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      This book contains depictions of dominance, submission, a Daddy/boy relationship dynamic, boot worship, and trampling. There are some mild sexual scenes.

    

  


  
    
      To all the fans that wanted Darius and Abel’s story. I wouldn’t have written it without your demands. :)
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      Many definitions are used within the BDSM community as a whole. There are no true ways to do anything. There's just consent and educating yourself in the things you want to do. So, with that in mind, here are the words used in this novella, as I define them, and have used them in this novella.

      
        	Top – A person who does or gives the thing to another. This is not synonymous with dominant.

        	Bottom – A person who the thing is done to or is given. This is not synonymous with submissive.

        	Play – This is any kind of kink activity.

        	BDSM activities and the lifestyle are serious and shouldn’t be taken lightly, but what we do is supposed to be fun and enjoyable. This is why play is often used when describing BDSM activities. Also, I use play space over dungeon because while play spaces are low light in some areas, it's not a scary place. And I personally think dungeon can have negative connotations. This is a personal preference of mine. You can take it or leave it. 😉

        	Service Submissive – This has a lot of definitions, and it's really up to the individual on what they consider service. This can be anything from cleaning a house or equipment, or cooking, or watching the kids. It really is anything in which you view you are serving your dominant. It is very broad. There are, at times, various protocols that can be adhered to as well.

        	Service Top/Dominant – This is very different, in my opinion. In my experience, more topping happens than actual domination, but both can happen. This is things like single scenes between two people who don't necessarily have a romantic relationship. I also see it as something the bottom or submissive asks for from a top or dominant. For example, I have a friend who is the best whip top in the area. When I bottom for him, it's usually because I asked and begged for him to do a scene with me. Lol. So, he's doing me a service by wielding his whips.

        	Boot Worship – This is precisely that. Some scenes can involve bootblacking, which can be considered service as well. This is what you think it is. Someone is enamored and fetishes shoes and/or boots.

        	Trampling – This usually involves a combination of pain and humiliation. Most examples of this are female dominates walking in heeled boots on submissive men. It's a little combination of boot worship and humiliation, in my opinion. There is definitely an element of risk involved. The top has to be careful about where they step and how much weight they put on the bottom. Those more into the pain side of things will like variations of pain that can be given from blunt to sharp. It is very versatile.

      

      

      Please, remember that all things kinky should be done with either SSC or RACK in mind. Safe, Sane, Consensual or Risk Aware Consensual Kink.
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            ABEL

          

        

      

    

    
      I pushed open the door to the new café. My best friend, Gavin, had been harassing me to try it for the last year. I didn’t like new things, or rather, it took me a long time to adjust to changes. I liked my routines. They kept me going every day. I had been skeptical about the café because it was supposedly one of those trendy juice bars. Gavin had assured me it wasn’t pretentious. I vaguely remembered the place that had been there before it which was better than me remembering it for something negative that had happened.

      It was Thursday. The day I usually worked on cases for the Hartstone Police Department. However, my house was getting its annual fumigation. My house didn’t suffer from any sort of infestation. That was the point of the fumigations—to ensure it continued to be free of such things. So, Gavin, who is a captain with HPD, picked me up and brought me here while he went to the precinct down the street. I was staying at his house through the weekend, especially since tomorrow night was men’s night at the BDSM club he and I belonged to.

      I could have worked from Gavin’s, but while not only working long hours, he’s a typical bachelor in many ways. There’s no food in his house. So, it was easier for me to work here for the next two days where food was readily available along with internet.

      The café was bigger than it looked from the outside. One side had several booths with plugs visible above the tables for accessibility, and the other side had tables. The booths looked comfortable if I was going to be here for several hours. I headed toward one in the back that would be out of the way. Thankfully, the bathrooms weren’t on this side, so I wouldn’t have to deal with the traffic, and gods forbid, any smell that might arise.

      I pulled out the sanitizing wipes from my bag before sitting and wiped down the table. I was on my third wipe, and halfway through cleaning the booth seat when a throat cleared behind me.

      “Is everathin okay, sir?” The voice was deep and a little gravelly with a slight accent I couldn’t place just yet.

      I straightened from my bend over the seat and faced the speaker—

      Bright icy blue, and did they just sparkle? His eyes were framed by thick black lashes and smooth mocha skin. The eyebrows above the captivating orbs raised—

      Uh? The young man’s face held confusion and concern. I’d almost missed the look because I was lost in his eyes.

      “Yes.” The word barely rasped out of my throat. I swallowed and tried again. “I was just…I have to…before.”  Heat flooded my face. I didn’t usually have these kinds of issues. The young man was surprisingly patient while I gathered my wits.

      “I was cleaning the booth before I occupied it.” I still had my jacket on, and my messenger bag on my shoulder. I clutched the package of wipes while I tried not to look like some weirdo.

      “Are ye saying it was dirty?” He put his hands on his hips. My gaze followed, and I noticed his long fingers splayed across his waist where the top of his apron sat. There was a hint of humor in his voice, and I caught a twitch in his lips.

      “No, of course not. I checked your reviews for anything like that, and your health inspection stamp was renewed recently. The records showed a history of high scores.” I inhaled after blurting all that out in one breath. Gods! He must think I’m certifiable.  

      “There’s a ten-dollar minimum tae get today’s Wi-Fi password.” His lips twitched again.

      “Yes, of course. I was just…” I made a wiping motion with the hand that still had the wipe. “Before I…” and I snapped my wrist in the direction of the counter. The sanitizing wipe flew out of my hand and onto his shirt.

      We didn’t move for several seconds.

      His eyes flicked down to it and then back at me.

      My mouth hung open horrified, and then he broke. A deep rumble escaped him, and his face split into a wide smile as he laughed.

      I relaxed, and a small laugh bubbled up. He plucked the wipe off his chest and handed it back to me. I balled it together with the others in my hand and pulled out a fresh one. “Do you mind if I?” I gestured to the booth I was in the middle of cleaning.

      “No, go ahead.” He flashed a smile full of white teeth and walked back to the front counter.

      My eyes wandered to his ass—he wore a kilt. It was one of the popular Utilikilts but in a tartan pattern. It dawned on me that the name of the café was Highland Café and that it had meant the Scottish Highlands. I wondered if the owner required kilts as part of their uniform.

      While it made seeing how his ass looked more difficult, it did not hide the nice muscular legs that ended in clean, shiny boots. They were plain black and worn, but they were well taken care of. I licked my lips; my eyes fixated on them until they disappeared. I quickly turned back to the table. I was glad the café had already finished its morning rush, so there weren’t people staring at me as I stood there like a dolt.

      I cleaned the other side of the table and seat before placing my bag on the table. There were coat hooks farther up the wall, and I placed my jacket on one. I tugged the cuffs of my button-down and made sure my shirt was tucked in and straight before heading to the counter.

      Another young man smiled at me as I approached, and the answer to my previous thought was no since he wore jeans with his logoed t-shirt and apron. That made me curious. I didn’t see any other employees. Maybe they were in the back. I ordered a plain latte—nothing fancy in it—a carrot and zucchini muffin that looked good, and I decided to try one of their green juice blends. I was handed a numbered stand and told they’d bring me my coffee and juice.

      I had taken a step toward my table—the stand and the plated muffin in hand—before I remembered the password. I looked over my shoulder. “Oh, May I have the Wi-Fi password, please?”

      The kid, because he didn’t look old enough to drink, smiled. “Sure, it’s Sean Connery, one word, capital S and capital C.”

      “Thank you.” I chuckled softly because, of course, it was Sean Connery. There were probably copyright reasons why there weren’t more Highlander themes going, but it was still amusing.

      I put my muffin on the table and then pulled out my large tablet computer. I grabbed another wipe and cleaned it off before arranging the cover into its stand. I pulled out my Bluetooth keyboard and separate ten-key and did the same to them along with my mouse. By the time I was set up, the first young man was coming over with my coffee and juice.

      “Here ye go, Abel.” He put them on the cleared side of the table with my muffin.

      I briefly wondered how he knew my name, then remembered being asked despite giving me a numbered stand. “Thank you…” I looked at his chest for a name tag that wasn’t there.

      “Darius.” He smiled again, his plump lips stretched, and a brief flash of taking his bottom lip between my teeth came. “Darius MacLeod.”

      “Of the Clan MacLeod,” I finished for him.

      He snorted with a nod. “Aye, of the Clan MacLeod.”

      “Oh, I was just joking.” I blushed, wondering if I’d offended him even though he seemed to brush it off.

      “No, I really am of the Clan MacLeod from the Isle of Skye.”

      “But you don’t—”

      He scowled. “Look Scottish.”

      I shook my head. “No, I was going to say sound like it. The Scotts come in all flavors.” I smiled, trying to lighten the mood because he apparently got that a lot, which was stupid.

      He showed me his whites again, and his defensiveness melted. “Aye, bit if ah sounded lik’ this a’ th’ time.” And he spoke in a full, thick brogue that sent the sound of his deep voice through my whole body, awakening an arousal through me that I thought had been long dormant. I was sure I blushed again. “Ah wouldn’t git anythin’ dane fur a’ th’ lads ‘n’ lasses wid be chasing me trying tae git at whit’s under mah kilt.”

      He waggled his eyebrows at me, and
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