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“Why are we stopping here?” Andy asked, noticing with growing unease that James had just pulled in front of Mr. Torelli’s mansion. He had slept through the ride from that private landing strip where they had arrived after leaving their vacationing spot by plane, so he felt pretty much confused, although it was the middle of the day. 

“Grayson wants to see you,” James replied and gave him an assuring smile.

Andy made himself small in the car seat. He didn’t want to face Mr. Torelli; if he could, he didn’t want to see the man ever again. That slap had been unfair. It was because of Garrett that he had landed getting fucked in all holes by the asshole’s entire frat house. And still, instead of punishing his retarded son, Mr. Torelli had slapped him instead. He crossed his arms and pouted, hoping that James would see that he wasn’t in the mood to get slapped again unfairly. “I earned my ‘fuck you’ money, didn’t I?”

“You did,” James said and caressed his head. “But don’t forget that it’s only because of Grayson that you are where you are now. A house of your own. A car. And a fat bank account.”

“What fat bank account?”

James laughed. “I know what Bastion did for you. I won’t dwell on how you must have gone behind my back to suck that guy’s dick, but seeing how generous he proved himself to be, I’m not going to hold it against you. Rumor has it he even got cured. That boy pussy of yours must be working wonders, son. Now, off you go. Grayson’s waiting for you, and you should play nice.”

“Yeah, ‘cause otherwise, he’s going to slap me again.”

“I’m sure that he didn’t mean that.”

“You don’t know him. He’s mean.”

James squeezed him by the back of his neck and shook him a couple of times. “He looks after you, although you’re just a boy with a good cunt on him. No matter how good a cocksucker you are, Andy, you should never forget your benefactor. Now, go and see what he wants to tell you.”

“Do you think he’s going to take it all away from me? The house, the car?”

“No, he doesn’t need them.” James leaned over him and opened the door. “Off you go. Wait, give me one last kiss.”

Andy allowed James to smooch him. He felt getting hard as the older man squeezed his cock through his jeans. “Fuck, I need someone to blow me,” he complained. But it wasn’t the way things worked, right? He was the guy who had to suck dick, not the other way around. Still, he so wanted to have a hot mouth on him right now, preferably one belonging to a cute guy. Ryan popped to his mind, but he still had Mr. Torelli to deal with, and that meant his boy cunt might get used again. No, not a ‘might’ situation. It wasn’t, actually, that bad, and he was up for some rough action, too, if that was what his benefactor, as James said, had in mind for him.

He got out of the car and hurried to the front door. Was he supposed to walk right in? Knock or something? His ass was still a little sore but he didn’t want a spanking, something that Mr. Torelli was probably much in the mood to give to him. As long as he didn’t slap him across the face, they’d be good. Although it didn’t hurt that much, and Andy had gotten his fair share of beatings in his life from adults, mostly for being a punk, that slap had made him angry. Yeah, it had made his blood boil and even frightened him a little. Until then, this benefactor of his hadn’t seem capable to act like that, like he was losing control or something.

That made him hesitate in front of the door. Maybe he could wait until James was out of there and make a run for it. He looked over his shoulder and saw that the car hadn’t moved. What the heck? He barely had time to think about it as the door opened, revealing Mr. Torelli and his – smiling – face.

“Andy, come on in.”

He looked down stubbornly and stepped gingerly onto the polished floors. That guy’s house had to be one of those multi-million-dollar cribs they showed on TV so that poor schmucks could drool over things they’d never have.

Mr. Torelli was wearing a white shirt and dress pants, but his manner seemed looser than his usual formal style. There was no suit to speak of, and his shirt was open in front, leaving a hint of dark chest hair visible. Andy’s throat got a little dry. Was the guy going to fuck him? Preferably, right there in the hallway?

The man grabbed him by the back of the head and pulled him into a hug, letting him sniff the expensive cologne he used, along with a hint of sweat. Andy could feel getting hard again. After days of getting used in all sorts of ways, it was funny that he could still do that.

“What do you want with me?” he asked, as he remembered that he was supposed to be mad at the guy still.

“Are you pissed?” Mr. Torelli tipped his chin. “I’ve heard it all from James. You got yourself settled for life, little punk. I had no idea you had it in you.”

Andy clenched his fists. It was now or never. He had to say it. “Why did you have to go and slap me like a bitch like that? I wasn’t the one doing shitty things.”

To annoy him more, Mr. Torelli laughed. “Don’t tell me that bothered you after getting fucked by a dozen of horny college boys?”

“It did.” Andy knew he was blowing things for him as he looked up. “I didn’t want to go with them.”

Mr. Torelli seemed to stare very keenly at him. “I see. Well, for what is worth, I’m sorry, Andy. I shouldn’t have slapped you.”

Andy’s eyes grew wide. “What the fuck? Are you apologizing to me?”

“Yes. I betrayed you that time. You were right to be pissed at me. Now, let’s talk about your farewell gift before I let you out in the world for you to do what you want with your well-earned fortune.”

Gift? That sounded great. Suddenly, he wasn’t mad no more. “What did you get me?”

Mr. Torelli laughed and patted his head. “Always such a punk. No, I was thinking of your farewell gift to me.”

Ah, that was annoying. Was this loaded guy really waiting for a gift from him? But he was poor! Well, not that poor now, though. Still, he surely didn’t have as much money as this dude. He was about to protest when Mr. Torelli began talking again. “Don’t worry. It’s not money or things I want from you. I just want you to use your skills in my service one last time.”

“Want me to suck you off?” That was a good way to end things. He was starting to drool only thinking of putting his mouth
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