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  one
Brand


Ichanged my shirt for the third time and eyed myself in the mirror. Pale green Oxford shirt with a pattern of blue flowers. I’d worn it maybe once before and I liked the way the green made my tanned skin glow, but was it nice enough? 
“Hey Max!” I called. 
A thump came from the next room of our small apartment and then my best friend responded. 
“Yeah?” 
“Is this place like, jacket and tie fancy?” 
There was a pause while he considered this. 
“No, it’s more like hipster fancy!” 
“Thanks!” If it was hipster fancy then my shirt was perfect. 
I could do this. 
I could have a pleasant birthday dinner with the three most important people in my life. It would be fun. 
Wouldn’t it? 
I wasn’t the kind to get nervous, but something about having dinner in a nice restaurant with my older sister, my best friend (who had recently started dating my sister) and my vampire dom of a boyfriend had me sweating and second-guessing my choices. Maybe it wasn’t too late to call it all off?
I checked my phone for the time and swore. “We have to get going.” 
“Well, yeah man, I’ve been waiting for you.” Max appeared in the doorway to my room, clean and fresh in a crisp blue linen shirt with rolled up sleeves and loose pants. He looked like the CEO of some new Silicon Valley startup. 
“Fine, then let’s get out of here.” I pocketed my phone and wallet and followed Max down to the car. 
“You okay? You seem kind of … wired.” Max looked at me sidelong before starting the car. “Yeah, just.” I took a breath. “I really want you to like Gage, and I don't know what your first impression of him is going to be.” 
“If you like him he must be a good guy,” Max said. “So just chill. Martina and I are cool people, you’re cool, I’m sure he’s cool too. Iit’ll be cool.” 
I swallowed, comforted despite the number of times Max had said the word ‘cool’. Was he nervous as well?
“Thanks Max.” 

      [image: ]Max pulled up outside a concrete wall with a restaurant name stenciled next to an unassuming door. 
“Lot 17? This really is hipster.” 
Max chuckled. “Martina read about it online. Apparently it’ll blow our minds.” 
“It looks like we’ll be sitting on benches in a cold concrete cell, but sure.” 
Someone emerged from the door before we even got close. She had a clipboard in hand and blond hair that feathered around her face. 
“Names please.” 
“Max Hoffman, table for four.” Max gave me a reassuring nod. 
“Right this way. One of your party is already here,” the hostess said. 
I swallowed. Would Gagle be prickly about being kept waiting?
The inside of the restaurant was nothing like its sterile exterior. It was pretty, painted white with lots of house plants and lamps dotted around. The tables and chairs were all vintage mis-matched wood. There were partitions everywhere, as if the place was made up of dozens of cozy, well-designed living rooms smashed together in one building. 
Martina sat at a table for four. She stood up to give me a warm hug. 
“Happy birthday, baby brother.” 
“Thanks, Marty.” I squeezed her against me. Of my closest family, it was always my sister who kept tabs on me, who looked after me. She was my best friend after Max. 
But I still looked away as they kissed hello.
Max took the seat beside her and I sat opposite, leaving the remaining chair for Gage. 
“So, how are you?” Martina leaned her chin on her hand.
“I’m good, really good. A bit nervous about how tonight will go but I’m hopeful.” 
“You think we’re going to embarrass you in front of your boyfriend?” Max teased.
“No, it’s just. Gage’s a little…unusual.” How to phrase this? “He might not look how you expect, so don’t jump to conclusions.” 
“As long as he’s treating you right, he has my approval, B.” Martina glanced at Max. “You’ve met him, right?” 
Max shook his head. “Nope, just heard about him a lot.” 
“Shut up, I don’t talk about him that much.” 
“You literally gush about him every time I see you.” Max rolled his eyes and sipped from his glass of water. “It’s adorable but also pretty annoying, honestly.” 
I blushed. “It’s not like—”
“Are you talking about me?” Gage’s voice was close. 
I startled so badly I bumped my knee on the table, swiveling to look at him. 
Gage had forgone his usual goth punk look for a tailored black suit, probably Armani, with a deep v-neck gray T-shirt under the jacket. He’d slicked back his bright red hair, and left most of his jewelry off. He looked like he’d stepped out of GQ magazine or off the red carpet at a movie premier. 
My mouth went dry but I stood to make the introductions because otherwise I was going to go onto my knees for him right there in the restaurant. 
“Gage, this is my sister Martina and my best friend Max. Guys, meet Gage.” 
Once Gage had shaken hands with them both, he tugged me in for a kiss. It was smoldering hot but I broke it off before it got too steamy. 
“Happy birthday,” Gage said. He ruffled my hair as I sat down. 
“Thanks.” I picked up the menu, my mind utterly blank for things to say.
Martina cleared her throat. “So, Gage, Brand tells us you’re not in college?” 
“That’s right, I have my own business.” Gage looked over the wine menu. “But we met at a campus party. I’m still friends with my fraternity little brothers so I drop in on them now and then.” 
“Sweet of you,” Max said. 
“So, you run your business. What do you do?” Martina flicked through the menu then shut it, fixing Gage with a piercing look.
“Lots of different things. App design, bit of buying and selling, playing the stock markets, you name it.” Gage smiled. Lying came naturally to him — of course it did with what he was. He was constantly lying that he was an ordinary person. 
“That’s impressive.” Martina looked straight at him. “Is it a career though?” 
Gage hesitated, his eyes narrowing ever so slightly. 
I wanted to step in, interrupt but I wasn’t sure how to.
Was Martina really going to do the protective family member thing? Interrogate him to make sure he was ‘worthy’ enough to date me? 
“So far it’s going great.” Gage leaned forward on his forearms. 
My stomach knotted, suddenly afraid of what he might say. 
“I’m planning to expand the buying and selling, open an online megastore, then a warehouse. Hire people to fulfill orders, that sort of thing. In the long run, I’m thinking of an Amazon-style business with more reach, more antiques and luxury items and workers who are paid a decent wage with lots of benefits.” 
My eyes widened. This was news to me. Was this the actual plan or was just bullshitting to sound good to Martina? 
Either way it worked. Martina lapped it up. “Oh, I’d love it if there was an ethical competitor for Amazon. What are your plans for sustainability?” 
The waitress returned to take our orders and when she left there was a moment’s silence, all of us staring at each other. 
Max broke the silence. 
“So, Brand, we got you a present. Do you want it now?” 
I silently sent him thanks, the tension was killing me.
“Of course he wants it.” Martina laughed. 
Max pulled out a gift bag from the floor between him and Martina and set it on the table. “Happy birthday, man.” 
“Thanks.” I hadn’t expected to receive anything, so I was genuinely surprised at the gesture. I pulled the gift bag towards me. Inside was a large, hardcover book with full-color sketches of marine wildlife from all over the globe. It was beautiful, and the thoughtfulness of it struck me. 
“This is… awesome, thanks guys.” 
Gage set a little blue box on the table in front of me. 
I put the book back in its bag and regarded the gift box. Dread pooled in my stomach. 
“Gage, you didn’t…” 
“Go to Tiffany’s? Yes I did. But don’t panic, this isn’t a proposal, just a birthday gift.” 
My stomach unknotted itself. I picked up the box, through the link I could feel that Gage was anxious now, just a touch. Worried I wouldn’t like it? Or that he had picked the wrong thing entirely? 
I focused on feeling as warm and pleased as possible. It wasn’t hard, the book from Max and Marty was touching. Besides,  knowing that Gage had gone to a luxury jewelers, and bought something for me? He not only cared enough to do that, but he thought I was worth something like this, treating me just because it was my birthday? I’d never had a relationship like that before. I loved the way it felt. 
Hopefully Gage felt some of this through the empathic link that connected us. 
My fingers didn’t exactly shake as I undid the delicate ribbons that held the box shut, but I fumbled with it, not sure what to expect. 
A thrill of terror went through me —Tiffany’s didn’t make cock rings did they? I cound’t put it past Gage to have stuck a sex toy in a Tiffany’s box to humiliate me. 
But he wouldn’t do that in front of my sister would he? 
Would he? 
“Come on, Brand, I want to see what it is!” Martina whined. 
I pulled the ribbon off. Inside was a velvet jewelry box. 
“Oooh.” Martina leaned forward. “Fancy. Gage, you’re winning all kinds of points by spoiling my little brother.” 
From what I could pick up from our empathic link, Gage didn’t feel like he was tricking. He felt really content. 
My mind raced. Gage had already given me a necklace with his family crest on it, and I wore it constantly. I didn’t imagine it’d be anything to wear around my neck, a leather cuff or any of the gothic stuff Gage liked to wear wouldn’t have fit in the box. 
I flipped the box open to find a golden ring. It looked like a little knotted string, or, I supposed rope, made of gold. The band was split in two and at the front there were two knots with little ends sticking out. It shone in the restaurant lighting. 
My breath caught. 
“It should fit on your right ring finger.” Gage said. “I measured when you were sleeping one time.” He took the box off me and slipped the ring out. I watched, stunned. No one had ever given me anything that beautiful before. My heart thudded and tears welled in my eyes. I blinked them back, swallowing a small lump in my throat. 
Gage took my hand in one of his, gentler than he usually was with me. I watched as he slipped it onto my finger. It fit perfectly, because of course it did. 
He really had measured my finger while I slept. I had no idea I slept that heavily but then, after one of our sessions I was usually dead to the world. 
Which meant he planned this in advance. I hadn’t expected that.
“Brand.” 
I looked up at Max. Why had he said my name? 
Instead of his face, I saw Max’s phone. I blushed. He was taking photos, possibly even filming. I was at once embarrassed and secretly pleased that the moment had been captured. 
“Thank you.” I turned my hand, admiring the way the gold shone. Then I leaned in and gave Gage a kiss. “Really, thanks. It’s so wonderful.” 
“You two are so cute.” Martina giggled. 
Gage slipped his arm around my shoulders and squeezed, keeping his eyes on my face. “Happy birthday, pup.” 
The food arrived then, which was lucky. Gage using any kind of pet name for me gave me inappropriate-for-being-in-public feelings.






  
  two
Brand


I’d never been in Gage’s car before. It was a sleek, shiny black sports car so low I practically had to fold myself in half to get into it was so low. The bucket seats were leather. It felt like being inside a rocket. The dash was covered in readouts and buttons, and from the silent way it moved, I figured it was electric. 
Gage watched me as I marveled. “You like it?” 
“It’s a wet dream.”
“I want to fuck you over the hood of it.”
Gage’s ability to say incredibly hot things in a completely casual way kept me off guard. I couldn’t respond. I stared at the hood, my pants suddenly way too tight.
Gage pulled into traffic. 
“Not tonight though, that would be a whole me arresting you scenario out in the backwaters, and it’s your birthday. You get birthday sex.” 
“Birthday sex?” I tore my gaze from the hood of the car to look at him. “What’s birthday sex?” 
“Everything just for you, maximizing your pleasure as much as possible.” 
He drove perfectly as we talked, whereas I was sporting a half-chub and barely able to keep my breathing under control. 
“How… how is that different from how we normally are? Because it feels like I get a lot of pleasure every time.” 
Gage chuckled. “Wait and see, puppy. I’ll surprise you.” 
I had no doubt. 
It felt like an age but couldn’t have been more than a couple of minutes before we pulled into the parking garage under his building. 
On the way up to his apartment he was quiet, didn’t touch me or anything, no doubt enjoying the excited nervousness I radiated. I could never predict what Gage was going to do and the anticipation was somehow even worse. 
When we got into the apartment he tossed his keys and wallet onto the table and turned to me. Like the puppy dog I was, I followed his lead and unloaded the gift bags, my keys and wallet onto the table. 
The instant I’d done that, Gage was on me. He leaned up on his toes to kiss me, hands busy undoing my shirt buttons.
“Did you really like the ring?” His mouth found my neck. 
I closed my eyes as he kissed his way up my neck. 
“Yeah, I love it.” 
“I could give you more stuff like that, you know. I’d like to. Buy you whatever you need, shower you with gifts.” 
I moaned softly as he fastened his teeth onto my earlobe and gently tugged. “Sounds sorta like you want to be my sugar daddy.” 
He ran his ice-cold hands up my chest to rub my nipples. “Yeah. Is that a bad thing?” 
I swallowed. “No, not at all. I just… we should probably set the terms of it or something. I don’t want you buying me a helicopter.” 
He snorted against my throat and gently bit my shoulder. “Why the fuck would I buy you a helicopter?” 
“I don’t know, I just know I don’t want one.” 
He pulled back, eyeing me with amusement. “Brand. I want to buy you stuff you’d actually use. Nicer versions of the clothes you have, a good suit, maybe a designer bag to take to college, fountain pens and shit. I have a ton of money and I want to spoil you.” 
I leaned in to kiss him, already missing the proximity. I searched my feelings as I kissed him. In some ways I felt I should refuse his offer. It wasn’t like I was poor, or my family was in trouble or anything like that. But what he offered sounded really nice. 
Why couldn’t I say yes? He wanted to spoil me and I wanted to be spoiled, why not agree? 
“Yeah.” I breathed it, barely audible, against his lips. 
He smiled. 
“Yeah? You mean it? I’ll take you shopping tomorrow if you mean it.” 
I took a deep breath and looked him in the eye so he could see how sincere I was. “Yes, it sounds like fun.” 
“Oh it will be. But first…” Gage swept me into his arms. In one movement I was over his shoulder, arms hanging down his back. He fireman-carried me to the bedroom. I laughed, mostly from surprise, but the act of being lifted, tossed around like I weighed nothing also made me even hornier. 
He tossed me onto the bed and started undressing. I kicked off my pants and boxers and watched, knowing to stay still and not touch him  unless he gave express permission. 
Gage went to the drawer he kept his gear in and came back with a handful of silk scarves, all black and red, because of course they were.
“Scarves?” I couldn’t keep the laughter out of my voice. He’d chained me before, used leather and everything. This seemed so… basic.
“Yep, don’t underestimate them. Lay back.” 
I lowered myself to the bed, content to take orders and see what he had planned. Gage always had a plan and it always worked out well for me. 
He set the scarves down, and gently stroked his hands up my forearms, lifting them and bringing them together in front of me. “Thread your fingers together for me, pet.” 
I pressed my palms together and threaded my fingers. 
He took one of the scarves and wound it around my wrists several times. He pulled it tight and tied a knot. Smirking, he looked down at me. 
“Try and get out.” 
I unthreaded my fingers and tried to twist away, smiling as I did. I liked this game, we’d played it before and it had been incredibly fun and arousing. I pushed one hand up and the other down, trying to get some give, but there was nothing. 
“I can’t.” 
“That’s right.” Gage looped a scarf around the one on my wrists and tugged gently, lifting my arms up over my head and tying me to the bedhead. 
He tied another scraf around my eyes. “You like that?” 
I groaned, squirming in the darkness. “Yeah.” 
The removal of my sight heightened my other senses. What would he do next?
“I could gag you too, but I want to hear your noises.” Gage stroked his hand down my cheek and rubbed his thumb over my lip. 
I moaned. The mention of a gag aroused me so much it was as if he had gagged me. Gage knew exactly how to play me, and I reveled in it.
He moved my legs apart and tied one to each corner of the bed so my legs were entirely spread out. 
“Now. I’m going to hit every one of your erogenous zones.” 
“You’re what?” 
“I have you tied up, completely at my mercy, and I’m going to do all the things I know you like.” I felt his breath on my left thigh so I had a slight warning before he bit me there, a gentle bite that he followed up with sucking. 
I imagined him leaving a hickey on my thigh and groaned. “That’s it, just like that. Let me hear you.” 
He switched to the same spot on the other thigh.
I whined, wanting to twitch away from the intensity of the sensation while also enjoying it. I loved it, but it was so much. 
After a moment of that, Gage sat back. His fingers trailed over my stomach. That didn’t do anything particular for me until his hands flattened out into the vee of my hips, pressing down. 
He wrapped his lips around my left nipple.
I groaned, tingles shooting through my body at the attention. My right nipple got the same treatment and I groaned again, louder. He moved too quickly, getting me interested in one thing and then immediately moving on. Never quite enough in any one place. 
It was the most exquisite torture I could imagine. I wanted to beg him, to promise him anything he wanted if he’d just get on with it and fuck me, but… then he’d stop doing this, and I didn’t want that either. This realization came out of me as a loud, keening whine. 
“Enjoying this, pet?” It was less a question and more of a taunt. 
My breath was coming so fast I wasn’t sure I could respond. 
Gage tapped my collarbone with one finger. 
“Answer me, check in.” 
“Green, yeah, I’m enjoying it, how… how could I not?” 
Gage’s chuckle went right through me, making my rock-hard dick even more solid. 
I imagined his face, the way his eyes crinkled when he smiled, the wicked twist of his lips and a wave of pure adoration washed over me. There was nothing I wouldn’t do for him. 
But… I didn’t know how much of this I could take without just coming unprompted, regardless of whether he touched my dick. 
“Hmm, now, where else do you like? Oh yes…” His hand moved down my body, slow and serpentine, to reach between my legs and pressing against my taint. My prostate throbbed as I arched up off the bed, tugging at my restraints. 
“Please!” 
“You can ask better than that, pet, I know you can.” 
I felt the tiniest, faintest little lick of precum off the end of my dick. 
My voice reached a new octave. “Please! Please sir,  please fuck me and bite me, I’m so hot for you, I’ll do anything.” 
“Don’t promise things you can’t deliver…” Gage’s breath was on my dick. 
I bucked, trying to get some friction. “I mean it, I’ll do anything.”
He pinned my hip with one hand. 
Gage hummed. He started teasing me open, lube on his fingers. I hadn’t even heard him retrieve it. 
“What if I wanted to take you to a club, somewhere we could be observed. Dress you in leather and a collar and make you sit at my feet. Play with you in front of other people? Would you do that?” 
The noise that came out of me in response wasn’t remotely like words. I combined an aroused moan at the thought of publically being his pet with a jolt of pleasure as he pushed a finger into me up to the knuckle. 
“Your dick literally twitched.” Gage’s tone was amused. “You like that idea.” 
“I, yeah, yeah I do.” I grated out the words. “Please, more.” 
“Want to be bound in public? Leashed and me lording it over you? Because I think you’d look super hot that way. We’d be the envy of everyone else there.” 
Another finger. I tried my best to press against it, not an easy feat with him still holding my hips down. 
“Patience puppy, always so eager for me. It’s very flattering, you know, that you always want me this badly.” 
Part of me wanted to swear at him and demand he got on with it, but the far larger part was reveling in it. I felt his pride and his arousal, and it magnified my own need. 
“Okay, I think you’re ready. What do you think?” 
He was pushing three fingers in and out of me and if I hadn’t been tied in place I’d have been writhing. 
“Yes, please sir, please.” 
“Call me Master and you’ll have everything you want.” 
“Master, yes, please, please fuck me!” 
With a grunt he pushed into me. He went painfully slowly, teasing out each inch as he filled me up. Reduced to panting and moaning, I tipped my head back and took it, grateful but still wildly aroused. 
“I’m gonna take the blindfold off, want to see those gorgeous eyes of yours as I fuck you.” 
I squeezed my eyes shut, sure that the light would seem dazzling after being in the dark for so long. But it seemed he’d dimmed the room lights at some point as well. I let my eyes flutter open to look at him, my gorgeous, sexy Master. He had such a tight, toned body, pale skin practically luminous, red hair tossed back as he bottomed out inside me. 
He met my eyes. I wanted to blurt out my affection, tell him how much he made me feel, how much I loved him, but I didn’t need to. The connection between us was so strong, I knew he felt it. 
Besides, I don’t think I could have formed words because he stroked his hands up my chest and started to thrust hard. 
“Maybe next time I have you like this, I’ll edge you all night. Get you just to the brink and then pull back, over and over again until you’re crying. How does that sound?”
I groaned, breathless. 
He leaned down and kissed me hard. His fangs had popped. One of them cut my lower lip. He hummed and lapped at the blood that welled there. 
“M-more…” It was the only word I could say, the only word in my whole vocabulary. 
“Birthday boy, you can have more. You gonna come for me if I bite you?” 
I nodded.
He started a relentless pounding rhythm with his hips, gripped my chin with one hand and sucked on my lower lip, then turned my head to the side and bit into my neck. 
I would never get used to how incredible it felt when Gage drank my blood. I barely registered that he was stroking me. Every atom of me condensed down to the lush, velvet sensation of him feeding. I felt so whole, so abundant, and so… important. 
Yes, part of it was the feeling of importance. 
I gave him something he needed to survive. That, compounded with the fucking and my desperate arousal, and I was coming hard, gasping and moaning out my relief to the ceiling. 
Gage groaned against my neck, bucking into me and filling me just as I filled him with my blood. 
He pulled back and licked my neck, healing the wounds that he’d made, and slowly, ever so slowly, eased out of me. 
I groaned, head flopped back to the pillow and blissed out beyond compare. 
He untied me and pulled me into his arms. “Happy, birthday boy?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Good.” 
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