

        

            

                

            

        




	



Sub-Dominant


	 


	Putting a leash on a dominant sub is a task that may require two Doms to accomplish. 


	 


	When relocation agent Eric Swann is assigned to ease young Connor Prescott into moving back to London, he expects the boy to be more enthusiastic—and less irritating. 


	 


	Used to roaming freely among his mother’s D-list celebrity friends, Connor is anything but happy when his father decides to put him on a leash—a leash with a far too attractive handler on the other end. Secretly craving a man who knows how to yank his chain and show him exactly where the limits are, Connor does what he’s best at. He manipulates Eric into giving him what he wants, making the man reveal a side of him that Eric himself isn’t ready to accept. 


	 


	Trained by one of the quirkiest Dom/sub-teams in the country, Dom Tyler Kane knows exactly how to handle a toppy sub. He keeps Connor on his toes, er, knees, in the bedroom, but when his capricious lover sets his heart on pushing yet another limit, Tyler finds himself not only with a dominant sub but also with a Dom who has yet to accept his true identity. 


	 


	 


	Reader Advisory: Due to sexually explicit content this book is intended for adult readers only. Contains scenes in which the main characters are sexually involved with secondary characters and vivid descriptions of unusual sexual practices. 
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	Eric ushered his guest inside, then he indicated for him to sit in the visitor’s chair. “So what’s this mysterious assignment you’ve been dying to tell me about?”  


	Tom grinned. “Ah, Ricky, you always cut right to the chase.” 


	“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”


	“Whatever happened to chitchat and offering a visitor drinks and all that?” 


	Eric sat in the chair behind his desk. He put his elbows on the polished wood in front of him, resting his fingertips against one another, and looked at the man he’d known since their school days. “I’m pretty sure you’ve had your chitchat with Rebecca before she announced you were here and knowing her, she’s going to walk through that door with your mug of cinnamon-flavoured café latte right about...now.” 


	There was a soft knock on the door then it opened and in came Rebecca, Eric’s assistant, carrying a tray with two mugs and a plate of biscuits. Smiling, she put the goodies on the table and left after a quick glance at Eric to check whether he needed anything. 


	Eric flashed a grin. “See? We know how to spoil our guests here at Swann Relocation.” 


	“I never doubted that, Mr Swann, and that’s exactly the reason why I’m here.” 


	Eric let his doubtful frown show over the rim of his coffee mug. “Uh-huh. Drop the smarmy act, Tommy. What do you want me to do for you?”


	Tom chuckled. “It’s not about what you can do for me, it’s about what I can do for you.” 


	Faking a yawn, Eric swivelled his chair to look out the window. 


	“Okay, okay. Listen. I was approached with an assignment that I think you’d be thrilled to hear about.” 


	“Uh-huh.” Eric cocked an eyebrow and took a sip of his coffee. “Tell me why that is.”


	“Because it’s perfect for you. You’re the man for this job. And when you’ve come to realise that, too, you’re going to thank me.”


	“Tom! Tell me what it’s about now, will you? Or do I have to ask Rebecca to walk you out?”


	Tom’s smile widened. “Well, it’s quite simple.” He paused for effect. “You’ll get paid a ridiculous amount of money to locate a new home for your client and help him find his way around town for three months. That doesn’t sound like a bad job, does it?”


	“No, that doesn’t sound bad at all. But why don’t you do it yourself if it’s such a fantastic job?” 


	Tom shrugged and bit off a chunk of his chocolate biscuit. “They need someone this side of the Atlantic”, he explained, chewing. 


	Watching Tom, Eric tried to figure out what the man wasn’t saying. He was a nice guy and a good friend, but he was also a little weasel that had the uncanny ability to sniff a good business opportunity before anybody else did.  


	“You know this side of the Atlantic very well. You could easily do it. Besides, this client approached you, and you know how I feel about passing them on from one agent to the next.”


	Tom sighed. He licked his fingers then washed down his biscuit with some café latte. “I know, I know, and I would love to take on this assignment myself, but I don’t really want to spend three months away from home.” 


	“Why’s that?” 


	“It’s... Well, I’m seeing someone. It’s still fresh and new, but at this stage, being away for so long would probably spell the end before it’s even started.” 


	Eric smiled. Tom wasn’t too lucky in his choices of potential partners, but that didn’t keep him from trying to find the future Mrs Ketten again and again. “Okay, fair enough, but something tells me there’s still more to this than you’re letting on, so why don’t you just spill the beans now?” 


	Tom rolled his eyes and gave an exaggerated sigh. “You’re not easy to please, dear boy. I’m offering you a well-paid assignment. Don’t you know better than to look a gift horse in the mouth?”


	Eric gave a shrug. “In fact, I don’t. I’m not keen on paying the vet’s bill, so I make sure to look a nag not only in the mouth. I also check its feet and take it for a ride.”


	“Fine. Thing is, Ricky, our client wants the relocation agent to keep an eye on his son, too. Make sure he doesn’t skip classes, stays out of trouble and doesn’t fall in with the wrong crowd—that sort of thing.”


	“What? He doesn’t want a relocation agent, he wants a fucking babysitter! How old is this son we’re talking about? Does he have to be taken to playgroup, too? I hope your client doesn’t expect you to change the kid’s nappies or give him his milk.”


	Tom smacked his hand on the desk in front of him. “Oh, stop being a fusspot, Eric! Connor’s turned eighteen last September.” He leaned in and lowered his voice. “Your mission, Eric, should you choose to accept it, mainly consists of making sure the kid’s ass is in bed at night. In the right bed, at a reasonable time.” His eyes glittered. “You might be interested to hear that this is a distinctly cute ass we’re talking about.”


	Eric sucked in a sharp breath. “You know I don’t mix business and pleasure and apart from that, at eighteen, he’s quite a bit too young for me, don’t you think?”


	Tom shrugged. “You’re only eight years his senior and I’m not saying you should put him into your bed. I’m just saying he’s hot. Seriously hot. It won’t hurt you to get an eyeful of pretty boy while you’re doing your job. And as for his age—he may be young, but he’s legal, so you don’t need to worry about that.”


	“I don’t need to worry about that because I have no intention of getting involved with him.” 


	“Yeah, I know, Mr Proper. He has probably no intention of getting involved with you either.” 


	Eric groaned and rolled his eyes. “And what makes you think that?”


	“From what I’ve heard, he’s supposed to be straight. But hey, maybe you can bend him a little. Seems to me you don’t need to worry about his virtue either. Apparently there isn’t much left.” Tom waggled his eyebrows suggestively. 


	“What’s that supposed to mean?” Eric didn’t like the expression in Tom’s eyes. In his experience, that particular gleam always meant trouble. 


	“Rumour has it he was about to start a rather promising career in the film industry—and I’m not talking Hollywood—but Daddy dearest got wind of it and now he has to return to Olde England to go to university and finish his degree like the good little boy he ought to be.”


	“Somehow I get the feeling these films had nothing to do with a bunch of girls crying over a romantic hero,” Eric said. 


	Tom gave him a dirty grin. “Well, let’s say it was the kind of film where a bunch of girls cry out for the hero and it wasn’t so much romance as hard core porn.” 


	He cringed. “Have you seen it?”


	“Nope. It doesn’t appear to be available on the market. At least not that I’ve been able to track down. My guess is Daddy dearest has either bought all the copies or he’s had them destroyed. Or both.”


	“So I’m supposed to babysit a prodigal son who would much rather spend his time fucking around in front of a camera than go to university.” Eric sneered. “I’m not dumb, Tom. This kid spells trouble and you know it. That’s why you want to reassign him to me, not because you’ve lost your heart to some blonde bimbo with big tits and three brain cells. Why don’t you just tell your client to go find someone else if you don’t want the job?” 


	Tom sighed. “The contract is signed and sealed. Ricky, we’re talking about Corbin Prescott, the founder of Prescott Acquisitions, here. The man is loaded, and his company has branches in the UK and the US with employees moving from one continent to the other all the time. If we play this right, there could be a lot more business coming our way. This assignment may be a pain in the ass, but it’s worth gritting your teeth. You have to look at the big picture.” 


	Eric laughed out loud. “I’m supposed to grit my teeth because you’re looking at the big picture? Come on, Tommy. You should know me better than that.”  


	Defeat flashed in Tom’s eyes. “Fine. What are your terms?”


	“To take the boy off your hands and play nice with Daddy Prescott?”


	“Yeah.” 


	“How much money are we talking about?” 


	“The usual fee for the VIP-package plus fifty percent extra for dragging the kid around town and making sure he stays on track until he’s settled in.” 


	“I want ninety percent of the fee plus the full bonus,” Eric said. 


	“Jesus, Eric. That’s—”


	“Only fair and you know it. Oh, and for your ten percent, you’re going to take care of things your side of the ocean.” 


	“Fifteen percent and I already did.” 


	Eric smiled. “Eight? That’s sweet of you, but you know, I’m still not so sure I should accept it. Even with the bonus, and even assuming the boy is going to behave, it’s going to eat up a lot of my time.”


	Tom rolled his eyes and raised his hands. “When have you become so pragmatic, Eric? Think about the money. Three months and you can take the rest of the year off if you want. And there’s still the chance you get a personal bonus out of it.”


	“I. Don’t. Fuck. My. Clients. Besides, I prefer my men a bit more mature. An eighteen-year old twink just doesn’t do it for me.”


	“Seven percent for me and I’ll take that as a yes, shall I?” Tom grinned and Eric heaved a sigh. The man knew far too well how to push his buttons. 


	“Fine. I’ll do it, but I want to meet Daddy dearest and discuss the details with him.”


	“Of course you do. There’s just a small complication. Connor is supposed to arrive at Heathrow Airport tomorrow afternoon at one and Corbin won’t be in town until six, so you won’t actually be able to meet him before Connor gets here.” 


	“You prick. Why didn’t you tell me that before?”


	“Because it doesn’t matter, Ricky.” Tom took out his smartphone and tapped the screen. “You’ll have the file on your computer in less than two minutes. Travel arrangements have been taken care of and Connor will stay at the W Hotel until you’ve found something suitable for him.”


	“He’s staying where?”


	Tom chuckled. “You heard. His pick, by the way.”


	“Hmm, okay, but why is he staying at a hotel? Wouldn’t it be easier if he just went to his father’s home?” 


	“Yes, it would, but there’s been a...disagreement between them, so Connor insists on having his own place to stay.” 


	Eric groaned. “How much more is there that you haven’t told me?”


	“You’ll be fine, Eric. You’re the right guy for this job. Emotions have been running a little high but the boys will calm down soon if they haven’t already. Just go to the airport tomorrow, fetch the boy and have him at his father’s place for dinner at seven.” 


	“I still want to talk to Prescott senior first.”


	“Sure. Here’s his number. He’s expecting your call to confirm that you’ve taken over and to officially introduce yourself, so don’t keep him waiting for too long. I know how much Swann Relocation values the satisfaction of its clients.”


	“I won’t and I do.” Eric snatched the elegant, ivory-coloured business card out of Tom’s fingers. It felt like silk on his skin. Glancing at the company name, he whistled through his teeth. “At least you weren’t kidding when you said the guy’s loaded. This is a big fish you’ve caught there.”


	Eyebrows raised, Tom nodded. “I know. Remember my words—you are going to thank me.” He made to leave, but turned around at the door. “By the way, technically Connor isn’t your client. His father is.” Laughing when Eric flipped him the two-finger salute, he left.


	 


	* * * *


	 


	Checking his watch again, Eric cursed the airline under his breath. Connor’s flight was already delayed by more than two hours. Two hours that Eric had spent alternately drinking bitter coffee, pacing the grubby floor of the vast airport terminal or tuning out Tom’s rambling about what he had done last night. And who with. At last the monitors dutifully informed him that the long-awaited airplane was back on solid ground. Let’s just hope the little bugger is on it, he thought as he scanned the crowd of arriving travellers for Connor Prescott—or rather, because he didn’t have a detailed description, for a boy looking lost and hoping to be collected by his babysitter-to-be. He was cursing Tom for having chosen that exact moment for a loo break and the airline for not announcing the arrival of the plane from Atlanta any earlier. Hadn’t they known it was coming? It had hardly just sneaked in and played Peek-A-Boo, had it?  


	Fifteen minutes later, he was ready to call Prescott Senior and cancel the whole thing. Connor hadn’t been among the passengers and so far, no one had called to give him a reason for the absence of his client. And Tom, his friend who was rapidly falling in disgrace, had apparently gone missing, too. 


	Fumbling in his pocket for his iPhone, Eric decided to give Connor and Tom another couple of minutes. That decision had little to do with sudden concern for either of them and a lot to do with the handsome guy who was waiting at a newsstand a couple of feet away from him. Although Eric had seen him pass by earlier, he hadn’t had the time to keep an eye on the stranger since he’d been on the lookout for Connor. Now that the boy could officially be declared not present, it wouldn’t hurt to take a couple of minutes to check out the good-looking man standing so close. And good-looking he was. 


	Checking him out discreetly, Eric let his gaze travel the length of a slender, well-proportioned body matched with a strikingly beautiful face. He liked what he saw—a lot. He liked it so much in fact, that he decided to make a pass before the stranger had any chance to escape. He was still contemplating how to make his approach when the man turned around and caught Eric staring. He flashed a smile that was just the right degree of crooked to add an edge to his beauty. Eric returned the smile with what he hoped passed as a sufficiently inviting and self-assured grin of his own. Much to his surprise, the sexy stranger didn’t look away but held his gaze, still smiling. As far as invitations went, he couldn’t have hoped for anything more explicit in such a public setting. 


	Eric crossed the distance between them in level, leisurely steps and positioned himself next to the stranger. “Found anything you like?” he asked, indicating the colourful arrangement of newspapers and magazines with a grin that was as suggestive as his question. 


	The other man kept watching him with disturbingly intense, sea-green eyes. Close up, he looked much younger, maybe twenty, although his body had clearly matured early. If possible, he was even more beautiful at such a short distance. Those captivating eyes were framed by lashes so black and long they could have given every top model a run for her money. A hint of dark stubble added some male roughness to his delicate features while emphasising a luscious and enticingly curved mouth. 


	“Hard to say,” the man answered after a moment, his voice a lazy, husky slur. American. 


	“Really? Why’s that?” 


	The green eyes glittered with unconcealed mischief. “You see, I can’t tell if I like something unless I’ve tried it and since I haven’t tried everything in here yet, I can’t say if there’s something I like.” 


	He’d misplaced the accent. It wasn’t American. Although a little blurry around the edges, Pretty Boy’s pronunciation hinted at a British private education—an expensive one. 


	“Interesting point of view.” Eric had dropped his voice just enough to let it carry the message he wanted. “Does that mean you have yet to figure out what you like?”


	“Oh, I know what I like. I’m just trying not to indulge too much these days.” The smile had vanished from the man’s face and he had lowered his gaze for the first time since Eric had noticed him. It was an unexpectedly coy gesture that made him look young and vulnerable. 


	Something shifted inside Eric. Pretty Boy appealed to his protective streak. But that wasn’t all. Mere physical attraction had become tinted with genuine interest in the person in front of him. An interest that didn’t appear to be mutual, even though he didn’t know where he’d gone wrong. “Too bad,” he said lightly. The green-eyed hunk had seemed curious enough but now he’d visibly closed up. “Anyway, I like your point of view. Have you—” 


	“Eric! There you are! Sorry, old boy, but I got totally lost.” Puffing, Tom approached them. The polystyrene cup in his hand betrayed his poor excuse. Eric glared at him but Tom ignored him and looked at the sexy stranger. “Hello Connor, nice to see you again. Did you have a good flight?” Bypassing Eric, he held out his hand to the cute stranger, oblivious of Eric’s irritation returning with full force. 


	“Connor?” Eric grumbled through clenched teeth while Tom shook hands with the stranger—Connor—who looked a little confused, his striking eyes darting from Tom to Eric and back several times. 


	Tom half-turned to him. Comprehension apparently dawned. “Sure. I thought that was why you guys were talking. Connor, this is Eric Swann. He’s going to make sure you have everything you need around here. Eric, this is Connor Prescott.” 


	“Nice to meet you, Mr Prescott.” Eric tried not to let his disappointment show as Connor shook his hand and quietly said, “Just call me Connor, please.” 


	Tempting, but Eric switched into business mode. “The majority of your luggage arrived yesterday and has already been transferred to your hotel, Mr Prescott. You must be exhausted after the flight so perhaps you would like me to take you to your hotel where you can freshen up. Your father would like to meet us both for dinner tonight at seven, at his place. I have found several properties that might be suitable for you. If you wish, I shall present them to you before dinner.” He picked up Connor’s bag and made for the exit. Tom, who was walking next to him, smirked.


	“Sure. Whatever.” Connor shrugged and followed them across the arrivals hall. 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	Calling the flight uneventful would have been an understatement. Not even the usual distractions—watching a film, reading or chatting up the handsome flight attendant while denying the food he offered—were working. Connor had checked out most of the male passengers before they’d even boarded the plane but not a single one of them was of interest to him. And the flight attendant was most likely straight—or was he? 


	Connor lowered his head so he had to peer up from underneath his lush, charcoal-black eyelashes, a look that set off his intense green eyes and usually stirred the interest of anyone graced with it. The hunky blond in uniform strode down the aisle. His smile appeared somewhat glued to his face, but his eyes glittered as he first glanced at Connor then locked gazes with him. Connor returned the smile, pouting to emphasise his full lips. When Blondy was no more than five feet away, Connor darted his tongue out and ran the tip suggestively across his bottom lip. The flight attendant’s smile flickered, but his tongue slipped out to mirror Connor’s motion. The man liked what he saw, although it didn’t mean he’d introduce Connor to the Mile-High-Club. Instead he looked away and kept walking. 


	He wouldn’t stop. Couldn’t. He was at work and had something to do that would make all passengers happy and not just the guy in seat 23C. 


	“Oi! Watch it, man!” Connor yelled when Hunky had gone past him. 


	The flight attendant whirled around, a look of surprise on his face. “Excuse me, sir?”


	Glaring at him, Connor indicated his lap. “Excuse you? Look at what you’ve done to me!”


	A tender blush rose in the blond’s cheeks as he stared at Connor’s groin and the bulge rising from it. “Uh... Sir, I, um...” 


	Around them, heads were turned. Connor huffed. “I’m wet! You knocked over my cup.” 


	The flight attendant’s mortified look became one of guarded amusement as he clearly understood Connor’s intention. “Yes, indeed. I’m so sorry, sir. If you’ll please follow me to the restroom, I’ll help you take care of the, uh, issue.”


	“You’d better,” Connor grumbled and got up. He kept up the pretence of a disgruntled passenger until they arrived at the small cubicle. 


	“What now? Are you going to give me a hand with this?” he asked when they made it past the curtain that shielded the passenger area from the loos at the back of the plane. 


	“You’re crazy.” The hunky blond looked intrigued but doubtful. “You know we won’t both fit inside.”


	Connor glanced at the silver name plate and grinned. “Don’t tell me you’ve never done this before, Jason. Of course we will fit inside. I have an idea how to make it work, just listen, okay?”


	Jason smiled and nodded. “Okay. Now what?” 


	“I’ll go inside and complain there are no paper towels, so you go fetch new ones. I’ll close the door, but won’t lock it.”


	“Okay.”


	Connor did as he’d explained, then stood in the cubicle waiting. It was so small he barely fit into it. Stupid aircraft designers. How were passengers supposed to use the toilet in there? It might just about work for the average woman, but for an over six foot tall guy, sitting down wasn’t really an option. Good job I’m not gonna sit down. I’ll be on my knees sucking cock. The image triggered a delicious tingle in his groin and he bit back a moan. Shaky with anticipation and arousal, he stroked himself, although he really just wanted to feel the other man’s dick in his mouth. Please just be as hands-on and dominant as I need you to be.  


	He didn’t have to wait long for Jason to return. About ninety seconds later, the man stood in front of the door, a stack of paper towels in his hands. Connor slipped out and ushered him inside. 


	Jason looked confused as he stood there, taking up the entire available floor space. “What now?”


	“Stand on the toilet,” Connor said, feeling a mild sting of disappointment at having to be the one giving orders. When the cute blond had climbed on the toilet seat, Connor stepped back into the cubicle and closed the door. He slid the bolt in place, locking it. “Now pull down your pants.” 


	“Uh...okay.” Jason looked at him with confusion written all over his face. “What do you have in mind?” 


	Connor knelt in front of him, which brought his face right in front of the man’s groin. “I want to suck your dick.” Why the fuck do I even have to tell you? 


	“Oh, okay.” 


	When Jason’s hands lingered over his groin, Connor undid his zip for him, then he slipped his fingers inside and stroked the semi-hard shaft. He teased it to full hardness before he pushed down Jason’s trousers to reveal the object of his desire. It was thick and straight, just how he liked it, and cut. “Mmm, your cock looks good enough to eat”, he murmured and breathed a kiss on the fat, dark red head. 


	Jason remained passive. No comment, no motion, not even when Connor rolled a condom over his dick. Then a sharp intake of air as Connor swirled his tongue around the glans, teasing the first pearly drops of pre-cum from the slit before he proceeded to rub the shaft. 


	“Like it like that?” Connor whispered. He didn’t need to ask, he already knew the answer, but he wanted more than just a piece of meat between his teeth. He wanted to be told what to do. He wanted to be used for pleasure, but again, Jason ignored the prompt. He just sighed and nodded. 


	Connor released his cock. “Just tell me what you want me to do, Jason, will you? Grab my hair, steer my head, use me.” 


	“Uh, what?” Jason stared at him with lust-glazed, confused eyes. He didn’t get it. 


	Connor felt like howling in frustration. Where was a selfish guy who only cared about his own satisfaction when you needed one? “Fuck my mouth. That’s what I’m here for.” 


	“But I like what you’ve been doing so far. Can’t you just give me a blowjob?” 


	“Sure. Never mind.” No point trying to explain. Jason wasn’t cut out to dominate. He was a sweet guy who probably considered getting sucked off in a plane restroom by a stranger the climax of his sexual adventures—quite literally. Connor wrapped his lips around the rod of swollen flesh and sucked, but he’d lost interest. He just went through the motions, brought Jason off within minutes and pleasured himself with his other hand. He achieved an orgasm, but it felt cold and frustrating. It wasn’t the fulfilment it ought to have been. 


	He scrambled to his feet, bent sideways to work the kinks out of his spine, then tucked himself back in. 


	Jason watched him, a somewhat dazed expression on his face as he peeled the condom off. He cleared his throat. “What was that about just then?”


	“What was what about?” 


	“What you said. ‘Use me’. ‘Fuck my mouth’.” 


	Connor shrugged. “It’s what I wanted you to do.” He washed his hands and rinsed his mouth to get rid of the taste of latex. 


	“You wanted me to use you? How?”


	Glancing at Jason over his shoulder, Connor doubted it was worth even trying to explain, but the man seemed honestly interested. 


	“It’s how I like it. I like to be used for another person’s sexual pleasure. I like to be dominated.” 


	“Oh. I’m not sure I, uh, understand. I mean, I hear what you’re saying, it’s just...” 


	Connor smiled. “It’s okay. No worries. I know you don’t get it. You’re not the kind of guy who does.”


	“I’m not?”


	Connor shook his head. 


	“What kind of guy do you think I am?” 


	“You’re the kind of guy who will maybe think of this experience when you play with yourself. I doubt you’ll ever find the courage to incite a similar incident with another guy, but maybe you will, who knows? You know how to fit two people into this tight space now.” 


	Jason tilted his head, regarding him for a moment. “You sound disappointed. I’m sorry that it wasn’t good for you. I thought we were on the same page. I didn’t know—”


	“There’s no need to apologise. It’s not your fault. Yeah, I’m disappointed, but only because this is how it seems to be most of the time. Very few men can give me what I want. My cravings are beyond most men’s imagination.” 


	Jason chuckled. “Come on, I thought this was hot as hell. What cravings do you have that are beyond most men’s imagination?” 


	Connor checked himself in the mirror. “Objectification. I want to be owned and used. Some humiliation, possibly. Breath play.” 


	Jason’s eyes widened and he gasped. “Boy, that’s...” 


	“Beyond your imagination, right?” 


	“Yes. I’m sorry.” 


	“Don’t be. Thanks for the fuck. Have a nice day.” Connor slipped outside before Jason could say more. Behind him, the bolt clicked back into place. He ignored the raised eyebrows and disapproving glare on the face of the woman waiting to use the restroom and went back to his seat. 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	No fucking surprise, Connor thought when the plane finally descended through a thick layer of dark grey rainclouds. Much as he liked his birth country, he hadn’t missed the permanent rain and low temperatures. At all. Already he was longing to go back to the City of Angels, where the weather was warm and people didn’t get involved in his business unless he wanted them to. 


	He left the airplane amidst the other passengers, relieved when he didn’t have to join them in baggage claim. At least Corbin’s stupid idea of hiring a relocation service meant he didn’t have to drag suitcases full of stuff around. He took his time anyway and even considered going through the red channel and have a chat with the customs guys to keep his driver waiting. Not that he wanted to annoy the man as such, but he had no desire to meet his father any time soon. And as for the relocations dude—the sooner he learned who made the rules, the better. 


	In the arrivals hall, he eyed the ticket counter and allowed himself a daydream. What if he just hopped on the next plane back? Or maybe he could just board the next flight out of London, destination unknown. He sighed. What was the point? His father would find him anywhere, of that he was sure. 


	He searched the crowd around him for whoever had come to collect him, but before he found the guy, he spotted somebody else, and boy, that man was worth a delay. His little trip into fantasy-land gave him an idea. Getting on a plane out was not an option, but what if he claimed to have missed his driver to buy himself some time? A few unsupervised hours to be used to his liking. Surely Dad would appreciate his meeting the locals?


	He lingered behind a wall until most people had left the arrivals hall, then he moved on to a small shop and the magazines they had on display. It was a good spot to watch Mr Handsome and at the same time, it shielded him from searching eyes. With any luck, his driver would have left by the time he was done dealing with the annoyed-looking dark blond fella. 


	He positioned himself directly in the man’s line of view and pretended to browse the magazines. When he glanced over his shoulder, their gazes met. Connor’s heart skipped a beat, but he forced himself to calmly look into the golden brown eyes and smile. 


	The man returned his smile. And then he approached Connor whose heart was racing like a terrified horse. 


	“Found anything you like?” 


	Connor was mesmerised. Even if he’d wanted to, he couldn’t have answered straight away. He made himself count to five before he trusted his voice not to fail him. The man’s smile was pure sin and judging by the tone of his voice he hadn’t just meant the goods on offer. “Hard to say,” he ground out. 


	“Really? Why’s that?” 


	Connor shivered under the unyielding, calm stare. The man possessed an amazing physical presence and he seemed so self-assured, so confident that all Connor could think of was to sink to his knees and beg to be taken. “You see, I can’t tell if I like something unless I’ve tried it and since I haven’t tried everything in here yet, I can’t say if there’s something I like.” 


	“Interesting point of view.” The man’s voice was low and rough. A warm tingle spread in Connor’s groin. “Does that mean you’re still just figuring out what you like?”


	“Oh, I know what I like. I’m just trying not to indulge too much these days.” Regret and anger hit him. He dropped his gaze. Hard to indulge when you can’t be with the only person who knows what you want. 


	“Too bad,” Mr Handsome said. “Anyway, I like your point of view. Have you—” 


	“Eric! There you are! Sorry old boy, but I got totally lost.” Another man approached them. He was short and sturdy, with a receding hairline and big, kind eyes. Connor groaned as he recognised him. Tom Ketten, the relocation guy his father had hired before he’d been palmed off on some English dude. “Hello Connor, nice to see you again. Did you have a good flight?” He had the nerve to hold out his hand. Connor didn’t know whether to shake it or break his fingers. 


	“Connor?” Mr Handsome grumbled and stared at him. 


	Tom half-turned to him. “Sure. I thought that was why you guys were talking. Connor, this is Eric Swann. He’s going to make sure you have everything you need around here. Eric, this is Connor Prescott.” 


	“Nice to meet you, Mr Prescott.” Eric stuck out a hand. His jaw muscles twitched as Connor shook it and quietly said, “Just call me Connor, please.” 
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