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      This serial is rated for mature audiences only. If depictions of 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, overprotective mothers, references to the loss of a parent, mild self-harm, 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 7–9

      

      

      Collin pulled away, staying on his knees. “Please, sir. I need to know. I thought, perhaps, I was wrong, but I thought…” He reached for words, but how did one put into words looks, gestures, touches, the ways their bodies had moved together in the kitchen, how one had snuggled in a bed, or accepted another’s humiliation?

      “I don’t know all the rules yet, sir. But I want what we had. I don’t know how to separate you and Mr. Reevesworth in my head or my heart. And if I can’t please you both…then… It’s cold, sir. Around you, it’s been cold. And I can’t take it. I’m sorry, but please…” His voice truly cracked then. “Please, Sir. Tell me how to fix this.”

      Being on his knees is not always safe. Sometimes, Collin learns, it is the place from which he will risk it all. It is where he will go to preserve that which he holds dear. Falling in love is not for the faint of heart.

      Falling in love twice requires twice the courage. Especially as Collin’s newly chosen family is encircled by enemies stalking them from the shadows. But inside the storm, Mr. Reevesworth is determined to show Collin a better way to thrive. And he is not alone.

      As their enemies make themselves known, everyone within The Residency will need each other. Do they have the resources to protect those who matter to them most? And will they unravel the threats in time?

      This series 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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      Collin held the mug of warm tea up to his nose. He was still on the couch with Mr. Reevesworth and Damian. Damian was calmer now, drinking milk tea Mr. Reevesworth had brought from the kitchen when Mr. Reevesworth had made himself coffee. But now he was back between Collin and Damian, where he was supposed to be.

      “Am I still supposed to choose a punishment for Collin, sir?” Damian asked. “Or did all that end with the safe word?”

      Collin’s eyes left his mug and fixed on Mr. Reevesworth’s face. Did he want Damian to choose one of his punishments or not? His stomach clenched. He didn’t want Damian to punish him. That was Mr. Reevesworth’s job.

      But…if Mr. Moreau decided to punish him, he wouldn’t complain. At all. Collin dropped his eyes and sipped his tea. What was the difference between Damian and Mr. Moreau?

      “What were you going to suggest, Damian?”

      Collin shot Damian a glance, and their eyes met. Damian blushed and looked away. “Collin was taking care of everyone else, sir. So it only made sense that we, well, all of us, took care of him.”

      “Hmm.” Mr. Reevesworth hummed in the back of his throat. “This is more discipline than punishment. And Collin had already been cared for when he was recovering from hitting his head.”

      Damian bit his lip and shot Collin an apologetic look. “Kink brothers, right?”

      Collin colored. But nodded. What was Damian thinking? The dude had already seen him crying in the shower. Among other things.

      Damian looked away, looked at his cup, and then back at Collin again. “So, it’s okay if I’m going to get off on what I’m about to suggest, bro?”

      Collin sputtered into his tea. “Damian, jeez, spit it out.”

      “I just don’t want you to be mad.”

      “I might growl about it, but I’m the one who messed up.”

      “I messed up, too.”

      “Yes, and…coming up with ways to make me suffer for what I did is part of your punishment. Stop drawing it out. I can’t take it!”

      Mr. Reevesworth took the tea out of Collin’s hands and set it on the table, then tucked Collin under his arm. “Go on, Damian.”

      Collin twisted around so he could still see Damian without wiggling out of his dom’s grasp.

      Damian swallowed. “We have a dog cage, Sir. Tomorrow morning, after you’ve edged him, he could be The Residency pup for the day. Mitts, collar, leash. Of course, we’d have to feed and water him and take him for potty breaks. And dogs don’t wear clothes, sir. Or talk.”

      Collin’s entire body curled up in a ball. He shoved his face into Mr. Reevesworth’s lap and wrapped his arms around his head.

      Mr. Reevesworth adjusted his arm around Collin. “That’s certainly an excellent way to make sure Collin is cared for. Which means, Damian, that I will handle your punishment in the dungeon tonight privately.”

      “Privately, sir?”

      “Until I have a better handle on how you identify, and until we’ve discussed it more, any punishment between you and I will be private.”

      “It just doesn’t seem fair, sir, if I’m going to see Collin punished.”

      “Collin’s contract, what he’s agreed to, is that anyone in The Residency can witness what I choose to do to him unless he safe words. Which we can trust him to do. You, however, have just informed me that we need to change your contract. Your boundaries have changed. It’s not about fair, Damian, but consent. Do you need Collin to witness your punishment?”

      Collin peeked through his fingers. Damian was shaking his head, eyes lowered. “No, sir. And I feel selfish for that. If Collin needs to see it…”

      “I don’t!” Collin blurted out, then slapped a hand over his mouth.

      “Go on, Collin, since you started.”

      “I mean, I already safe worded on him.” Collin pulled his shoulders in toward his chest. “I feel like I’ve punished him already without meaning to.”

      “But he is going to be a witness and a party to your punishment tomorrow, Collin.”

      Damian laughed ruefully. “And you’re going to see how much I enjoy watching you. That’s not going to piss you off?”

      Collin flushed and sat up, pulling his knees up to his chest but still pressing against Mr. Reevesworth’s side. “I mean, you’re wired like that, right? I’m not, at least, I don’t think I’m going to get off seeing you punished. And…I…” Collin swallowed and pressed both hands to his face. “You’re not my dom, we’re kink brothers, but I still… I mean, we’re friends. And even if I am embarrassed, I do like making you happy. Like, if you’re enjoying yourself. I don’t want to kiss you again, but I wouldn’t mind making you come.”

      That was all Collin could manage, and he couldn’t believe he’d actually said that much. He turned and pressed his face against the couch, cheeks tingling.

      Mr. Reevesworth chuckled softly and pried Collin free of the cushions and into his lap. He kissed the top of Collin’s head. “Good boy. That was hard, and you did it.”

      Hugs were the best. Hugs were absolutely everything. How had he ever survived all those months and months in college without hugs like this?

      Damian cleared his throat. “Can I touch you, Collin?”

      Collin opened his eyes from inside the safety of Mr. Reevesworth’s lap. Damian was watching him with open and frank affection and vulnerability.

      “If our dom says so.”

      “You can hug the kitten.” Mr. Reevesworth laughed. “Then Collin has to drink the rest of his tea. He has a lot more drinking to make up for.”
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        * * *

      

      Collin drank the rest of his tea and drowsed with his head on Mr. Reevesworth’s thigh. On the other side of the couch, Damian was doing the same. Thoughts other than the immediate moments were starting to come back. Collin put his hand on Mr. Reevesworth’s knee. “Where’s Artemis, and how is she?”

      “She’s sleeping in the master bedroom. The vet put a splint on her tail and gave her some meds to help her be calm for a few days. Émeric is looking after her.”

      “I thought it was odd he didn’t come out,” Damian murmured.

      “We made enough noise he probably stayed to keep her calm,” Mr. Reevesworth said. “When I left, she was sleeping on his chest.”

      Collin smiled at that, quickly followed by a wave of sadness in his chest. Whatever was going on between him and Mr. Moreau needed to be cleared up.
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        * * *

      

      Collin drank more tea and had to ask Mr. Reevesworth to help him in the bathroom twice. Mr. Reevesworth sent Damian off to shower and told him to meet him in the playroom afterward. Once Damian was gone, Mr. Reevesworth pulled Collin into his lap and kissed him on the lips. “Can I leave dinner with you, pet? Damian and I will be happy with whatever you and Émeric decide. It’ll be about two hours.

      “I don’t want to knock and wake Artemis.”

      “I’ll go in and ask if you can go in and talk to them. I have to change anyway.”

      Mr. Reevesworth pushed Collin out of his lap, kissed the top of his head one more time, and walked down the hall. The door to the master bedroom clicked open and shut.

      Collin flopped back on the couch. He should check on Ash. It had been hours. And he’d promised… Collin pressed his lips together and shook his head. There were no emergencies Ellisandre couldn’t handle. But he would still check on Ash.

      His pants had been folded and set on a side table and his phone laid right beside it. He checked the screen. No calls. Weird. It had been several hours. He went to his contacts and dialed Ash.

      It rang four times before someone picked up. A giggle lit up the line, and then Ash’s voice came through. “Hey.”

      “Hey yourself. I’m checking on you. Have you walked back to the office?”

      “We’re going to get dinner. No, we’re making dinner.”

      “At Ellisandre’s?”

      “Yep.”

      “So, you’re okay?” Collin rubbed the palm of his hand against his face. Maybe he’d been worrying about nothing.

      Ash started to snigger again. “Ms. Linda is here. We’re making ghost cookies.” The teenager sounded like he was ten. “No! Ghosts can’t bleed, you crazy…person. Ah!”

      Collin’s legs almost dropped out from under him. He reached for the couch to steady himself. In the background, Ellisandre was explaining something through snorts of laughter. He’d never heard them laugh, not like that.

      “What are you all doing?” Collin found himself asking.

      Ash’s voice got closer to the phone. “Collin, dude, I got to go. They’re going to ruin the cookies.”

      “What about you getting back safe tonight?”

      There were muffled sounds, and then Linda’s voice came on. “Collin?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Are you checking on Ash?”

      “Yes, ma’am. I wanted to make sure he got back safe tonight.”

      “We’re having a sleepover.”

      “Ellisandre…does sleepovers? Never mind. Not my place. I apologize.”

      Linda chuckled. “I’ll get Ash to show you pictures. We found him a dino romper or onesie, I’m not sure what they are called. Fuzzy big outfit thing with feet and a hoodie, adult-sized. He’s adorable. Thank you for bringing him over.”

      “Er…” Collin tried to keep his voice from spiraling. “Thank you. Truly.”

      “Now go do whatever you’re doing with my brother and Émeric and Damian if he’s there. Don’t worry about Ash. We got him.”

      “He’s sleeping in the office, lost his apartment,” Collin said in a rush. “So don’t let him fool you into dropping him somewhere random.”

      “Thanks. I won’t. Now go relax.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Collin hung up. What in the world had happened? In what universe did Ellisandre…play? He blinked into space for several seconds. Somewhere in his brain, an emergency protocol was initiated, shoving the entire scene to the side and storing it in the “do not look at too hard” box.

      Mr. Reevesworth left the bedroom and came back to the living room. “Everything all right, Collin?”

      “Yes, I think so, sir. I mean, it’s confusing. I took Ash over to Ellisandre’s. and now it seems they’re having a sleepover and making Halloween cookies with Ms. Linda?”

      “Oh, Halloween cookies. That’s their tradition. I’m glad they brought Ash into it.”

      “I didn’t know they baked.”

      “My sister took lessons from Émeric’s grandmother when we were in France. I’m not exactly sure how Ellisandre got involved, but they’ve been doing a Halloween baking week for years now. We’ll probably have a delivery to our office. Anyway, Émeric says he’ll just phone in the regular order from Medi’s. Artemis is snarling every time he moves, so he’s trapped.”

      “Can I check on her?”

      “Very quietly. But of course. I was going to ask you to take him some tea and a snack.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Don’t forget to keep hydrating yourself. I’ll be asking how much you finished when I get out from being with Damian.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Collin prepared a tray with what he’d learned were a few of Mr. Moreau’s favorite snacks and more tea. The Residency was truly going through tea today. Then he carried it all down the hall and knocked on the door. Mr. Moreau’s voice came softly from the other side.

      It sounded like  he had said enter, so Collin cracked the door. “Was that come in, sir?”

      “Yes.”

      Collin let himself in, shutting the door quietly. Inside the lights were all soft and low, and the one window near the walk-in closet was mostly covered by the curtain. Mr. Moreau lay on the bed in his normal place on the left. Artemis, her poor tail in a small splint and wrapped in white bandages, lay on his chest. She twitched her ears and tracked Collin’s movements through the room. Collin approached and went to his knees beside the bed. He put the tray on the bedside table.

      “Hello, sir.”

      “Good afternoon, Collin. I’m sorry I was so abrupt earlier.”

      Collin shook his head. “There was a lot going on, sir.” He turned toward Artemis and offered her his hand to sniff. She raised her head and inspected it, gave him one lick, and settled back down, head on Mr. Moreau’s shirt.

      “I’m glad she’s doing this well,” Collin whispered.

      Mr. Moreau shook his head a little. “She’s drugged. Earlier she was a perfect hellion.”

      “I mean, I’m glad she wasn’t hurt worse and could be helped quickly.”

      “There is that.” Mr. Moreau ran a finger between her ears. “She has a couple rough days in front of her, but she’ll be all right. It’ll be quite a few weeks before the bone heals completely. But she should be up and around soon. She’s only sedated so she doesn’t make it worse. Her temper is legendary when she’s sick.”

      “How are you doing, sir? You had to go to the clinic, too.”

      Mr. Moreau held up his bandaged hand. “It looks worse than it is. She didn’t know what she was doing. Just a couple stitches here, a couple there.” He gestured at his face.

      Collin’s gut clenched. He wanted to reach up and brush his fingers across the man’s handsome cheek, comfort him, help him. Love and affection welled up in his throat and then caught there with nowhere to go. He didn’t have permission to take such liberties. Instead, he dropped his eyes.

      “I hope they heal quickly.”

      “They will. They’re nothing.”

      Collin dropped his hands to his thighs. Now that he was here, feeling the distance between him and Mr. Moreau, a sick sort of certainty was gripping him. He fixed his eyes on the edge of the bed. He couldn’t force himself to look any higher.

      “I don’t know if I’m doing this right, sir, but according to my contract, if there’s something I can’t talk to Mr. Reevesworth about, I can talk to you. Could we do that tonight, sir? When there’s someone else available to watch Artemis, could we talk in private?”

      Mr. Moreau said nothing for a long moment. Collin forced himself to wait, to say nothing more.

      “Tonight, then, after dinner in the sitting room.”

      “Yes, sir. Should I go, sir, give Artemis space?”

      “Yes, I’d better see if I can get her to sleep.”

      Collin rose. He was getting better at rising from a kneeling position on the floor without reaching for something to help him up. He nodded in a half bow and slipped out of the room as quietly as he could.

      There was nothing else to do now. He walked through the living room, picking up items that had been left out. He checked the bathroom, but Damian was still using it, so he couldn’t clean it. He checked the kitchen. It was spotless. He wiped up one crumb on the counter and then made tea. The bathroom door opened and closed. Damian’s and Mr. Reevesworth’s voices mingled in the hallway and receded toward the playroom. The door opened and closed. When they were in there, it was almost like they weren’t in The Residency. The room was so well soundproofed that almost nothing escaped the place.

      Collin drank his tea leaning against the counter. Thoughts crystalized and turned over in his head. So much had changed in just a few weeks. It was Saturday. Only two weeks ago he had been getting ready for his shift at the bar at this time.

      Is any of this even real? Can it last?

      A strange, irrational desire to throw something, to see if the dream would shatter, rushed through him. He gripped the warm mug in his hand, staring at the wall, seeing not one spec of its shape or color. Things like this didn’t happen to people like him. He lived in the real world, where one made tough decisions and sacrifices and cracked jokes to mask the pain and lied about how much it hurt.

      He made a second cup of tea. He held it without drinking it, just breathing in the smell. Any moment it felt like he might wake up, might roll over to find that he was still in the pantry living with the roaches and the stench of cheap weed.

      Don’t fuck this up. Except he probably already was fucking it up. And if it wasn’t real, if it couldn’t be, he needed to know. Now. Before tomorrow happened.

      Before he gave another chunk of his heart to every single man living in The Residency. Before he gave them more of his helplessness.

      He drank the rest of the tea. And then, just for the hell of it, he scrubbed the floor, the table, the table legs, the pads under the legs, and finally the chairs. He was considering how to clean under the refrigerator when his phone buzzed.

      Medi’s is on its way. Can you put it in the warmer until Richard and Damian are ready?

      Collin’s fingers curved over the screen, typing out Yes, sir. He paused, finger hovering over the send button. It felt right. He sent it.

      He couldn’t very well handle food in the clothes he was wearing. He’d been all over the floor. He went down the hallways, grabbed new clothes, stripped off, and took a two-minute rinse in the shower. He was dressed in flannel lounge pants and a loose long-sleeved shirt when a knock came at the door. He checked the peephole and recognized the delivery girl. He grabbed cash for a tip from the drawer by the shoe rack and opened the door.

      The food smelled good—it always did. He tipped the girl and took the food into the kitchen. On autopilot, he put the reusable metal take-out containers in the warmer box and set the table. Partway through laying out the plates, he realized he’d only set three places. He paused, gazing at the table.

      He should set a fourth spot. It was what he ought to do. He’d been asked to prepare dinner. But he couldn’t bring his hands to do it. Instead, he set a fourth place setting out on the counter. If Mr. Reevesworth wanted him to add it, he would do it then. If he was ordered to do it, then it wouldn’t feel wrong.

      You’re flying off into space. Collin heard the warning. He was warning himself. And yet he was distant from it. He wanted to be here. He wanted it to be real, and yet some part of him was pulling back, preparing for pain.

      He was going to go do something. But what it was he hadn’t yet told himself. And he knew it. Internally, he turned his back on the thought that was coming. He didn’t want to see it.

      Mr. Reevesworth entered the kitchen, freshly showered. “Collin.” His voice was soft, affectionate. He held out an arm. Collin went to him at once.

      Mr. Reevesworth kissed the top of his head. “Only three place settings, boy? Trying to tell me something? Or is Émeric staying with Artemis?”

      “I don’t know, sir. I just…I just set three places.”

      “I think Émeric is coming out here. As much as I love you on your knees, I think you’d better sit beside me tonight.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Collin added the fourth plate setting to the table.

      Mr. Moreau arrived next, blinking a little from being in low light too long. He joined Collin in dishing food onto the plates. Within a minute, Damian, also freshly showered and subdued, appeared. He went to Mr. Reevesworth first, and the two had a moment, mostly just leaning together, foreheads touching, hands tangled together, and then they parted. Mr. Reevesworth drew out his chair and checked with Mr. Moreau, then waved to both his subs to sit.

      The food was good. Why didn’t it taste as sublime as normal, though? He loved this, this companionship, the warmth, the quiet. There was little conversation. Both Damian and Mr. Reevesworth were in post-scene withdrawals, and Mr. Moreau seemed to be in his own little world, but each man was aware of everyone else, passing the Parmesan cheese, fresh in a grater, pepper, extra olives, and pickled vegetables with a general wish to make the meal pleasant for their companions. It all made Collin’s throat ache with need.

      Collin cleaned up, Damian joining him. Mr. Reevesworth and Mr. Moreau disappeared together. Left alone in the kitchen, Collin and Damian worked together quickly and quietly with an ease that felt old even though it was new.

      “I am sorry,” Damian said as they finished. “I wanted to have given you a better example today. And don’t”—Damian raised his hand, a little bit of authority in his voice—“don’t cheapen this by letting me off the hook.”

      Collin gulped back the very words Damian had anticipated. It left him with nothing to say. He twisted the towel in his hands and looked down at the floor. It was still clean.

      “Thank you for being there for me.”

      “You’ve been there for me.” Collin swallowed awkwardly.

      “Hug it out?” Damian asked.

      Collin flashed him a smile. He met Damian halfway and wrapped him in a two-armed hug. If it’s the last time, make it good, Collin. He closed his eyes against the thought and shoved it away. Instead, he squeezed Damian tighter and then stepped back. “So, are you going to go sleep on that swamp of a bed of yours?”

      “It’s comfortable!” Damian retorted, but he was grinning. “And yes, after the working over our dom gave me, I’m going to need every layer of softness it’s got.”
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        * * *

      

      Collin waited in the soft dark of the sitting room, the city lights spread out below on two sides. He heard Mr. Moreau’s almost silent footsteps on the wood floors and carpets. He turned.

      Mr. Moreau had two tumblers in his hands. He set them on coasters on the closest table between two sculptures that made Collin think of martial arts movies without really being able to say why.

      “It’s Moscato. This one is only 5.5% alcohol. I drink it when I want wine but also a fairly clear head. Would you like to try?”

      “You didn’t have to.”

      “Consider it a sign of respect, Collin.”

      Collin accepted one of the glasses from Mr. Moreau’s hand. He picked up the other glass for himself. Collin tasted the wine. It was pleasant. Notes of fruit and honey layered into the flavors. He allowed himself a second taste and set it down. Even if it was a weak wine, he didn’t want to be influenced for what was coming next. That thought he had been avoiding was hurtling toward him.

      He turned to face Mr. Moreau and dropped to his knees. His eyes found the stripe of wood floor in front of the man’s bare feet and fixed on it.

      “Collin.”

      “I would like to know what I’ve done wrong, sir. And
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