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Liam has wanted his very own DaddyDom for quite a while. When he meets Morgan, he knows he's found exactly what he's needed. Morgan is kind but stern and kinky as hell. Using his medical training, he puts Liam through a scene neither of them will ever forget.
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~Liam~

The pale green leather felt amazing. I ran my fingertip over the gold, embossed letters spelling out ‘BOY’ and smiled. I’d given up trying to find the right Dom after a few failed attempts and several miscommunications. I desperately wanted a collar, though, if only for a little comfort and normalcy. Living in a dorm might’ve helped with the transition into school, but my rather unusual interests made the idea of roommates a bit unnerving. Besides, my tiny efficiency, while not cheap, had more space than a dorm room.

After buckling the collar around my neck, I grabbed my keys, locked up, and headed for work. Thankfully, my job was only about three blocks away. I loved the walk, even with the Saturday shopping crowds.

“Merry meet,” Erin called from the front counter as I entered. “Oh, hi, Liam!”

I grinned and waved before heading to the back office where I knocked on the open door. “Hey, Jace. You want me on the counter or floor today?”

“Morning, Liam,” Jace said without looking up from his laptop. “Floor for now. Erin leaves at one, and you’ll be up front then.”

“Got it.” I went back out onto the floor. “Any stock?”

Erin finished up with a customer and pointed to a stack of boxes. “Buttload of books. I’ve been trying to put them out since eight. It’s been busy all morning.”

“Anything interesting happen this morning?” I asked as I began removing books from the first box.

“The resident Daddy came in, but that’s it.”

I glanced up. “Huh?”

“You haven’t met Morgan yet. He’s nice, kinky,” Erin said. That caught my attention. “You two would get along.”

“Now I’m intrigued.”

Erin winked. “He’s handsome, too. Older. Definitely your type.”

I just rolled my eyes. Since my first day over a month ago, Erin and I had formed a tight friendship. We looked out for each other, including scoping out potential partners. Though Erin preferred guys closer to her own age of twenty-five, I had always been a sucker for older men. I grabbed an armful of books and left Erin to help a customer. I perused the titles and back cover blurbs as I put the books away on their shelves. The bell over the front door jingled, but I ignored it since Erin was closer.

“Hey! Liam’s putting up books now. There may be some journals mixed in with those.”

“Thanks.”

A moment later, I turned and stared up into unnaturally golden amber eyes set into a handsome yet stern face. The barest hint of a five-o’clock shadow gave the man a rugged appeal. His short black hair sported a few strands of grey, and he stood about six inches taller than me. Gods, he was gorgeous.

“Liam, is it?”

I nodded, then managed to regain my wits. “Uh, yes, sorry. Can I help you find anything?”

The man’s gaze shifted from my face, to the collar, then back up. “Actually, yes.” He showed me his phone. “Erin said you may have some journals. I’m looking for one with this design. I’d much rather buy local than online.”

I swallowed and studied the symbol on the cover. It was red and white and looked like a triple Ying-Yang. It was also the symbol for BDSM. This man had to be Morgan. Most folks didn’t just randomly ask for something like that. The way he looked me over made me flush from head to toe.

“Um, yeah, let me... uh...” 

Flustered, I went through the books I held. Maybe a similar journal was still behind the counter. The man’s presence completely scrambled my brain. A warm, gentle, yet firm hand on my shoulder almost instantly calmed my tumultuous nerves.

“Breathe,” he whispered.

I didn’t reply and just focused on my breathing for a moment. “Sorry. I just...”

“It’s okay. You’re okay, Liam.”

I finally worked up the courage to meet the man’s gaze.

“My name is Morgan. Just take it slow.”

“I’m not mental, I swear,” I blurted.

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” Morgan said. Normally, I probably would’ve argued. “Erin and Jace can vouch for me. I won’t hurt you.”

“You know Jace?”

Morgan smiled. “Best friends.”

I felt like someone had just hit me with a two-by-four. I was lusting after my boss’ friend. The thought made me a bit... dizzy. No one but Erin knew what I was into.

“Do you need to sit?”

“No, I’m better now. Thanks.” I sighed. “Erin told me about you, said we’d get along well. This is not how I wanted our first meeting to go.”

Morgan chuckled. “Could’ve been worse. You could’ve come in as a patient.”

“Patient?”

Morgan pulled out a business card from his wallet and handed it to me. Morgan Hughes, MD. “My office is one town over. I don’t like to explore other aspects of my life where my patients might find me.”

“What do you do? In... the lifestyle, I mean.”

“Let’s find that journal, and then we can chat more.” 

He started for the counter, and I followed like an obedient puppy. I couldn’t help imagining a leash stretching between us. Something about Morgan just made me want to crawl behind him and beg. The man wasn’t human, that much was obvious to anyone who paid attention, but damned if I could figure out what kind of para he was. Getting my mind away from that, I stepped behind the counter and began going through the boxes. In the third one, I found a black, spiralbound journal with the BDSM symbol on the front and handed it to Morgan.

“Very good, Liam. Thank you.”

I resisted the ungodly urge to nuzzle the man in sheer happiness. “You’re welcome, S-Morgan.” Blushing, I swiftly returned to the bookshelves, hoping to hide. A moment later, I practically felt Morgan’s body heat behind me.

“Meet me in the Starbucks across the street at six. Don’t be late, boy.”

I let out a soft whimper, then promptly bit my tongue. “Yes, Sir.”

* * *
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At exactly six, I joined Morgan at a table for two in Starbucks. I couldn’t recall when I’d last been on a ‘coffee date,’ if that’s what this was. Morgan slid a cup of ice water over to me.

“Tell me about the collar.”

I touched the leather. “I bought it for myself.”

“How long have you been in the scene?”

“Since I was nineteen. I’m twenty-four now. I never told anyone until after I started college, though.”

Morgan sipped his own drink. “How much have you explored it with others? And are you attached in any way now?”

“No, Sir,” I answered, feeling myself blush a little. “I tried a few times, but...” I shrugged. “Most guys didn’t get it. I assume you do.”

Morgan pushed up the right sleeve of his dress shirt to reveal a tattoo of the same symbol as the journal. “I do indeed. My last boy ended things when he moved and got married to a woman.”

“Wow. I’m sorry.”

“It was amicable. Neither of us was looking for something long-term at the time, and he was exploring. What about you? What are you looking for?”

Figuring ‘you’ wasn’t quite the right answer, I gave it some thought. “A guy who is firm but not mean. I like rules and stuff like that. It’s not always about sex. Other guys usually think it is.”

Smiling, Morgan took a drink before asking, “where are your thoughts right now?”

I chewed my lower lip for a moment. “Wondering if this is why Erin wanted me to meet you.”

“Let me ask you this: what do you think about a trial? Maybe start with a week, go from there.”

“I’d like that, Sir.”

“So would I.” Morgan nodded toward the cup in front of me. “Drink. All boys need water to stay healthy.” I squirmed a little and obeyed. “There will be rules—for both of us. Tell me your limits.”

That was easy enough. 

“No one under thirty. I have a thing for older guys. No necro, scat, blood, major pain, animals—paras not included in that, obviously. I’m not into whips, but I love spankings.”

Morgan’s grin bordered on wicked. “Perfect. What do you enjoy?”

“Cuddling, obeying, serving.”

“What about the sex side of things?” Morgan asked.

“Anything anal, honestly. I also love cock and ass worship, discipline, and... humiliation, especially around other kinky people. What about you?” At Morgan’s raised eyebrow, I quickly added, “Sir.”

“Good boy. I have expectations. There will be regular inspections, regular pushing of limits, and orgasm control. There will also be plenty of affection. I want a boy—not a slave. I’m strict but not unreasonable. Safeword?”

“Beaker.” At Morgan’s curious expression, I laughed. “I’m a chem student.”

Morgan chuckled. “Noted. What is your school schedule?”

I pulled up the calendar on my phone. “I don’t have anything tonight or tomorrow. Classes are from eight A.M. to four-thirty P.M., Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. I only work on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays.” I glanced up at him. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Absolutely.”

I took a deep breath and forged on. “What are you?”

Morgan’s eyes seemed to shift colors, becoming more gold. “Wolf.”

My brain couldn’t seem to make words, but my dick sure loved the thought of submitting to a wolf.

“Are you all right?”

I nodded. “Yes, Sir,” I murmured. “Very.”

“Good. If you’re certain you want to try this, I’d love to begin tonight.”

“I do, Sir. A lot.”

Morgan stood, gesturing for me to do the same. “Then we have options: your place, my place, or a private club owned by a friend of mine.”

I had pretty much nothing at home, but I wasn’t quite ready for Morgan’s place. “Club? At least for the first time or two?”

Smiling, Morgan nodded. “Smart boy. Are you okay riding with me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Wonderful. I’m rather eager to meet the real Liam.”
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~Morgan~

“Good evening, Sir,” Daniel, the doorman, said with a wide grin. “It’s been a while. How are you?”

“I’m quite well.” I handed him my membership card along with Liam’s ID. “Liam is with me.”

Daniel gave Liam his ID back. “Welcome to The Den!”

Liam tucked his card back into his wallet. “Thank you. I’m nervous.”

“You’re in good hands, Liam,” Daniel said with a smile. “Master Morgan has been a member since we opened several years ago. He’s the perfect person to show you the proverbial—and literal—ropes.”

I chuckled and put a hand on Liam’s lower back. “Come on, boy. Let’s find a seat, and I’ll grab us drinks.” I led him inside to one of the only empty couches. “They don’t serve alcohol here, primarily for the humans’ sakes. That said, they have soft drinks, water, juices, coffee, and mocktails. What would you like?”

After settling on the plush couch, Liam blinked those pretty chocolate brown eyes up at me. “Um, water, please.”

I ran my fingers through his shoulder-length hair and smiled. “Water it is.”

I left him there and headed to the bar. Taylor, one of the bartenders, flashed a grin over at me. After finishing up with a customer, he came over to me.

“Long time, no see,” he said. “How have you been?”

“Good. You?”

He actually blushed, which surprised me. “I’ve, uh, been really well.” He fingered the
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