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      This serial is rated for mature audiences only. If depictions of graphic 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, a conflicted and moody mother, references to the loss of a parent, secondhand references to veiled threats to a child, references to revenge porn, references to male aggression toward a youth, 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 10–12

      

      

      “You cannot be submissive if I do not earn your submission. You can’t reach surrender unless I wring that surrender out of you. You cannot be what I am asking unless I am what I say I am. Do you see? You have to become a different creature. And my honor and responsibility is to train that into you, to make you something you can’t yet imagine.”

      Shaking, Collin gazed up at his master. “That’s why you messed with my head, put me on display like that?”

      “Yes. And because you are absolutely beautiful struggling between your shame and your desire to please.”

      Submission to his master and his sir is Collin’s sanctuary and his revelation. Serving two men will require all that Collin has. And it will give him more than he dared to dream might exist.

      But even as Collin and his doms nurture their fragile new bonds, the outer world is not content to give them peace. The burns are not yet healed on Mr. Reevesworth’s hand before there are new threats, and this time, the wounds are not so easily rectified.

      As Mr. Reevesworth’s righteous anger burns, will Collin be strong enough to stand near the flames? Or will the past catch up with them all?

      This serial 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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      The Mexican restaurant Mr. Reevesworth’s virtual assistant had suggested was casual and not too loud, at least not up on the rooftop patio. There was a view of the ocean under moonlight in the distance. Collin held a chair out for his mother, and she sat first. Mr. Reevesworth offered Alice a hand, but she laughed and waved him off with a thank you.

      “I think I’ve been here once.” Dr. Ryker cast a glance over the space. “Last year, maybe, for some university function.”

      “I never realized growing up how important the university was to the town’s economy.” Collin flipped over his menu. “Are you still doing any local research, Mom?”

      Dr. Ryker shook her head, eyes on the menu. “Funding dried up. Honestly, it’s an uphill slog for any kind of money these days. Enrollment is up, but everything else is down. Except, of course, sports. They’re fully funded.”

      Collin and Alice exchanged looks. This again.

      “Where are you getting funding these days?” Alice tried. “My professor just got a grant from a business out of Dublin.”

      Dr. Ryker made a face. “Let’s order, then talk.”

      Collin cast a look toward Mr. Reevesworth. The man had his polite face on, smooth, not disinterested, not particularly animated. He repressed a sigh and ran his eye over the dinner options. Enchiladas sounded good.

      He put his menu to the side and crossed his arms in front of him, leaning toward Alice. “Tacos or burrito?”

      She made a face. “Tacos! Of course. I’m just deciding between beef and chicken.”

      “Get the beef. You always complain the chicken is boring.”

      “Fine, you’re right. Why can no one cook chicken right?”

      “Probably because they actually like the taste of chicken.”

      Alice’s nose scrunched up. “I like chicken, sometimes.”

      Collin chuckled. “You like chicken smothered in curry or soaked in sweet and sour sauce.”

      Dr. Ryker sighed loudly and put down her menu. “Are you two finished?”

      Collin and Alice immediately went quiet. Collin’s stomach tied itself in a knot.

      “Well, are you?”

      Alice and Collin nodded. Collin glanced toward Mr. Reevesworth.

      Mr. Reevesworth inclined his head. Collin raised his hand and summoned a waiter.

      With ordering out of the way, an unsettled quiet wrapped itself around the table again. Alice made a stab at breaking it. She turned to Mr. Reevesworth. “So, dogs or cats?”

      “Hmm.” Mr. Reevesworth shot Collin a smile. “That’s a difficult decision. We have a cat named Artemis, but I enjoy both. My sister Linda has a German Shepherd. Do you have a preference?”

      Alice giggled. “Maine Coon cats. A cat the size of a dog.”

      “A beautiful breed.” Mr. Reevesworth inclined his head. “Collin tells me you’re studying human resources and communications?”

      Alice huffed. “Once the prerequisites are out of the way. This semester, I’m stuck in European History, Advanced Algebra, Econ 103, and Intercultural Communications, which is the only thing keeping me sane.”

      “So, you enjoy that class?”

      Alice sat up straighter, eyes bright. “I love it! The professor is this super young guy from Mexico who speaks like five languages and has lived all over. So, he’s always illustrating the textbook with stories. Last week we did a section on non-verbal communication. I want an entire class on just that.”

      “There are people who spend their entire careers on that.”

      Dr. Ryker gestured at her daughter with the fork she was unwrapping from the napkin. “You are not changing your major again.”

      “Mom! Seriously. It’s not even a major offered at my school. Anyway, who died? I thought we were supposed to be happy we finally got to see each other again?”

      Dr. Ryker’s lips thinned. “No one died.”

      Tension crawled up Collin’s already tight spine. Mom was in one of her moods. There was no denying it anymore. What had set her off, he wasn’t sure. And until she was done with it, nothing would get her out of it. He should have just called the family dinner off entirely. Now Mr. Reevesworth was having to sit through this with him and Alice. He dug his fingernails into his leg. The urge to scratch a red, hot set of lines up his arm was almost all consuming. Perhaps he could get away to the bathroom for a moment.

      Alice couldn’t leave well enough alone. She crossed her arms and turned sideways toward their mother. “This is not what I came home for, Mom. So, either talk about it or stop getting mad when I want to be happy.”

      Dr. Ryker’s eyes narrowed. “Alice, we have company.”

      “Mr. Reevesworth is hardly company. He’s Collin’s. And anyone can see you’re not happy. He’s not blind, Mom. Sorry, Mr. Reevesworth, I know you’re sitting right there and third person is rude.”

      “I’m not sure how you could have grammatically said anything else.” Mr. Reevesworth saluted Alice with his water glass. He turned to Collin. Under the table, his hand slid up Collin’s leg, pressing down and grasping Collin’s thigh. Collin squeezed his hand back.

      Dr. Ryker sighed. “I want you safe, Alice, and employed, not dancing for pennies. Is that such a terrible thing to ask?”

      “Human resources is a very safe major.” Alice rolled her eyes.

      Dr. Ryker shot her a look. “If you finish.”

      Out, I want out. One word to his dom and he’d be out, but he’d also lose. This wasn’t a scene. This was his family.

      He swallowed and squeezed Mr. Reevesworth’s hand, then let go, and turned to his mother. “It’s going to be a bit before the food arrives, but we’re right by the wharf. I want to pick up some of those candied pretzels I used to get as a kid.”

      Dr. Ryker’s face softened. “You remember that?”

      Collin nodded and stood. “Sir, I’ll take Lando with me. Is that okay?”

      Mr. Reevesworth glanced over to the two men on security detail with them and nodded. “Of course.” He pulled out his wallet and handed Collin a rolled-up fifty. “Get some extra for Damian, please.”

      “I was planning on it.” Collin shot his dom a smile and held out his arm to his mother.

      She blinked and then slid her hand through the bend of his elbow and let him lead the way out off the rooftop and down to the street. The wharf was right there, but the old-time snack shop was positioned in the viewing area at the end. There were lights strung up along the way, and the fresh sea air was stronger here away from the scents of the restaurant and the fall charcoal burners spread among the tables for warmth.

      They walked halfway down the wharf before Collin lowered his arm and leaned over the side, looking into the dark water.

      “I think I did something, but I don’t know what it is,” he said softly, eyes on the water.

      His mom leaned against the railing beside him, tense and quiet. At least she wasn’t moving away.

      “I know I’ve made some difficult decisions lately. And I know I’m asking a lot, that you be okay with Mr. Reevesworth…”

      “It’s not that.” Her voice was tight. In his peripheral vision, he saw her grip the wood until the tips of her fingers turned white. She rocked back and forth and settled with her forearms on the rail.

      “Can you tell me, then? I don’t like fighting, Mom. I’m not even sure we are. I just know I came home, and then…you’re not happy.”

      “Why did you buy a new shower curtain?”

      “Um…” Collin tugged at the hair on the back of his head. “It was old. They get moldy. You’re supposed to replace them every few months?”

      “Yeah, so, it’s my house.”

      Collin frowned. He glanced toward his mother. She was staring straight ahead at the water. “I’ve always done stuff around the house.”

      “Well, this time felt different. You didn’t ask.”

      Collin pulled on his hair again, then rubbed his face. But no more explanation was coming. He swallowed. “I don’t understand. I’ve bought stuff before.”

      “You think you’re better than us now?”

      Collin blinked. “No?”

      “You bought a lot of stuff. The whole living room was different.”

      “I mean, we vacuumed, opened the windows. Just the normal stuff.”

      “You emptied the fridge.”

      “Uh, yeah?”

      “Why?”

      “It needed doing.”

      His mother rocked back and forth, still gripping the railing. “You’re not coming back, are you?”

      What does that have to do with what we’ve been talking about?

      “Not really, I mean, to visit, yes, but to live here, no, not really.”

      “You’re ashamed of us?”

      Collin ran his hand over his eyes. “No. I think you’re amazing. And I’m proud of the three of us, what we’ve been through.”

      “But when you come back, nothing’s good enough for you anymore.” She shot him a look that was almost pure venom but also hurt. “You’re always fixing things.”

      “I—” Collin lost his voice for a moment and looked down at his hands. “I don’t understand. I didn’t think I did anything different this time. You’re busy at the school a lot, and it’s a big house. I always help when I come back. I helped before I left.”

      “Help.” Dr. Ryker laughed. It wasn’t pleasant. “You’re helping. Not doing your part, no, just helping.” She made air quotes. “I don’t want you to help, Collin. I want you to be doing your part. Like you were before you got swept off your feet.”

      “Did you…” Collin swallowed and blinked back tears. “Did you think, before this fall, that I was coming back here?”

      “Of course! Why else would I keep such a big house?”

      “Mom, there’s…you know there’s no future for me here, right?”

      “Of course, there’s a future for you here, Collin. You’re the one running away from it.”

      Collin sagged against the railing. Mr. Reevesworth’s words ran through his head along with the things he’d thought about when Mr. Reevesworth had asked him to imagine living by his mother’s wishes before he’d made the decision to take the rest of the semester off.

      “People here aren’t doing the things I want to be doing, Mom. I don’t fit here.”

      She was tense as a rod beside him. “I want you to be happy, Collin. What I don’t understand is why what makes you happy has to be far away. You and your sister. I thought we were close.”

      “We are.”

      “Then why are you both leaving?” She pushed off against the railing. The word

      “me” dangled unsaid in the night. “We should get the pretzels. The food will be served soon.”
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        * * *

      

      Back in the restaurant, Collin could barely focus on the conversation. The food was just food. The roar between his ears was drowning out his other senses. Mr. Reevesworth and Alice were talking animatedly about cross-cultural sensitivity. Mr. Reevesworth was sharing funny stories about international communication glitches in his businesses, and Alice was relating incidents she’d had working with the international student union on her campus. Dr. Ryker made appropriate noises now and then but mostly kept to eating. Under the table, Mr. Reevesworth had his hand on Collin’s leg.

      Partway through, Collin slipped away to use the bathroom and pay the bill. He came back to the table and asked if anyone wanted dessert. Alice wanted chocolate cake and vanilla ice cream to go. Mr. Reevesworth checked his watch.

      “We should sleep soon, Collin.”

      “Yes, sir.” Collin inclined his head. “Mom, do you want anything?”

      “I’m fine, thank you.” Dr. Ryker motioned the waiter over and pointed to her soft drink for a refill.

      “Well, Alice, if you’re okay driving back with Dr. Ryker, Collin and I are going to check into the hotel.”

      Alice flashed him a smile. “Or I can drive if you want a drink before we go, Mom.”

      Dr. Ryker glanced at the bar. “Fine. One drink.”

      Alice fist pumped the air and held out her hand. “Keys.”
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        * * *

      

      The hotel was nice. The suite was on the top floor. Collin dropped his bag by the bed and padded to the window. Out in the common area, Mr. Reevesworth was speaking with the two security guys, their voices too soft to make out individual words. Collin pushed back the curtains and looked out over the ocean. Waves rolled in, kaleidoscope style on the long, smooth beach. Collin pushed his hands into his pockets and leaned forward, dropping his head against the edge of the frame.

      The door clicked shut. Collin turned his head. His dom was already moving toward him.

      He put his arms around Collin from behind, kissing the side of Collin’s brow. “Now we’re alone.”

      Collin let strangled air escape his lungs. “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth cradled him. “Tell me about the walk with your mom.”

      Collin huffed. “Can you spank me?”

      “Do you need it?”

      “I really, really wanted to hurt myself earlier. Now…I don’t know. I’m tired.”

      Mr. Reevesworth held him close but said nothing, waiting for him to go on.

      “I think she feels abandoned. And I don’t know what to do about it. Something about Alice and I cleaning the house and quote-unquote ‘helping’ set her off. I think she’s mad that I’m not doing it for myself?” Collin shrugged and held out his hands, palms up. “I don’t get it. I mean, I do, but I also don’t. I never promised to come back. I never planned on it. But I don’t think she realized that until today.”

      Mr. Reevesworth pressed his lips against Collin’s hair again. “She’s hurt.”

      “Yes.”

      “And what else?”

      Collin dragged in a long breath. “I’m… I feel bad about this, but I’m hurt that she’s hurt. I’m hurt that me trying to do what I can, trying to help and be there for her just made her mad. I’m mad that she and dad chose to be here because it made sense for them but didn’t think about me and Alice.”

      He turned and pressed his face into his Master’s chest. “I get that she feels lonely.”

      “She doesn’t have to stay.”

      “Tenure.”

      “But she got her PhD elsewhere, right?”

      Collin nodded.

      “She got her tenure here so fast because they knew that if she cared to look they couldn’t keep her.”

      “That’s not how she sees it. She talks like she’s going to die in that place.”

      Mr. Reevesworth rubbed his hand up and down Collin’s back. “Who are you responsible for, Collin?”

      Who was he responsible for?

      “Myself?”

      “Hmm…sometimes. Sometimes I’m responsible for you.”

      Collin laughed a little. “Yes, sir. And sometimes Mr. Moreau, too, sir.”

      “Émeric is the epitome of responsibility, yes. Are you responsible for your mother’s choices, Collin? Or her happiness?”

      Collin’s shoulders slumped. “No, sir. But aren’t I an ungrateful son if I don’t think of her and try?”

      “Which is why you’re here. And why you cleaned her house today. And why you called her from the hospital a few days ago. Not giving someone everything they could want is not the same as disregarding their wants. It merely means that one may have limits on what one can give.”

      Collin’s knees felt weak. Mr. Reevesworth guided him over to the large stuffed chair by the window and sat down, pulling Collin into his lap.

      “I don’t think I’d thought of it like that before. It’s always been this thermometer in my head and anything less than full to the top was less than what I was supposed to be.”

      “What about with us?” Mr. Reevesworth tipped Collin back so that Collin’s legs were over the side of the chair and his head and shoulders rested on Mr. Reevesworth’s arm. Like this, he could look up and see his master’s face.

      “There’s no thermometer, sir. It’s more like a choose-your-own adventure. There are different ways we can be good together, and you seem to like so many of them. We can’t live all of them, but we pick and choose, and as long as we’re being good versions of ourselves, then all of the choosing is good.”

      Mr. Reevesworth studied Collin’s face, eyes soft. “You’re doing well, pet. I do like your choices. I’m proud of you for not hurting yourself and for talking with me. I’m proud of your choices today. And I’m quite enjoying mine.”

      Collin blushed. I’m his choice!

      Mr. Reevesworth looked at his bandaged hand. “If you still need a spanking, I can, but it will have to be with a paddle. Or I can give you pain in another way. But it feels like you need this more.”

      “This, sir.” Collin nuzzled in close, putting his head on his master’s shoulder.

      In time, they showered together, Collin insisting—to Mr. Reevesworth’s amused pleasure—in handling all the soap. Afterward, while Mr. Reevesworth canted one lean hip against the bathroom counter, Collin carefully spread salve over Mr. Reevesworth’s hand. It was healing but still raw. Collin kissed Mr. Reevesworth’s palm, where the skin was whole, and rewrapped it with fresh gauze. “It’s looking better, sir.”

      “I have excellent care between you, Émeric, and Damian.”

      Collin smiled.

      Mr. Reevesworth uncapped Collin’s eye drops and pulled Collin in against him, tipping Collin’s head back. “Look at the ceiling, pet.”

      Collin obediently looked upward, blinking furiously as the drops washed over his irises. “I think my eyes are almost better, sir.”

      “How’s the soreness?”

      “Nearly gone.” Collin used the hand towel to dab away the extra moisture leaking from the edges of his eyes and onto his cheeks.

      Naked, Mr. Reevesworth guided Collin to the bed. The sheets were white and clean though not as soft as the ones at home.

      “We forgot the cage in the bathroom, sir.” Collin turned to go back.

      “Leave it off tonight.” Mr. Reevesworth guided Collin into the bed with one hand on his lower back. Collin let himself tumble forward onto his hands and knees and crawled across the mattress. There was no sound behind him. He looked back.

      Mr. Reevesworth was still standing, staring at Collin’s ass.

      Collin blushed and dropped his eyes, staying where he was. “Do you want something, sir?”

      “Just thinking of some of the things Émeric likes and how we’re going to be able to give them to him.

      “Sir!” Collin dropped his forehead to the bed.

      A large hand grabbed his ass cheek and squeezed. “You make this so easy, kitten.” Mr. Reevesworth put his knee on the bed and leaned over Collin, sliding his hands to Collin’s chest and pulling him upright. Collin followed the pull and fell back against his master’s chest. Mr. Reevesworth’s hand wrapped around the front of Collin’s throat. His other stroked Collin’s hips and groin, trailed up his belly, and found his nipples.

      “Just a little pain, pet.”

      Collin closed his eyes, his hands coming up and gripping his master’s forearm. “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth played his fingers over Collin’s nipples, first one, then the other, sensitizing them and making them stand up. Collin whimpered softly, hips bucking at nothing. How had he never known he was so sensitive before meeting this man? Now the mere brush of Mr. Reevesworth’s fingers had him thickening between his legs and his skin tingling in anticipation of more.

      “Beautiful.” Mr. Reevesworth whispered, looking over Collin’s shoulder and gripping Collin’s dick in his hand.

      Collin groaned. It was so rare that his master held him when he was hard. He was going to thrash or run. Days and days trapped in confinement had left him tender and superlatively aware of each point of contact. “Sir!”

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled in Collin’s ear. “Do you know one of the reasons I enjoy keeping you in a cage so much, pet?”

      “No, sir?”

      “This. The animal a man can become when he’s let out.”

      Collin whimpered and tossed his head. “What am I going to become in another few years?”

      “This and so much more, especially as we train you. Someday Émeric is going to have you on your hands and knees on a table, hard and dripping at a mere word.”

      “And what will you make me, sir?”

      Mr. Reevesworth reached lower, cupping Collin’s balls. “I would have said ready and willing, caged or not, but you surprised me, kitten. You were all that on your own.” Mr. Reevesworth brushed a finger against Collin’s hole. “You already are willing to take me with no thought to your own orgasm.” Mr. Reevesworth kissed Collin’s cheek. “I’m going to train you to be beautifully shameless. Graceful in any position, willing no matter what is asked. Strong enough to hold any form I place you in.”

      Collin shivered as Mr. Reevesworth’s fingers stroked his taint. “Yes, sir.”

      “Good boy.” Mr. Reevesworth stroked back up to Collin’s chest. He rolled Collin’s nipples between his fingers again. “I can’t decide whether I want to pierce these beauties and chain you by them, walk you on a leash from these tender nubs, or if they should stay virgin and untouched.”

      “There are other places to place a leash, sir.”

      “Yes.” Mr. Reevesworth’s hand wandered lower again, gripping Collin’s cock. He tapped the tip of it at Collin’s slit. “I could put a gauge here, pierce you, and leash you by your root. It’s satisfying, indeed, to do that to a man.”

      Collin whimpered. “If you want to, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth kissed Collin’s neck. “I haven’t decided. Émeric and I have to discuss it. I could leash you here.” He touched Collin’s nose. “You’re already so docile and willing. I could lock your wrists behind you and leash you to a hook on the wall with a thin gold chain of rubies. I have one. And you would stay there, wouldn’t you kitten? Giving me those big patient eyes of yours even if I was edging you. You’d stand there, shivering and whimpering, tears running down your cheeks and cum dripping from your cage, helpless.”

      Collin’s hips bucked into empty air. His dick was hard now, and he had zero expectations he would be coming tonight. “Yes, sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth trembled, pressing his forehead against the arch of Collin’s neck. “You’re a drug to me, Collin. I want you under me, and I want to raise you up and give you the world.”

      He passed his fingernails gently down Collin’s ribs and traced his hip bones.

      “Brace yourself, pet.”

      He slapped Collin’s cock with the flat of his fingers.

      A guttural cry broke out of Collin’s throat. Fingers latched around his right nipple as he reeled in shock. They bit down, applying pressure to the tenderness. Collin writhed, arching up into the sharp, clean burn.

      Teeth clamped down on his neck. Collin’s vision blurred. His head dropped back, offering up more of his undefended softness to Mr. Reevesworth’s teeth. His master released the first nipple only to grip and twist his other. Collin’s head rolled on Mr. Reevesworth’s shoulder. He shivered, unable to stop himself. The only thing keeping him upright was his master’s arm around his shoulders.

      His cock bobbed. Mr. Reevesworth stroked it once, slowly rubbing his thumb against the round end.

      “Sir.”

      “Hush, boy. I have you.” Mr. Reevesworth slapped it twice.

      Shock and burn rippled through Collin’s body, tingling out into his hands and feet. He slumped. Mr. Reevesworth let him slide down into a kneeling posture on the edge of the bed, his back still against Mr. Reevesworth’s belly, knees splayed apart and his buttocks resting on his heels. Mr. Reevesworth’s hands roamed Collin’s head and shoulders. Endorphins spread inside Collin’s body, making the world hazy and warm.

      Fingers gripped Collin’s nipples again, both sides together this time. Collin’s mouth fell open, and he looked up into his master’s face. “Sir.”

      “Don’t come, boy.”

      His chest was so tender. The flesh of his areolas was warm and puffy from the abuse they’d already suffered. A broken honorific tumbled from his lips as Mr. Reevesworth pinched and twisted his nubs. Their eyes locked together.

      Anything, sir. For you, anything.

      Collin’s breath came in quick, shallow pants, air gusting across his tongue. His body was vibrating, softly twisting, and arching with barely any motion up into the torture. Tears leaked from the edges of his open eyes. His arms hung helpless at his side.

      Mr. Reevesworth released his chest, wrapping an arm around Collin’s chest and claiming his mouth. Collin pushed up into the kiss, meeting his master’s tongue with his own. Mr. Reevesworth’s good hand wrapped around Collin’s cock and jerked it rough and quick. His grip around Collin’s chest held him and continued the torture of his bruised flesh. He rolled in the sensation, willing and powerless, blood pumping in his ears.

      “Beautiful boy. My beautiful boy.” Mr. Reevesworth eased back, hand stilling on Collin’s cock. Collin was fully erect and hard now, his precum wetting his master’s palm.

      Mr. Reevesworth stared down into Collin’s eyes and jerked him slowly three more times. He paused, just holding Collin in his grip.

      “Good boy.”

      “Sir.”

      Mr. Reevesworth leaned down and pressed his lips against Collin, just a caress. “My good boy. We’re going to tie you now, and then I’ll slide inside you, and then we’re going to sleep.”

      “Sir?” Collin’s eyes fluttered. Had he heard right?”

      “Sh. You don’t have to understand. Lean forward and put your hands on the bed. Just like that.” Mr. Reevesworth pulled Collin’s knees farther apart and guided Collin forward, putting his hands on the mattress to brace him. He reached for something and came back with a black strip of cloth in his hand. He reached between Collin’s legs and wrapped it around the base of Collin’s cock and balls. It lifted Collin’s cock and balls up and away from his
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