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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, multiple lovers at the same time, power exchange, primal play, love that heals, bondage, kink, erotic humiliation, consensual non-monogamy, sassy friends, lost souls, estranged natal families, creative uses of a deconsecrated alter, exploitation of adults and children, content around sex trafficking, references to the loss of a parent, on page psychological child abuse, gaslighting, hurt/comfort, pet play, white knights, white knights who are willing to be dark knights, egregiously comforting use of delicious food, and cats. Also shadow daddies. Warning for use of homophonic slur.

      Books in this series contain content referencing the impact of incest, not between main characters and not in any sense glorified or condoned. It will not be on page. The emotional fallout certainly will be. There are also moments of minors in peril. There will be justice. There will be an HEA, hard won, but most certainly won.
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      Extradition. Charges. Murder.

      Just words, but they rang inside Jun’s head, flooding his veins with ice water. His hands curled into fists. A sense of unreality slid over him. Distance. There was a glass wall between him and the words. He stared at them the way someone would stare at a lion, if there was nothing else to stare at, and the lion couldn’t quite reach, but one couldn’t quite get away.

      Damian and Jun have weathered several storms since they returned to the US, but the largest and most dangerous one has arrived. The only way out is through. And The Residency is right beside them, for better or for worse.

      Playing against their shadowy enemy means dangling Jun and 5N as bait for a predator that has no mercy and vast resources. Figures from Jun’s past have stepped out of the void. Dangerous offers have been made. Freedom is in one hand and destruction is in the other. Can Jun trick the criminal masterminds into believing his ruse while they play for time? Is Damian’s self control strong enough to watch Jun lure them into the trap while dancing on the edge of a knife?

      Or will the trap be turned on them?

      Read this final volume in the Damian & Jun serial to find out.

      This serial is a modern MMM+ BDSM chosen family romance intended for mature audiences only. While Damian and Jun are the central romantic pairing, there are additional characters. There is no cheating. If you like your romance kinky and spicy, then this story is for you.
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            Titles, Names, and Languages

          

          *See back for Glossary*

        

      

    

    
      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 Damian and Jun’s experience and emotional state at the point of interaction and should be read as such. 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, especially in some fantasy-leaning contemporary novels. These are just practices, not rules or requirements. This story may well upend many preconceptions of the limits of kink. Kink is as varied as those who practice it.
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      There are several languages spoken by the characters in this book. To ground this story in the culturally rich and complex international world in which it takes place, I have occasionally included a few words of Japanese, Korean, French, and Chinese in the text. They are all beta reader tested for ease of understanding and there is a glossary in the back.

      Characters of Korean, Japanese, and Chinese descent will be referred to by the proper order of their names in their own cultures, with surnames appearing first, and personal names following. For example, Gang Junseo’s personal name is Junseo, shortened to Jun by his friends. Gang is his surname.

      As is common with performers and expats moving between countries, some characters have multiple names. Most notably, Jun’s English name is a translation of his Chinese name, which is related to his Korean name through the history of the writing systems used in East Asia.

      Before Sejong—a Korean king of the Joseon (Yi) dynasty—developed the modern Korean script (Hangul), scholars and officials of the Korean peninsula used an imported Han script from the region we now call China. Japan also adopted the same script into their writing system. Han script, referred to by English speakers more commonly as “Chinese” is concept representative, not sound representative.

      Modern Koreans and Japanese nationals still use this Han script to write names. They have their own writing systems and alphabets, but keep this historical artifact in their modern systems. For example, when walking around Guri, South Korea where I worked for a while, I would see the Han character for water on manhole covers in the street, marking what was beneath.

      In this serial, Jun’s family name 江 is written the same in Korean, Japanese, and Chinese, but each language pronounces the same written representation differently. In general I have used romanization of each language’s pronunciation for ease of reading.

      I am grateful to the East Asian department of Denison University, Nanjing University, the Korean National Museum, Wesleyan College, and many others for enabling me to include cultural authenticity in these pages. Any mistakes are my own. Although I have lived and worked in all these countries, I remain an ever-learning scholar with no claims to mastery.
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      “That was him. That was the man at the resort with the pale hair. The one who got me out.” Jun’s words rang over and over in Damian’s head. He locked eyes with his wolfling.

      Collin sat up, clumsily, looking to Richard. Jun steadied him and Richard nodded, giving him permission to speak. “So how does he know Ellisandre?” Collin asked softly. “The accent’s Russian.”

      Damian sorted through the strands of what knowledge was at his disposal. The Russian part made sense. He’d already suspected Jun’s rescuer had been Russian. The motive had been suspect; the subsequent contact during Damian’s hijacked lunch had cleared up nothing.

      Émeric and Richard both frowned, exchanging looks.

      “Ellisandre has a… history,” Richard said slowly, eyes on Émeric.

      “If Ellisandre is bringing that history here, then they’re breaking their silence,” Émeric countered, voice level.

      Collin pushed himself up on his knees. “Mikhail was afraid of Ellisandre. He was angry when he found out they were here. I never asked why.”

      Richard grimaced, looking at Émeric again.

      Émeric shook his head and shrugged. “Mikhail isn’t the only one who has been afraid of Ellisandre over the years.”

      “Ellisandre protects Linda,” Richard said quietly. “I’ve never asked for details, and they never offer them. I suspect they were something else before they became Linda’s shadow.”

      Jun wrapped his arms around Collin, who leaned into him.

      “I trust Ellisandre,” Richard said. “If they’ve chosen to bring someone here, then the reason is good.” He extended his hand to Collin. Jun released him and Collin went to his Master immediately. “Breathe, brave boy.” He held Collin against his chest. “No matter what is coming, Ellisandre would tell us if there was something we needed to do before tomorrow morning.” He kissed the top of Collin’s head. “We still have most of today and tonight. Do you need to talk about this, pet?”

      Collin paused with the unfocused look in his eye that came when he was thinking hard. Richard pulled that look out of him more than anyone else. Damian waited.

      With a long breath out, Collin shook his head. “Thinking won’t change what’s coming. And I trust Ellisandre, too. But I need a moment.”

      Richard praised him with a kiss on his temple. “Émeric?”

      Émeric shook his head. “We should all take a moment. I had plans for tomorrow night. I think I’ll move them up to tonight. We don’t know anything new.”

      Richard raised an eyebrow and looked down at Collin.

      Émeric nodded.

      Richard inclined his head in agreement. He turned his eyes to Damian.

      Damian clenched his jaw and released it. It wasn’t just himself that he had to think of now. The urge to think and consider and research, to throw himself into a frenzy of work until the tension went away, was there. But he wasn’t on his own anymore. He needed whatever time he had with Jun. Needed it like air.

      He turned to Jun. His wolfling was still sitting in the open cave with the blanket half wrapped around his naked hips.

      “I’ll take a few minutes with Jun,” Damian heard himself saying, as if he were someone else. He ran a hand over his head and looked to Richard. How did one just say, “We might lose each other, so we should have each other while we still can?”

      Richard understood, though, without Damian needing to speak. He gave Damian a nod. “Let’s all take a moment.”

      Émeric reached out, taking Collin from Richard. “Reset time,” he said, lifting off Collin’s kitten ears. “Then we’ll get back to where we were.” He gestured with Collin’s kitten ears. “I’ll give these back, boy, when I know we’ve gotten you back into headspace. You can talk freely until then.”

      Collin smiled, grateful, but said nothing. He looked lost. Coming out of a period of deep submission in the face of an outside threat was never easy.

      Émeric checked in with Richard and Damian with a glance, then looked directly at Jun. “Do you need anything, little crime?”

      Jun blinked, startled, then half smiled and shook his head. “Just thinking about doing big crimes.”

      Émeric smiled back. He turned to Collin and led him from the room.

      Richard raised his phone, catching Damian’s eye. Damian nodded. He’d text when he and Jun had reset.

      As soon as Richard had shut the door, Damian stripped off his pants and crawled into the cave beside Jun. “Talk, wolfling?”

      Jun stayed sitting up, cross-legged. He twisted himself around so that they were facing each other and rested his shoulder on the side of the den. “I keep thinking Collin might get to meet his dad.”

      Unexpected. Damian blinked, slowly. “You’re not concerned?”

      “I am.” Jun balled the blanket up in his fist and picked at it with his thumbnail. “I knew he was out there, the guy with the pale hair. You told me he visited you. I think…” he took a deep breath, held it, and released it by degrees, “I think I knew I would see him again.”

      “Are you afraid of him?”

      Jun laughed, looking away. “Yes. No. Why should I be? People are afraid of murderers, right? But I was the one doing the murdering that night. He just set the fire. If anything, we’re the same.”

      “You’re not a murderer.”

      Jun looked up, eyes dark and full of everything under the surface. “He was afraid—the entire time he was getting me out of that place—the drive. He shouldn’t have saved me. It’s hard to be afraid of someone who shouldn’t have saved you and did anyway.”

      Silence hung between them.

      Jun stared into space, fingers twisting the fibers of the blanket back and forth. “He’s not safe. And I trust that. Something drives him and it’s more than greed.”

      Damian let the silence return, giving Jun’s thoughts room to live. Eventually, they needed to move past this moment, but neither of them were going to be able to do that, not truly, until the moment had run its course. Jun was tense, alert, aware of threats. He wasn’t giving any signals that comfort or touch were acceptable. For now, he had to respect the fighter-mindset inside his love and admire it, not seek to smother it. When it came time to fight, he could give this man his back and know he would fight just as hard as Damian himself.

      Jun closed his eyes and let his head fall back against the side of the cave. “This feels like the time right before a big concert when there’s nothing left for you to do, everything remaining is for someone else, and you just have to wait.” He opened his eyes. “Are you worried?”

      Damian nodded, then shrugged. “Something that was going to break loose, has. It was always coming. Nothing was stable, only grid-locked.”

      Jun nodded.

      “And it changes nothing.” Damian said. “Richard and I are still ready to hold them accountable. Painfully, if they choose to ignore the truth.”

      Jun laughed and shook his head. “You shouldn’t.”

      “Yes, we should.” Damian dared to take a few shuffles forward on his butt, sitting facing Jun so their knees almost touched. “Because it’s right. Even if it wasn’t because you’re a piece of my heart, we should do it because of the moral imperative. No one should get to ruin lives and steal for greed beyond their needs. No citizenship in any nation is safer than the most fragile of their members. You and I know this. We’re not just fighting for ourselves. We’re fighting for Su-jin. We’re fighting for Mr. Su’s grandchildren. For Mi Hi. For every other idol and trainee out there. For every child unacknowledged. A justice system, a police system that would condemn you for their own benefit—they are all guilty of partaking of your sacrifice, of your plunder. They don’t get to pretend they are not party to a crime just because they didn’t touch you with their own hands.”

      Tears pooled on Jun’s lash line. He lifted his hand and cupped his palm against Damian’s cheek. “How did you stay good?”

      Damian laughed, a tear of his own running down his cheek. When had he started to cry? “I can’t forget what I am, wolfling. They’re the ones who pretend that if they don’t look, they’re safe.”

      “They aren’t.” Jun’s eyes hardened. “And we’ll make them remember.”

      Jun extended his arms, letting Damian take him down into the blankets that still smelled like both of them and Collin. For a long time they lay in silence, skin to skin, hands wandering over each other, memorizing the shape of each other’s body. Damian breathed Jun in, making him part of his soul. Jun settled his chest against Damian’s. Then they lay still, their hearts and their breaths moving together.

      “Let me have you?” Damian whispered a long time later.

      Jun blinked slowly. He looked close to sleep. “You already do.”

      Damian circled Jun’s wrists with his fingers, holding them together between their chests.

      Jun’s mouth opened in a silent ‘oh’ of understand. He fluttered his eyes up towards Damian. Then smiled softly. “You did catch me.”

      “And tagged you.” Damian pulled lightly on the tag in Jun’s ear. Beautiful and blue.

      Jun whimpered, his hips moving against Damian. “Alpha.”

      Damian slid his hand around to Jun’s throat, careful of his arteries and windpipe, and pressed him down into the cushioned floor, kissing him. Jun’s body fell lax and open under him.

      The things that did to him. Damian’s cock thickened. He thrust against Jun’s thigh, making his wolfling feel what his submission did to him.

      Jun bucked up against Damian’s length. Damian dragged his hand down Jun’s body, keeping Jun’s head in place with a grip on his hair. He wrapped his hand around Jun’s cock and fingered his balls. Jun groaned, tossing his head back as much as Damian allowed, showing his throat.

      Damian leaned in, biting and sucking at the vulnerable arch of Jun’s neck and squeezed his balls in his palm.

      Jun’s legs stiffened and spread. He hissed into the pain, lying open, his arms loose.

      “Mine. My prey. My wolfling.”

      “Yours.” Jun whispered, his voice tight.
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        Jun

      

      

      Jun let the pain of Damian’s grasp on his groin seep through him, making him soft and pliant. Damian’s mouth on his neck ignited chemicals in his blood that left him drunk on his Alpha. Moments before he had felt like he could fight the world with bare hands if necessary—and that knowledge remained, quiet and deep beneath the surface — but here and now, in his Alpha’s grip, fairly caught and submitted, the fight subsided. His strength and his weakness drew his Alpha to him.

      He pushed into Damian’s hand, just to feel Damian’s grip.

      No where else could he be weak, except here, inside the Residency. No where else could he be broken, could he give up his power and simply be a creature, a nervous system of wants and urges.

      Damian laughed, dark and low against Jun’s skin. “You need a shower, pet.”

      Jun growled. Showering sounded like work. He’d rather stay here and be Damian’s squeeze toy.

      Damian kissed Jun’s stomach. “You’ve had three cocks in you. Time to clean up.”

      Jun’s cheeks burned. How had he forgotten about that? He wanted to be fucked again, even though he was still tender. Or to fuck, if allowed.

      “Up.” Damian tugged on Jun’s balls. “Shower.”

      “Don’t want to.” Jun couldn’t hide his grin. “Can’t make me.”

      “I thought you were my captured prey.”

      “Hm-hm.” Jun nodded, looking up at Damian’s face. “Captured. Means I can’t go anywhere.”

      Damian paused, watching Jun for a moment, then laughed. He grabbed Jun’s wrists and flipped him over. Jun went without a fight. Damian straddled him, then started searching for something. He wrapped cuffs around Jun’s wrists and hooked them together. “Well, if you can’t move, I’ll take you.”

      He opened the cave completely. Hands around Jun’s waist, he hauled Jun off the cushions and out of the blankets. Jun squawked and kicked. Damian dragged him over his knee and slapped Jun’s ass.

      Jun squeezed his thighs together, making Damian work for it. What was the fun of just giving in?

      “Nuhuh, open.” Damian pushed Jun’s legs apart, letting Jun dangle on either side of his leg.

      Jun pressed his bound hands against the floor, laughing, still squeezing his thighs together.

      “Open your legs.” Damian slapped Jun’s ass again. He sounded like he was about to lose his composure as well, and join Jun’s break from gravitas.

      Jun shook his head, grinning madly.

      Damian’s hand in his hair, pulling hard, brought him up short.

      That hurt!

      “Open. Your. Legs.” Damian punctuated each word with a slap on Jun’s ass. He was chortling even while he dropped stinging strikes.

      Dammit, Alpha could laugh and spank. Groaning, Jun eased his thighs apart.

      “Once prey is caught, prey has no rights to deny hunter his body.” Damian stroked Jun’s ass, balls, and cock. “I should put you on display somehow, keep all of this on show for my enjoyment.”

      “I’m not one of your butterflies,” Jun protested, but he was still giggling and looking over his shoulder.

      Damian smirked, evilly. “I’m sure I can find you a pair of wings, rig a case, pin you up for a day.

      “But I have to drink, and pee.”

      “Catheter, IV drip. Enema. None of that requires you to be able to move.”

      Jun groaned. “You wouldn’t.”

      Damian spread Jun’s butt cheeks. “I’m already plotting, but you are a dirty little thing right now. Time for a wash.”

      The floor abruptly disappeared from under Jun’s hands and knees as Damian stood, tossing Jun over his shoulder. Jun grabbed Damian’s ass; the closest handhold he could reach with his hands bound in front of him. “I can walk.”

      “Can you?” Damian patted Jun’s upturned buttocks. “I believe you were so captured you couldn’t go anywhere?”

      Damian didn’t put Jun down until they were in the hallway bathroom. He towed Jun straight into the large shower.

      “Why are we in this one? We have our own bathroom,” Jun sputtered.

      Damian grinned. “Well, Richard and Émeric helped get you dirty. It’s only fair they can hear you getting clean.”

      Jun squeaked and looked over his shoulder. The door was wide open. He looked back just in time to see Damian attached the wrist restraints to a hook above his head on the wall. Now he was tethered to the front end of the shower with his back to the door.

      “DaSu!”

      Damian slapped his ass. “That’s Alpha, or Hunter, to you, prey.”

      Jun tugged on his wrists, dancing in place when he couldn’t rub away the sting. “How am I going to get clean when I’m chained up?”

      “That’s my job.”

      Jun blew a raspberry in Damian’s direction. Fuck, he loved being a brat. Making trouble was like breathing fresh air. He stuck out his tongue for good measure.

      Damian narrowed his eyes. He grabbed one of the nozzles on the wall and flipped tabs, washing it off with soap. It didn’t look like a shower head. He’d seen it before, but never thought about it. But now that he did think about it, it was shaped kind of like a dildo.

      Was that? No, oh no.

      Damian finished rinsing it and stepped forward. “Good hunters clean their prey inside and out.” He grabbed Jun’s jaw, getting his thumb on one side and his first two fingers on the other side pressed against the place where Jun’s upper and lower jaw met. “Open.”

      Jun shook his head. He tugged on his wrists and stamped his feet, trying to get purchase to pull. Damian’s grip was implacable. He shoved a leg between Jun’s and backed him into the corner of the shower.

      “Open.”

      Jun tried to shake his head but he was pinned. Damian pressed against him and held his face. Jun growled, keeping his teeth clenched.

      Damian pushed a button on the dildo shaped shower head, drenching Jun’s face with water. Jun gasped, his mouth snapping open. Damian’s thumb and fingers slide in between his teeth, keeping it gaping.

      “Deep breath.”

      Damian waited a beat. Jun whined and obeyed, afraid not to.

      The shower head went into his mouth, spraying water in three directions. He coughed and sputtered. Damian guided him to lean forward, rotating the nozzle around Jun’s mouth twice, then pulling it out.

      Jun coughed and hung forward, gasping. He wasn’t really choking, but his body didn’t know that. A bottle clicked open and a second later he was being pulled upright and his chest pressed against the wall. Damian nudged his feet apart.

      Overwhelmed and still focused on calming his breathing, Jun obeyed. Something body temperature pressed against his hole. He cursed. “Alpha! No!”

      “Washed, inside and out,” Damian repeated.

      Jun pushed back, moving his ass.

      Damian grabbed Jun’s balls and squeezed. Jun screamed.

      Damian laughed. “Stick out your ass.”

      “No.” Jun said it just because he could. He tightened his entire body, including his ass cheeks, but he couldn’t quite get his thighs together with Damian’s hand between them, gripping him.

      Damian squeezed Jun’s tender orbs. Pain rolled through Jun’s torso, making him shudder and dance. He almost hung by his wrists. Thank goodness the shower was one of those with no-skid floors.

      “Alpha!” Jun shrieked.

      Damian’s hand remained tight, crushing him. “Ass out. Safeword or show me that pretty little hole of yours, prey.”

      Jun’s head swam. Dammit, he loved being called pretty. But being humiliated at the same time, guh. He was spinning in sensations, physically and mentally. His ass presented itself without a conscious thought, his back arching, creating a stretch between his arms overhead to his rear, presented to Damian’s tender mercies.

      Damian’s hand stayed wrapped around Jun’s balls. He pressed the dildo-shaped shower head against Jun’s hole and circled it, spreading lube against Jun’s crease. “Push out. This is going inside.”

      Jun whined mulishly and pulled on his wrists. “Why?”

      “Because,” Damian pushed, the first bit of the shower head sinking into Jun’s anus, “there’s so much cum inside my prize catch I have to wash you out.”

      Blood rushed to Jun’s face and neck. He flushed down to his shoulders. Water gurgled into his guts. Damian sank the rest of the shower head into Jun’s hole, until some sort of outer handle stopped him. Jun’s hole tightened around the thin part just before the handle, the entire thing staying inside on its own. Jun gasped for air and let it out in short, hard puffs, trying to adjust to the invasion.

      “Fuck you.” Jun gritted out.

      Damian ran his hand in a circle around Jun’s belly. “No, fucking is what happens to beautiful prey that let themselves get caught.” Damian wrapped himself around Jun’s back, his hands roaming. He kissed around the deep bruise in Jun’s neck and the many smaller bruises over his back and shoulders.

      It was impossible not to relax into Damian’s touch. “Still fuck you,” Jun mumbled, eyes closing.

      “Oh? And who’s being a naughty prey and putting up a fight after being caught?”

      Jun groaned in protest. The water was really filling him up now. His stomach was starting to extend just a little. There were a few cramps, but nothing he couldn’t handle.

      Damian turned off the flow but left the head inside, effectively plugging Jun so that nothing leaked out.

      “Well, now we need to empty you.” Damian turned Jun around, his wrists crossing over his head and backed him into the wall. “How are we going to do that?”

      “Let me go?” Jun half grinned.

      “Not sure I can trust you.” Damian stroked Jun’s face. “I should just make you release it right here. The drain can handle it.” He carded his fingers through Jun’s hair, scratching his scalp. Jun’s eyes fluttered. Hands in his hair shouldn’t feel this good, not when he should be spitting and fighting. Damian didn’t fight fair.

      He didn’t notice until the plug started to slide out of his hole that Damian had used his other hand to sneak down to his ass. His cheeks tightened around the plug.

      “Nuhuh, give it up, pet.”

      Jun shook his head.

      Damian leaned against Jun’s chest. “Give it up.” He nuzzled Jun’s cheek, then his throat. “Go on, give me the nozzle, pet.” He tugged, lightly, back and forth, tapping pleasure centers inside Jun’s body.

      He whimpered and shivered but not for any sense of cold.

      Damian’s voice dropped an octave. “Give.”

      His muscles relaxed of their own accord. Damian pulled the shower head from his ass and Jun clamped down again, catching all but the smallest dribble of water.

      Damian set the shower head aside. Their eyes met again. Damian’s gaze was calculating, dark, careful, as if he hadn’t yet made up his mind.

      As if he might not let Jun go.

      Jun held Damian’s gaze, waiting, neither begging nor showing fear. Was he afraid? He didn’t know. And he wasn’t going to know until Damian decided how he was going to move forward. Because the how mattered, more than the what.

      Damian reached up, not breaking eye contact, and unlatched Jun’s wrists from the wall. “Toilet, pet. We’re inside today. Show me how good you can be.”

      How could just being cleaned take so much out of someone? He was suddenly sleepy. Jun clenched his way out of the shower stall, following his wrists in Damian’s grip. Neither of them looked and Jun had never been so grateful for a bidet attachment in his life. He stayed subdued until Damian had him back in the shower, hands secured again and his chest against the wall. Damian squeezed his ass with both hands.

      “Are you going to fuck me now?” Jun prodded.

      “No.”

      The shower head was back. Jun groaned and thumped his head against the shower wall. “Again?”

      Damian's shoulders moved against Jun’s back like he was laughing. He pushed with the shower head against Jun’s hole. It slid in, feeling like it had been re-lubed.

      Jun growled, going up on his toes as it speared him fast and unrelenting. What was it with Residency doms and hard metal things? He was never going to tell Damian what a mind fuck it was to just be breached and entered like that, as if Jun’s alpha really had all the rights to his body, no questions asked. It made his insides soft, his cock hard, and his head float.

      Damian probably already knew because he was sliding an arm around Jun’s waist, coaxing him back down onto his heels and rubbing gently over Jun’s stomach. “Got you. Just give in, you’re already caught. Hard parts over.”

      Jun whimpered. Whatever it took for more of this. Damian smiled against Jun’s skin and pressed kisses to it. “There you go, pet. Take it. There’s no escape. It’s inside you now. You’re caught. It’s going to fill you up whether you want it or not.”

      Jun writhed, the words doing the opposite of calming him. It made him hyper aware.

      Damian rubbed his hand more firmly over Jun’s belly.

      “Why do I think you’re fantasizing about making me look pregnant?” Jun snapped.

      “Because I am. Not pregnant, just caught and pumped full and helpless.”

      Jun groaned. A cramp hit him and he curled in on himself as much as he could. Damian forced him upright, rubbing his belly.

      “I think I’m full.”

      “Not nearly.” Damian rubbed the cramp until it released. “Few more seconds.”

      Jun whined. Wanting the toilet stole his brattiness. He looked at Damian through his lashes over his shoulders to check to see if his Alpha was considering other avenues again.

      But he wasn’t. A few moments later, he led Jun out of the shower once more and allowed him a modicum of dignity. Then he towed Jun back in and reattached his hands above his head.

      “Isn’t twice enough?” Jun whimpered as Damian washed and re-lubed the shower head.

      “No,” Damian pressed a kiss to Jun’s shoulder and sank the shower head back into Jun’s ass without warning.

      Jun braced himself against the wall with his forehead, his entire body moving as Damian pushed and pulled until he was satisfied with how deep he had the nozzle. “You’re being so good, taking your cleaning. Keeping your cock hard for your hunter.”

      Gods, he was still hard. Jun squeezed his eyes shut and pressed his face against his arms as Damian both played with the nozzle in his ass and teased Jun’s cock with his fingers.

      “You’re so beautiful when you’re embarrassed,” Damian murmured. “I could watch you for days like this. Your cheeks are red, you get all soft. Even your muscles feel different. So many sides to you. You were so fierce a little while ago.”

      “Because you have a shower head up my ass,” Jun spat.

      “This?” Damian wiggled it inside Jun. “Is this making you all pliant and submissive?”

      Jun could only whine in the back of his throat. It was so awful, and yet so good. “I’m…going…to bite you…for this!”
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        * * *

      

      After the shower—which was a full shower, though Damian never let Jun have his hands back—they returned to the Den together and crawled onto the bed where Damian rubbed lotion all over both of them and more cream into Jun’s crease. Damian put on lounge pants but denied Jun the same option. He texted on his phone briefly, then changed his mind and offered Jun shorts. Jun relaxed face down on the pillows, his ankle tucked under Damian’s. He wasn’t fully under anymore, though Damian’s dominance was there like a warm blanket. He felt relaxed and aware.

      “Are you sleeping?” Damian asked.

      “No.” Jun turned his head towards Damian. “Just resting.”

      “What do you think about living in the U.S?”

      Jun shrugged. “I like living with you.”

      “If you could never go back to Seoul?”

      Jun shrugged again. “I don’t know. I don’t miss it—yet. Sometimes I miss the food but you and Émeric keep a lot of what I like around. I’ve always missed my mother. There’s more here to remind me of her.”

      “Richard is still looking for her.”

      Jun nodded. “I don’t know what I would do if I saw her again, now. We’re not the same people. I won’t get those years back. That’s something I keep thinking about—years—with my father, with your father. It’s something some people have and we…we just don’t.”

      “Not to make it weird, but we have Richard.”

      “And Émeric.” Jun chuckled. “No, that’s not weird. Alice says they have daddy energy, but they aren’t our dads.”

      Damian shuddered. “Gah, no. Thank gods.”

      Jun laughed. This was good, being with Damian, being relaxed. Feeling fucked out. Clean. He tangled his fingers with Damian’s.

      “We have them, but we don’t have fathers, not in the true sense.”

      “It would have been easier if we just didn’t. If they had died early.”

      Damian nodded. “We wouldn’t have met,” he mused, playing with Jun’s hand.

      “We might not have needed each other,” Jun whispered. “If they had been good men, we might not have met, but we would have been different people.”

      Damian clasped his hand around Jun’s. “I need you.”

      Jun smiled, gripping Damian’s hand in return. “And I need you. I want you more.”

      Damian smiled back. “I’ve always wanted you.”

      “Even when I fell asleep next to you in the club?”

      “Even then.”

      Jun shook his head, giggling, his hair dragging across the covers. It felt good, so he did it again. “I feel silly.”

      Damian moved closer, hooking his leg over both of Jun’s and wrapping him in a hug. “That’s good. Richard is coming in a while, when Kitten wakes from his nap.”

      “I still need to fuck him.”

      Damian snorted. “Someone is looking forward to that.”

      Jun stuck out his bottom lip. “I’ve never topped before.”

      “We’ll supervise.”

      Jun rolled his eyes but snuggled closer. It was nice to know that he wasn’t going to have the chance to mess up with the family kitten. Collin was too sweet. “I should check on the guys, just once.”

      Damian found Jun’s phone. Jun put on his leader hat for half an hour, checking in on Yohei, Geun, Jaewoong, and Su-jin. He touched base with Mi Hi last. Everyone was well. Most of them were taking the weekend off as he’d suggested. Jaewoong was working at editing video from the shoots into various clips. The main edit was almost done, but there were teasers and mixes to make. Jun scolded him, but Jaewoong sent back a GIF of himself sticking out his tongue. <Don’t ruin my fun.> Jun left him to it. Jaewoong was blossoming. He seemed to be running a high off of making the music video the likes of which Jun hadn’t seen him have in a year or two. Almost as if he had re-ignited his creativity.

      Mi Hi sent back a picture of herself lying with her head in Gigi’s lap in a room he didn’t recognize. They were both toasting the camera with bottles of rum. <Don’t worry, we’re not working> was the caption.

      Jun showed Damian the photo.

      “They better not be drinking and playing,” Damian frowned. He leaned forward, looking at the photo.

      Jun rolled over, frowning, and took the photo back. On second look, those were rope marks on Mi Hi’s wrists.

      He texted back. <Don’t drink and get tied up!>

      He got a cartoon character blowing raspberries in response.

      A text from Gigi popped up a few seconds later. <Don’t worry, Daddy Jun. I tied her up last night when we were sober. We’re having ONE drink. And we ate already. I knew you were a kinky mother fucker.>

      <Only daddies.> Jun texted. <Take good care of our girl.>

      “Should we offer them complimentary membership when we open the dungeon?” Damian mused.

      Jun flopped onto his back. “We might have to schedule which days we’re there or not there. I’m not sure I want to see them getting it on.”

      Damian shrugged. “Someday I’ll introduce you to some friends. It’s different in a club or during a play party. What happens in those spaces stays in a different space, different mindset, even afterward.”

      “Have you played with a lot of people outside of the Residency?”

      “A few. I’ve participated in a couple primal takedowns as support. Jackson and his crowd have good events. I haven’t chased anyone for myself since I met you. It felt like we were together, but I hadn’t told you about them. Couldn’t ask you when I met someone. So I didn’t play. It felt like you’d consented to the Residency, but not to random people.”

      “Is that why you told me about Collin so fast? Before you knew if he would stay or not?”

      Damian nodded.

      Jun blinked slowly. “I didn’t realize you were asking permission.”

      Damian shrugged. “I knew I wasn’t really, but I wanted you to be able to say no.”

      “So when do we celebrate our anniversary then? From the first night in the club, from this past Christmas?”

      “For me, the club.”

      Jun smiled. “You know that means we have some celebrating to make up.”

      “I’ll add it to Bak’s lists of crimes.”

      Jun chortled, trying not to bust out laughing, but failing.
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        * * *

      

      They rested a while, cleaned up the room from the morning hunt, and reset the cave. Damian found a book he’d been meaning to read, and Jun brought his lyrics to the couch. They sat together, each engrossed in their own work. Damian’s back felt good against Jun’s. He leaned his head on Damian’s shoulder and stared at the lyrics in his hand.

      
        
        This upside down world

        The sun too bright, you my respite

        Lovely shadow of need, your merciful decree

        All these shadows protecting me

        Truth lives within the heart that no one sees

        But you and but me

        Our kingdom three

      

      

      A stray thought crossed Jun’s mind. “You never told me what you thought of the Russian mafia guy when you saw him.”

      “When he came to my office?” Damian turned a page in his book.

      “Yeah.”

      “I threw out all the food he handled.”

      “It probably wasn’t poisoned.”

      “Probably.” Damian turned on the couch so they were side by side and not back to back. “I was just thinking of you, of what it meant, of whether or not what he said was true, or if it was someone playing chess with you.”

      “And now?” Jun cocked his head.

      “I don’t know. He reminded me of Collin, but older, harder.”

      “They’re both Russian? Is that how you say it? There’s probably a better way. Not everyone in Russia looks like them.”

      Damian shrugged.

      Jun also shrugged. Russian ethnicity designations were not something his English was prepared for.

      “If I was traveling and we saw each other at a bar, I’d have talked to him,” Damian said, thoughtfully. “But we weren’t like that. He knew I was watching him, and he was watching me. We were both taking a risk.”

      Damian’s phone chimed; he checked it, texted back, then put it down. “Before Ellisandre’s call, I thought we would have more time. Richard says Collin is awake. There’s something we haven’t talked about.”

      Jun put his papers aside and turned to give Damian his full attention.

      “Now that I’ve tagged you,” Damian touched the blue earring hanging just behind Jun’s jaw, “do you still feel the same when you imagine me topping Collin?”

      Did he? Jun let his eyes unfocus, reaching down inside himself. Though Damian had very much been in charge, Richard and Émeric had taken him that morning. He felt subdued thinking about it, a little shy, like he wanted to crawl back into Damian’s lap, but not upset. He was theirs, not just Damian’s, and he’d knew it on the inside where it mattered.

      “Collin is ours,” he said slowly. “I know what you and I have. I know you’re my Alpha and he’s our kink brother. I always liked knowing when I was falling asleep—alone—that you weren’t, that you had this, here. If I have feelings about it, unhappy ones, we’ll talk about it. I won’t hide it.”

      Jun paused, then went on. “You haven’t said what you feel about me topping him.”

      Damian took Jun’s hands, rubbing his fingers like he was using them to soothe himself. “I think it’s going to be beautiful. You’re careful with him, and Collin adores you. It’s good for him to have someone closer to him in his role, but not the same. Matthew is his only other submissive friend, now that I’m no longer submissive.”

      Jun took a breath. He knew Collin. They’d been working together on projects for weeks. He’d come to appreciate the other man’s mind and heart, his care, his passion, his absolute clear-headedness for organization and getting things done, the way he knew city planning and buildings inside and out. And he’d also come to know, more slowly, who he was when he laid it all down. The way he completely gave himself to Richard and Émeric, dropping all that responsibility and care and kneeling at their feet. It was seductive. And heady.

      “He’s strong.” Jun murmured. He played with Damian’s fingers.

      “Collin? Yes.” Damian smiled. “When he and Émeric and Richard were all in the hospital last fall, he wouldn’t rest until he’d seen all of us. Didn’t matter what they were doing, what drugs he was on. They had to give in and put him in a room with Richard.”

      “Can I play with him?” Jun looked up at Damian from under his eyelashes. “Not just top him, but…play? I don’t want to just fuck him. I want…to share something with him.”

      “Yes. Collin plays under Richard and Émeric’s limits, but I only have one limit for you.”

      “What?”

      Damian smirked. “He doesn’t fuck you.”

      Jun’s eyes widened. “Does Collin fuck anyone?”

      Damian shrugged. “I don’t know. If he does, it’s rare. That’s my rule, as your Alpha. You can seduce Émeric, tease Richard all you like, whether I’m here or not, but when you and Collin play, dick only goes one way.”

      Jun blushed. Why, he had no idea. Then he laughed. “Okay.”

      “Okay.” Damian grinned. “So what do you want to do to Collin?”

      “That would be telling.” Jun raised his eyebrows, smirking. “I need to go ask Émeric something.”

      “If you want to see me with Collin, come back soon. Richard is going to bring him in.”

      “All right.” Jun ran out the door.

      Émeric was in his office, a tiny room, much smaller than Richard’s. But it suited him and he was rarely there. The door was open and Jun almost ran past to check the living room and kitchen first. He caught himself on the edge of the frame, not expecting Émeric to be there.

      “Hey.”

      “Jun.” Émeric looked up and whatever he saw made him smile, slowly, that dangerous light in his eyes.

      Jun grinned back, wolfishly. A foodie and a sadist. Perfect.
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        * * *

      

      Jun made it back to the Den about twenty minutes later. Richard and Collin were already there, Richard and Damian standing in the open space between the back of the nearest couch and the rug that marked the start of the sleeping area. Collin was kneeling beside his master, collared and leashed.

      “You may beg now, Kitten,” Richard said. He stroked Collin’s hair, making eye contact with his submissive as he spoke, but looking over to Jun right after.

      There was just a hint of a question in his eyes.

      Jun gave a wide smile and joined the three of them. “How do kittens beg?”

      The question left Richard’s eyes, replaced with amusement. “That’s up to the kitten.”

      Collin made an embarrassed, whimpery sound. He crawled to Damian and sat up at his feet, then put one paw on Damian’s thigh.

      “Very pretty, Kitten,” Damian said. “But I don’t know what you want.”

      Collin looked over his shoulder at Richard, but Richard only raised an eyebrow. Collin dropped his head. His shoulders slumped. He turned back to face Damian and carefully, inch by inch, pawed higher, until he was nearly but not quite touching Damian’s cock through his pants.

      “Do you want pets?” Damian asked.

      Collin shook his head. He went back down, his paws resting on his knees.

      “I’m sorry, Kitten,” Damian said. “But I don’t know what you want. You need to show me.”

      Collin’s face flushed darker. Jun’s stomach flopped, both in excitement and in shared embarrassment. Collin was way too attractive like this.

      Slowly, Collin turned himself and leaned forward, his chest to the floor and raised his ass. Then he spread his thighs.

      “Do you need to be fucked?” Damian asked. “You look like you’re asking to be bred, Kitten.”

      Collin nodded, embarrassed tears in his eyes.

      “Oh, you’re hard.” Damian looked up at Richard. “You let him out of the cock cage?”

      Richard nodded. “Émeric wanted the kitten all natural today. Of course, that does mean fucking him could be somewhat messy. I can tell him to hold it, but he’s not exactly trained for control.”

      “No, I suppose not.” Damian knelt down and stroked Collin’s dangling cock from root to tip with his thumb and fingers. “Well, I was going to have him over the back of the couch, but if there’s going to be a mess, I guess we can do it somewhere else.”

      “I can hold him.” Jun heard the words leave his mouth before he realized what he was going to say.

      Both Richard and Damian looked at him. Collin was covering his face with his hands, his cock getting harder by the moment.

      “Hold him?” Damian asked.

      “To make sure he doesn’t come.” Jun shrugged. “That’s all it takes right? If I hold him tight enough, nothing happens?”
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