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Tim's doubts about his assignment vanished when he saw Richard’s house appear at the end of the drive. It was a huge place, almost as big as the entire training academy where he spent most of his life. Sure, he was only an apprentice, but at least he was getting hands-on now. He was excited to be placed with Richard Huntington—a superhero and millionaire. The house instantly had the theme song of Batman running through his head. Tim could be the perfect little sidekick.

The large car stopped by the front door, and Tim gathered his few things. He pulled the headphones from his ears, smoothed out his hair, and prepared to make the best first impression of his life. His brand-new shoes crunched on the gravel drive. They were uncomfortable, but his usual trainers wouldn’t do in this situation. Richard Huntington was wealthy. Filthy rich. Filthy, dirty, rich. The more Tim thought about the dirty side of the money, the tighter his pants pulled around his groin. His good impression was going out of the window. As he tugged the tatty holdall that was his life from the car's boot, an elderly gentleman opened the front door and started down the few steps to the car.

“Master Fisher, welcome,” he greeted, holding his hand out to Tim. “I am Tyler, the house manager.”

“Uh, yes. Pleased to meet you.” Tim resisted the urge to drag his sweaty palm down his thigh before extending it towards the man.

“Is that your only bag?”

“Yeah, that’s everything,” Tim remembered the day he had started at the academy. With school uniforms provided, he needed truly little personal stuff. Tyler held his hand out for the bag, unmoving from his pose. Tim conceded and released the handle into the man’s grip.

The car pulled away, returning to the academy it had come from, leaving Tim entirely alone to face the man waiting inside. He had been taken aside by the headmaster to be informed about his post-education success. Richard Huntington took one apprentice each year, and Tim hadn’t allowed himself to hope for one minute that he would be the one. Yet here he was, following the butler into a mansion.

“Mr Richard would like you to join him in the study. I will take your bag to your room.” Tyler rapped his knuckles against a solid wooden door.

There was no audible reply; Tyler paused for a few seconds before opening the door. “Master Tim Fisher, sir.”

Tim’s throat knotted as he tried to swallow. His legs almost forgot how to walk, but a deep breath calmed his nerves, and he stepped into the room.

“It is an honour to be working with you, sir.” His greeting came out perfect, just as he had planned, but Richard barely made eye contact with him.

“Brandy or whisky?” The man walked to a globe, which opened smoothly to reveal bottles of booze in the centre. Richard was broad and stocky, but Tim noted the beginning of a beer belly. It wasn’t an unpleasant look to a man; Tim took it as a sign that the rich man could at least enjoy where his money went.

“I—er—don’t drink, sir.” Tim couldn’t take his eyes off the man who moved before him. The application information had shown a picture of a man posing in his supe’s suit. He was standing tall and proud, tanned, clean-shaven. He may have been pushing fifty, but the silver fox look suited him. Tim had the uncomfortable realisation that he had been more attracted to the man’s money than the opportunity. Richard wasn’t the most active super, he didn’t live in a high-crime neighbourhood. Tim faced the prospect of more evenings staying home than heading out. With that photo to cling to, it seemed a win-win situation. The real thing didn’t look anything like the cover photo suggested.

“Whiskey, then.” He poured two half glasses and then walked to Tim.

The air tightened around Tim as the man extended the glass to him. He didn’t drink, but how would Richard take his refusal if he didn’t take the offered beverage? How long would he have to keep it up if he did? Already, Tim felt like he had made the wrong choice.

“Is it Timothy, or do you go as Tim?”

“It’s just Tim, sir, thank you.”

“Perfect, Tim.” The man’s knuckles brushed Tim’s. “Call me Rich because I am.”

“Thank you, sir.” While he had initially planned to milk the situation for a comfortable and easy apprenticeship, this wasn’t what he had hoped for. He had boyish charms that gained him a large amount of leeway, even from his straight tutors, but he seemed to be getting too much attention.

“Relax, I’m not going to bite,” Richard threw back the drink in one large mouthful. “Unless you want me to!”

Tim cringed just at the sound of it. His gaze dropped to the clear liquid as he pondered his fate.

“Maybe you’re just tired from your travelling today?” Rich’s fingers touched gently against Tim’s forearm.

Wasn’t he the one who picked this remote place hoping to woo a sugar daddy? Now that the role was reversed, he should have been leaping joyfully. But he hadn’t planned on anything serious. A little flirting to help his situation was one thing, but selling his body wasn’t part of the plan. Tim had to conclude that he was only tired from the trip. Richard had been presented in such a good light Tim was sure he was reading the situation wrong.

“I am tired, sir.” Tim bit down on his tongue. This ‘yes, sir, thank you, sir’ had to stop. It came too naturally; he was expected to address school Masters in this way. With a billionaire brushing up against him, it was all wrong. “Would it be alright if I rest in my room, please? Who knew sitting in a car all day would be so wearing?”

“You are a peach. Of course, you can. I’ll have Tyler show you up.”

“Thank you.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow then.”
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Rich watched Tim sway in his place. He couldn’t deny the lad looked shattered, but he had been hoping to spend some time getting to know his new house guest. This lad was perfect, beautiful, handsome. The round of his backside was apparent even in the baggy trousers that hid it from view. Rich had to see his beautiful new trophy naked. His computer sat in darkness on his desk—he’d turned it off in the hopes of spending the evening with Tim. He sat back in the leather chair and powered up the beast again.

Rich clicked on the surveillance feed and watched Tim and Tyler heading up the stairs. He manually changed cameras to track them through the large house to the apprentice suite. His view of Tim didn’t stop there, which made him tingle with a child-like naughtiness.

Tim looked around the large room, and Rich followed him, switching views between the cameras in each corner. It wasn’t exciting; the lad picked drawers to unpack his clothing into, but he did it with a look of awe that gave Rich no doubt his money impressed yet another of the academy students.

Tim headed into the bathroom and began stripping. Though there was a camera in the room, it was angled to protect his student’s dignity. Rich could only see the door and sink, but he knew the shower was running; he knew the lad was naked, just out of view. It made him hard. It always did. It was his dirty little secret.

He poured himself another drink and thought about the less physical side of his new charge. Yes, he had been instantly drawn to the young man’s looks. He was tall, well-built, strong, and supple. He had soft blue eyes, strawberry blond hair, and a cute smile, even when posing for profile pics.

He picked the boy for his looks over his power. Tim’s looks were precisely what he wanted. His powers only added to the excitement. Physical powers were familiar enough amongst supes, and mental powers were rarer but not unheard of. Tim had mental abilities—he could manipulate the world around him without touching it. Power levels were given between one and one hundred. Tim’s levels were recorded as untapped at 30%. That was low. He had never taken a student with levels under 70% before, but ‘untapped’ changed everything. It meant Tim was using power without even trying, without thinking. That power level — as simply residual power — meant his focused power could be off the charts — if Tim knew how to tap into them. That ‘if’ caused Rich a few sleepless nights, but he had no doubt his choice was worth the risk.

Rich picked up his phone and dialled for Tyler’s room. “Please take some supper up to our new guest.” He was going to spoil this one with everything his riches could afford. It wouldn’t be long until the boy was putty in his hands.

“Right away, sir.”

Rich watched the house servant on the monitors, not because he didn’t trust him but because he was lazy and had nothing to do. In the morning, he would show Tim around the house and grounds and get to know him a bit better, but for now, it was all long-distance and one-sided.

Unaware he was being watched, Tim left the shower and shed his towel in the bedroom, replacing it with pyjama bottoms. He looked impressed with the size of the room. Of course, he did; Rich knew the size of the dorm room the boy would have shared with up to four other boys. Tim was still topless when Tyler knocked on the door.

“Supper, compliments of Master Rich.”

“Uh ... wow, thanks.” Tim stepped back to let the butler wheel the trolley into his room. “So much stuff?”

“I wasn’t sure what you like,” Tyler replied. “Trust me, sir, I will learn your favourites quickly.”

Rich watched with interest. He approved of ‘Master Rich’. In his mind, it was akin to ‘Lord Wealthy’. He watched Tim’s selections from the assortment provided. Tim ate an annoyingly healthy range of food, sticking to mainly fruits and crackers, leaving all the sweet cakes and biscuits. Judging by how frequently Tim glanced at his watch, Rich supposed it was more because of the lateness of the day. He longed for a demonstration of his superpowers. He was not to be so fortunate today, but just watching his apprentice moving around his room had Rich hot and stiff in his trousers. For now, that would be enough.
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Tim slept surprisingly well, considering the changes he was adjusting to. He was used to sharing his space with his roommate, often noticing his absence if his roommate was away. He was also used to a much smaller room.

For the first time in many weeks, he hadn’t spent the night tossing and turning with fears about his placement. Now it was here, and it was real; he was excited. Tim was naturally an early riser; something drummed into him at school since he was eleven. Now, he couldn’t stay in bed if he tried. He did his usual exercises, push-ups, sit-ups, and jumping jacks. Then, he had a shower and dressed long before sunrise. There was nothing else to do but wait and nibble a few pastries from the leftover supper trolley.

However bored he felt, he would only leave his room once it was bright enough to explore without needing the lights on.

Tim waited so long for the knock on his door that he jumped when it came. Rich knocked twice and then entered, brimming with energy and enthusiasm.

“Good morning, my young charge. Did you sleep well?”

“Uh ... yes, thank you, sir.” Tim fumbled for words as Rich walked in and made himself comfortable on the edge of the bed. While he may have wanted to protest the lack of privacy, the fear of offending his mentor kept him quiet.

“I’m glad you’re dressed. Let’s head down for breakfast before we spend the morning testing out just what the academy has sent me,” Rich declared, standing back up and waltzing back to the door with every expectation Tim would follow.

Tim checked his watch to ensure it was as late as he thought. There wasn’t much morning left for him to show off his ability. Rich’s aloof attitude didn’t reassure Tim that Rich even cared.

Rich showed Tim every room in the house—they didn’t miss a thing—and Rich talked about everything down to the paintings on the wall.

“I love the brushstrokes in this one.” Tim shared his interest in art with his mentor. He’d finally found common ground with the man. Rich liked buying art, and Tim enjoyed making it.

“Brushstrokes?” Rich leaned in and studied the painting. “Hm. I guess.”

“I studied art at the academy, sir.”

“I don’t think you can study to be an artist. Either you are talented, or you’re not.”

“I don’t think I’m quite this standard, but maybe if I keep practising—”

“That painting is worth seven hundred thousand pounds,” Rich interrupted. “It would take a lot of practice even to come close.”

“Seven hundred thousand pounds?” Tim blushed. He could buy a whole house for that price. Maybe even two.

“It takes skill or situation to be worth that amount.”

“Oh, I’m not saying my attempts are worth that much money.” Tim blushed.

“Of course not. Why would you? Your talent is your superpower. That is what gives you value. This painting is worth almost two million pounds.”

Tim looked at the painting at the top of the stairs, to which Rich had proudly attached such a high price tag. It was pretty and well-drawn, but Tim couldn’t see the value. Rich had paid more money than Tim would see in his lifetime.

“How do you know they are real?” Tim pondered. “They had us copying great masterpieces at the academy. Some of the students were quite good.”

“Supes doing forgeries, huh?” Rich laughed.

“We weren’t forging, we were learning.”

“I know, I’m teasing you.” Rich nudged Tim with his elbow.

Though he was sure it was meant to be friendly enough, the frequency of Rich’s touches made Tim uncomfortable. Wherever he moved to avoid the man, he always seemed to find a reason to slide over.

“I did find one of the academy students had a gift for forgery, ooh ... it has to be nearly eight years ago now. A first-year student painted them. Can you believe it? An eleven-year-old kid painted a piece of work, and I couldn’t tell it was a fake. I managed to sell it to an old nemesis of mine. Quite the laugh. He still doesn’t know it’s not the real thing.”

Tim smiled but didn’t find the words as humorous as Rich.

Tim tried thinking back. Had he even been studying art at that age? There
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