up, not that it would keep me from fucking his little hole.” He sniggered. “I haven’t had him today yet so he’s as tight as a virgin, like it’s his first time, isn’t he?”


	Pierce huffed but didn’t answer, refusing to let Robert invade any further. Yes, Noah was tight. Very tight. It would take a lot longer to get him ready than Pierce had anticipated, but he was determined to give Noah’s body all the time it needed to open up for him, regardless of how much self-control it would take. 


	By the time Pierce had inserted a second finger, Robert’s patience seemed to have expired. “Just fuck him, Pierce, will you?” he grumbled. 


	“He’s not ready and I don’t want to hurt him,” Pierce shot back. He was twisting his fingers this way and that, trying to ease some of the sub’s tension. 


	Robert chuckled. “Remember, he’s a pain slut. He likes it fast and hard—don’t you, Noah? Don’t you want Pierce to give it to you just the way you like it?”


	Noah jerked his shoulders in an indistinct motion. 


	“See?” Robert sounded smug. “He’s fine. Just take him now.”


	“For fuck’s sake, Robert. Stop interfering or I’m out of this. I’m not gonna play rough with him if he isn’t the one telling me how far I can go, understood?”


	Apparently Robert understood exactly how serious Pierce was. “Fine. Noah, tell him you’re ready for a rough ride. Or would you prefer I took over?” 


	Noah took a deep breath, cleared his throat and swallowed. “Fuck me.” 


	“You’re gonna ache, you’re not ready for a dick,” Pierce warned. 


	“I can take it,” Noah insisted quietly. 


	Pierce wasn’t entirely convinced, but he’d have to take the man’s word for it. The concept of pain was a difficult one and this wasn’t Noah’s first time, after all. He knew what was going to happen and whether he could handle it or not. 


	Pierce unwrapped the condom and rolled it on, then quickly slicked it up with a generous amount of lube. Angling himself, he slowly pushed in. He held still for a moment, soaking up the heat while giving Noah’s body time to adjust to the intrusion. The vice-like grip of the muscles around his shaft was almost unbearable and, combined with the duration of his arousal, there was no way he could hold back for long. Watching the sub’s reaction, he gave a first, tentative thrust. The muscles in Noah’s back rippled as he pushed back, allowing Pierce in deeper. His breath caught, but he didn’t complain, so Pierce let go of his concerns and started to move, making room for himself with increasingly hard thrusts. Soon he was pounding into the tight, hot channel, far too aroused to hold back any more. 


	Noah remained quiet. The only sounds from him were gasps and an occasional, half-suppressed grunt. Pierce would have loved to watch Noah’s face and see the reaction to his movements. Most of all he wanted to see the man’s eyes when he came, but he wasn’t going to complain as he slammed into Noah’s body again and again. The firm grip of the satiny insides drove Pierce ever closer to the edge. 


	Sweating and breathless, Pierce knew he hadn’t much time left. Just a little longer. He wanted to witness Noah’s climax even if he couldn’t see his face. Snaking an arm around Noah’s waist, he held him in place as he changed the angle and aimed for the hot spot, ready to make him fly. Underneath him, Noah gasped and bucked. He shifted his weight to one arm but the movement pulled at his leash, causing him to scream in pain. He almost lost balance, but steadied himself and shoved at Pierce’s hand that had just found his cock and closed around it. It was barely semi-hard. 


	Pierce felt a sting of disappointment. Apparently Noah didn’t appreciate his actions much. He aimed for Noah’s sweet spot once more, hoping that stimulating it would work a bit of magic on the man. Noah however twitched and shoved Pierce’s hand away, then blocked him with his own hand and arm. Pierce would have liked to know what that was about, but Noah chose that moment to flex his muscles and push back again, squeezing him too tight. Pierce lost control and came with a harsh cry, shooting his load deep into Noah’s body. Unable to hold himself up any longer, he collapsed on Noah, who took his weight for a moment before gingerly lowering himself on the mattress as far as the leash allowed him to. Pierce felt utterly boneless and barely managed to pull out of the snug, warm cave. 
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