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  This book is dedicated to all my kinky friends out there. Here's to you. Keep doing what you do and make the world a kinkier place.
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  Introduction

From Idea to Fruition


This book was an idea that I had a long time ago, and at first I thought it was way too dark to publish once I'd written it, but then I considered that if I enjoyed the tale, others might as well. 
So, the story of Robyn and Ricardo came about. I often read (and even write) more passive bottoms, but Robyn is anything but passive in this story. He's got a dirty mouth, and he is the first one to tell someone that he's no flower in need of protection. He does what he has to do in order to survive in a very harsh world. He stays in a life that he never chose to be in because it is comfortable and known, and like so many people who are in terrible circumstances, the devil he knows is better than the devil he doesn't know. He imagines that there are worse things out there than what he deals with, and struggling with this along with drug addiction makes his choices slim to none. Then along comes Ricardo, and his whole world begins to change.
It's cliche, but he's not fragile like glass; he's fragile like a bomb. The truth, of course, is that Robyn is searching for someone to be entirely his and who lets him be himself, the bratty, snide, and sarcastic person that he is, but more than anything, he wants someone to take care of him in ways he's missed. His life has been altered from what most people would understand, and he doesn't know what to do when his heart is snared. 
He has various encounters in this book, both good and bad, but who he is never changes. Even at the worst moments, when he is morose and depressed by what's become of his life, he still has a bit of fire inside, something that even the most vicious things cannot quench. Ricardo falls for that fire, and together, they learn how to temper the flame.






  
  Trigger Warnings


I've tried to list the possible triggers in this book, but of course, I cannot list every trigger that every person has. I've limited it to the most common trigger warnings and the ones that would be the most impactful to someone. 
Please remember to curate your own experience when you read. Do not read things that are going to upset your mental health, and take heed of warnings. This is a dark story, and references a lot of dark moments that aren't directly on screen. There is a happy ending, so never fear, but getting there is a long and arduous journey for our characters.
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  Chapter One

Dusk and the Street Light


“Fuck, man,” Robyn Jameson groaned, lying back in the dingy bed. 
It wasn’t much more than a thin mattress lying on the floor, but it was better than the ones that the streetwalkers had to share in the common room. At least he got a modicum of privacy here. He let his dark blue eyes drift closed for a moment but woke back up with a start when he heard someone move the curtain that separated his space from the next one. He saw Danny White, his blond hair bound, his slender frame shaking a bit in the dim light. Robyn smiled and moved over a little.
Danny climbed into the bed, wrapping his arms around him. “Don’t get caught in here, honey,” Robyn told him. “Last time Daryl almost broke your arm.”
Danny smiled into Robyn’s thin chest. “Don’t worry; he’s off at a meeting with the big boss man. I can take a nap with you.”
Robyn, or Dusk, as his fancy little business cards read, was a lot better off than some whores in this place, he guessed. At least he got his own space and didn’t have to fight for a street corner like Danny and the rest of them. Granted, he only got these perks because of what he’d been through to get here. Sighing, he rubbed Danny’s back as he fell asleep on Robyn. He soon fell asleep as well, and as usual, his thoughts wandered to that exact thing, how he got to this place.
Waking up when his phone buzzed in his pocket, he shook Danny awake with great care.
“Hey, honey, gotta go. Gotta go make the money,” he said, winking at the shorter man. “Got a job.” 
Sliding out of the bed, he stripped off his dingy white t-shirt and loose blue shorts. He rummaged in the trunk at the end of his bed and pulled out some work clothes. Next, he shimmied into a pair of low-rise skinny jeans and a pair of chunky red heels. He slid into a skintight red T-shirt with a low-cut neckline and glanced at the grimy mirror on the wall. He’d found the mirror, cracked in several places, in the garbage. Fluffing the wild black hair that never seemed to lie down around his face, he sighed deeply. He really needed it cut again, but he hadn’t had the money to try and go to a place during the day. Honestly, he also was too strung out on whatever he’d taken, or he was just too sleepy from the night before.
Grabbing a packet of lube and a condom from the bowl beside the bed, he slipped them into the almost too tight pockets and rushed down the stairs. Danny followed him down, pausing at the door to the common room where the other streetwalkers slept. 
Robyn stopped and put both hands on the shorter man’s shoulders. “Honey, get someone tonight. Daryl’s going to beat your ass again if you don’t bring home your pay by this weekend.”
“I know, Robyn, I know. I’ll try,” Danny said with a sad smile. “But I’m not like you. You hit the corner, and they come from nowhere to have a go at your ass. You’re an Escort, you ain’t streetwalker trash like me, Sugar. Even when you work a corner, the johns can tell. You got a different sort of class to you, something I’ll never have stuck down here,” he sighed and then grinned, and Robyn knew Danny didn’t blame him for that situation.
Robyn had been on the receiving end of Daryl’s “punishment” more than once. At least now that he was a high dollar whore, he had to go easier on him. It didn’t mean Robyn didn’t still get knocked around when he had a rough run. Robyn felt bad for Danny and the other Streetwalkers because they got into this life because they had to, for one reason or another. Robyn honestly didn’t remember a life before working in this place, a brothel named Freias Tempel. Everyone that worked it called it the Temple, though. Danny was a couple years older than him, and when Robyn came up from Below, they became friends when Robyn stepped in between him and Daryl one night. 
Danny’s parents had kicked him out of the house for being an “abomination” when he came out as gay and genderqueer at fifteen. His devout Catholic family told him never to return because they wouldn’t have someone possessed with such demonic evil in their household. Danny had nowhere to go, but he found others like him on the street and spent time in shelters and food kitchens when he could. He turned a trick now and then for some money, and one night, one of Daryl’s boys saw him working in their area. He followed him back to the soup kitchen and told him he’d pay the price if he kept working the Temple’s territory. Danny didn’t want to get hurt, so he stopped. 
At about that time, a congenital heart defect he had under control flared up and no one would help him. He went to Daryl Truman, the man who ran the Temple, knowing that he made deals for people sometimes. The deal was simple, surgery to save his life for whoring on the corner for a couple of years. Of course, he took it. He didn’t expect drug addiction. So, Robyn had it a little better, in some ways. No one forced Danny into what became sex slavery when he was thirteen years old, though.
Robyn paused in the large bathroom and pulled out his makeup kit from his box on the shelf and spent a few minutes putting on a little here or there. He didn’t go for the heavy makeup like Danny did; he didn’t want to look like the painted girls around here. His look  was supposed to be a rough, strong whore, not one like Danny, who moaned and huffed like a horny housewife. Nothing wrong with that, but Robyn’s aggressive approach to his clients often left him battered. They enjoyed it, and Robyn didn’t mind. He often wondered why he didn’t mind when he ended up bruised and sore.  
Finished with that, he then pulled out a silken bag where he kept his cleaning supplies. Making sure to lock the door, he then did what he needed to do. It was such a second nature thing by this point; it didn’t bother him, this cleaning himself thing, though at the beginning, the first time they held him down and did an enema on him, it had mortified him. Now, cleaning up was just getting ready for going to work, and nothing to be embarrassed about. There was little that could embarrass him anymore. He didn’t want to be walked in on, though, in any case. He cleaned out his supplies, washed his hands, and put everything away in the box kept on the shelf by the others. Only the guys who bottomed had to worry about this stuff, and he had a little resentment that the girls had it so easy.
Going down to the street one over from the main building, he positioned himself in the pickup location. He pulled out a cigarette and waited. As an escort, they weren’t supposed to let on that they worked at the main building. Sex work was illegal, of course, here in St. Louis. Sometimes he wished he lived in Las Vegas or something. They had to be careful and avoid the cops, or better yet, give freebies to them to keep them off their tails. Robyn had given more than one cop a blow job for being left alone. The young ones Below and the ones upstairs, they never left the main building they used. However, to reach the basement or the top floor, the clients had to pass a strict vetting process, and many of them were already being blackmailed.
Robyn turned twenty-three this year. He had been doing this for almost a decade. The idea wasn’t his at first. Those days were brutal, and he didn’t want to think of them. Now, though, he was fine with what he did. Granted, to keep the memories at bay, it took a shot of booze and a syringe of heroin most days and some sort of pills at night, but he wasn’t an addict. He really wasn’t. He could stop if he wanted to. Sighing, he flicked ashes into the street in front of the lamppost he stood at. He thought of it as his and Danny’s because this is where Danny stood and where clients picked up Robyn.
Running a hand through the eternally mussed hair, he took a deep drag off the cigarette. He glanced at his phone. Daryl’s bitch, Erica, was the one that took the calls for the “escorts.” Escorts, what a name. They were no better than the whores in the brothel house or the younger ones, called the Kitz, down Below where Robyn had started out when he was thirteen years old. It was like they wanted to make the fact the johns paid more for them a big deal or something. As if they were better than the other whores. He supposed they had training the regular streetwalkers didn’t. To Robyn’s mind, a whore was a whore. Danny could just as well be standing here waiting on a scheduled rendezvous. This one was super secretive though, so it must have been someone important. The instructions were not to ask any questions of the driver when he arrived to take him to the john’s house. 
As expected, a few minutes later, a black car with deeply tinted windows pulled up next to him, aligning him with the back-passenger door. Dropping the cigarette butt to the ground, he ground it out with his toe, and pulled the door open to get in. Robyn knew that, even though this client had paid a lot of money for this, Robyn would be lucky to receive a quarter of it. After a while, they pulled into a garage and the driver, a non-descript man in a black suit and shades, opened the door and led him to an elevator. Robyn stepped in. The driver leaned in and touched a button. He nodded and left as the door closed. 
This is certainly one of the more secretive meetings I’ve had, he thought to himself as he looked around what was a nicely decorated elevator. The mirrored surfaces of the walls reflected back at him, and he noticed the decorative, beveled edges at the top, bottom, and sides. The buttons lit up green as the floors were passed, and the selected button for the top floor had a bright red glow. Twenty floors, to the top, he thought. He thought of the song Take it to the Top and smiled a bit. He loved eighties music.
Robyn adjusted his shirt and checked his face again in the back of the doors. He sighed. It wasn’t the first high dollar fuck he’d taken like this. Despite his youth, his expertise secured him high-paying clients. Plenty of wealthy perverts wanted to sleep with individuals resembling underage people but lacked the courage to do so. Ones like Robyn fit the bill. At twenty-three, he still looked like he was in his teens, especially since he’d never made it over five feet six inches in height. Had something to do with malnutrition or something, he guessed. It wasn’t like they gave a lot of well-balanced meals down Below. The elevator came to a stop and opened, and he stepped out cautiously, looking around into what appeared to be an entryway for the penthouse apartment. 
He’d never been in such a beautiful place. The elevator had opened into a wide, open foyer, and faced a large bank of windows. A living room near those windows to the left side featured an expensive flat screen TV built into the wall and many electronics that he did not know how to use. The right side led into an open dining room separated from a kitchen by an L-shaped bar. Everything looked state-of-the art and brand new. He blinked and walked across to the windows where they looked out across the city of St. Louis. The view was amazing, and he knew from the elevator it was twenty floors. It looked like he was in one of the taller buildings in the area. He pressed both hands to the window and stared for a long time. He gasped at the breathtaking city lights and the motion surrounding him. 
“It is a beautiful view,” came a voice behind Robyn, making him jump out of his skin, almost.
“Fuck!” he yelped, covering his chest with both hands when he turned around. 
He blinked because rarely did he get johns so…beautiful. Robyn refused to define his sexual preferences, but the truth was that the strong, dominant johns attracted him more than the wimps that didn’t know what the hell to do with him. They annoyed him.
The man was taller than him but had incredibly neat black hair. His hair almost seemed to suck in the surrounding light, Robyn thought. Trim around the ears and the back, with a bit of length on the top, it accented the lines of his squared jaw and high cheekbones. The lines of his clothes were impeccable, creases in perfect positions, and his red tie perfectly centered on his neck. His wide eyes were rich, dark brown and in perfect symmetry around a strong nose with a slight bump in the middle. Underneath that suit had to be a well-toned body based on how well the suit hung on him. What caught Robyn’s attention more than that, however, was the look on his face.
The sadness etched around his eyes was so deep that Robyn was sure most people didn’t bother to notice it at all. The worry lines and the absence of laughter lines, all of it made significant statements to Robyn. He was standing there just staring at him, hands tucked behind his back, in his pristine suit, looking like he was talking to anyone except a whore he called in.
Robyn licked his lips, tasting the gloss heavily at that exact moment. It was strawberry flavored. He ran his hand through the hair on the left side of his head and stared away from this heavenly man. Tonight wouldn’t be so bad, maybe… Of course, a pretty john didn’t mean getting treated well. Sometimes the exact opposite happened. Some of his most harrowing experiences had been at the hands of a john that looked really well put together.
“Uh, yeah, um, very nice, um, I guess you know who I am…” he said, glancing to the window and back to this stoic man again.
“My name is Ricardo. What is your name?” he asked rather stiffly and formally.
Robyn swallowed. “Oh, uh, Robyn, er, my card says Dusk, though, so yeah…” he stammered. He was a veteran. Why was he stammering around a john like this? This was about the most basic thing in the world. He was supposed to present as an aggressive and tough whore, not like Danny and some of the others.
Ricardo nodded. “Robyn. That’s a nice name. Can I call you that, or would you prefer Dusk?”
Robyn blinked and looked up at him with abject shock. “Oh…no one ever says that. I mean, other than to ask me why I have a girl's name.” He cleared his throat. “Robyn’s fine, though. I like my name, Dusk is the one I got given.” 
The other man didn’t smile, which didn’t help Robyn relax about the situation. Robyn smiled instead. “So, yeah, you paid for a whole night, so whatever you want to do with me, I’m all yours,” he said, his voice shaking a bit at the end because this guy was just looking at him.
“Follow me,” he said, giving a curt nod and turning around. Robyn tilted his head to the side, noting the nice curve of Ricardo’s ass and nodded in appreciation. Those were some toned glutes. 
He went after him into the back part of the huge penthouse to a door. He opened it and motioned for Robyn to go in. Robyn did, finding himself in perhaps the fanciest bedroom he’d ever seen.
“Oh wow,” he muttered, turning around and looking. For a moment, his filter slipped. “Holy fucking shit…” He bit his lip. He had to stop cussing around this guy. “Uh, sorry, I didn’t mean that.” 
The place was resplendent with beautiful paintings of landscapes on the walls. In the center of the room was a large, round, canopied bed with black velvet curtains draped around it, currently pulled back by red silk ties. Robyn walked in and ran his hands over the soft bedding, in absolute shock at the beauty of it.
“Do you like it?” Ricardo asked behind him, which was a strange question. What did it matter if his whore for the night liked the bedroom?
He got a handle on himself again. “Who wouldn’t?” he answered, exhaling as he turned back to see Ricardo just watching him with those deep brown eyes. “Um, sorry, I’m usually in hotels with my johns, not many take a whore home with them. Hell, half the time I don’t even make it to a bed with them.” He winced again. He needed to stop talking like that. This guy was rich. He didn’t want someone with low standards. If he didn’t watch himself, this guy would send him back, and he would get nothing out of this.
“This is one of my properties, not my actual home,” Ricardo answered. “I stay here sometimes when my wife is too sick to return home between her doctor’s appointments or I have early meetings in my offices in the lower levels of this building.”
“Oh,” Robyn nodded. The fact the guy had a wife didn’t surprise him. These richer clients often had wives. “Um, so should we get down to business? I mean, I don’t care what you want to do, but you paid for me, and I’m here.”
Ricardo stared again. “I am afraid I am new to doing this.”
Robyn nodded. He wanted to tell him no shit. It was quite obvious this was his first time having a whore in his bedroom. He was way too formal and nice. “Well, we gotta start somewhere. Believe it or not, sex with a whore isn’t much different than sex with someone else.”
“No, I mean, I’m new to doing this, this whole situation,” he explained.
“Oh, never had a guy before?” he asked, arching a brow. He often noticed rich men experimenting with sex workers because they feared their wives or the public would find out. “No different than a girl, just a different hole and you need lube so as not to catch your pubes on fire.”
Robyn was sure he saw a red tinge rise to the other man’s light brown face. His darker skin tone made it hard to tell, though. 
“You misunderstand. I have never been with another person.”
“What?” Robyn asked, blinking rapidly for a moment. “But… you’re married.”
“My wife and I have never had relations.”
Robyn blinked. “You have never had sex with your wife?” 
“Our marriage was a political one, and she has been battling a slow growing brain tumor for the last ten years since we were married. She has gotten several times worse in the last few months. A…friend gave me your card and suggested that you might help me ease some of the stress associated with her dying days and my work,” he said, still as though talking about the rain. Even talking about her impending death, the only emotion on his face was the seemingly permanently etched sadness. “I’m a gay man, though I married her young, and I have never had relations with another despite her assurance I could. I feel as though the stress of my work and her coming death is too much, and having a distraction might be necessary.” 
Robyn stared for a long time. “Okay, well, I can work with that. So, what do you want to do anyway?” He wondered at the long, detailed explanation. It didn’t matter, really, why he’d never had sex before, but it seemed he wanted Robyn to understand. Strange, Robyn thought.
Ricardo shook his head. “I…I do not know. I am unsure how to proceed at this point.”
Robyn shook his head and kicked off the chunky heels he was wearing and then stripped his shirt off, revealing his far too thin body, and the unmistakable fading track marks on his arms. Lately, he’d been more careful about it and had been shooting up elsewhere. As careful as he had been, he still left marks now and then when he used his arms. He then crawled onto the bed and sat down in the middle and gestured for Ricardo to come over to him.
“Take off the coat and tie, businessman,” he said as Ricardo got to the end of the bed. “Not being done by a guy in a tie. Unless you want to use it for something else,” he said, but he was sure that he didn’t catch the innuendo associated with that comment.
Ricardo mechanically removed the tie and the coat, dropping both to the floor and kicked his own shoes off to the side. Robyn pulled the packet of lube and the condom out of his pocket and laid them on the sheets before he patted the spot in front of him. Ricardo sat down at the end of the bed and watched him with eyes that were showing a bit of curiosity if Robyn didn’t miss his guess.
Robyn sighed and crawled over to him, this time straddling his lap and looking into his eternally sad face. For some reason, he really wanted to see that face in a different expression, knowing great beauty existed in this man. He set about unbuttoning the white shirt to find out what was underneath it. Not disappointed, he found a well-toned chest and stomach. Robyn hummed in appreciation as he ran his hands over him slowly, running his fingers around each of the dusky colored nipples. His skin was several shades darker than Robyn’s pallid tone, so his hands stood out against him starkly. He saw that Ricardo’s hands were beside him on the bed, so he grabbed them and clamped them firmly on his ass. Ricardo’s eyes widened, but he didn’t let go. 
“You really haven’t done this before,” he said softly, grinding against his lap until he felt Ricardo harden between his legs. After a little bit, a significant pressure was against him, indicating that this man had something to work with. Growing excited a bit about things, Robyn felt his own body reacting to the situation and the stimulation of grinding against someone.
Robyn felt his hands squeezing his ass now, so it appeared he was getting into it. Good, he had hoped he would be a bit more dominant, instead of letting him do everything. He’d really been in the mood for someone to take control from him tonight. It had been a hard week with several fucking annoying johns who didn’t have any idea what to do with an experienced escort. 
“There we go, just do what you feel; it feels good to let go, feels good to—”
Robyn didn’t finish that sentence because Ricardo flipped him onto his back on the bed with a surprising amount of strength. Robyn gasped as Ricardo’s fingers fumbled with his jeans’ button. He had a determined look in his eyes and Robyn couldn’t help but smile at the seriousness in his face.
“Hold on, let me,” Robyn said, shimmying out of the tight low-rise jeans and laying on the bed to wait for him. Of course, as tight as those jeans were, no underwear lay underneath.
First, Ricardo stared, taking in his body. Robyn had thrown his arms wide; his legs were askew, and one knee was slightly bent. Ricardo moved to kneel over him and began tracing his fingers lightly over his body, first running them across his jutting ribs, tracing the dip of his collarbone, and then following the light trail of hair down from his belly button. He stopped there at the top of his pubic hair. Robyn wondered if he was going to do anything else, but thought that he’d simply continue this gentle form of exploration.
He didn’t expect Ricardo to practically attack him first with his mouth. Robyn gasped as he began trailing his tongue all over his chest and stomach while his hands roamed down his thighs and hips, fingers probing, pinching and pressing into his body. Robyn let him, though. It wasn’t like he could tell him what he could do; he paid a pretty penny for this. His stroking and touching of his cock surprised him; it felt like a lover’s touch, not just a fuck toy’s. 
Ricardo’s tongue trailed down his belly now, and he found his way to Robyn’s cock, which had come to attention even more with all the touching and fondling, something he honestly never had happen in his encounters. Most of the johns were out to fuck him as many times as they could for the money they paid. Ricardo began to lick and suck him slowly, experimentally. He’d had johns interested in this, but never one that seemed to be trying to really go to town on him. He was doing everything he could to try and stop from going over the edge, but there just was no way. He tried to tell Ricardo to stop, to wait, but just as he was about to say something, Ricardo swallowed down hard on him, and he couldn’t stop it. His eyes rolled up, and he felt the tightening of every muscle in his body.
Ricardo sat up and stared at him for a moment, then wiped his mouth. Robyn couldn’t believe it; he never went off before his john. Never. Robyn could feel the heat on his face, and he knew he had never been so ashamed in his life. One basic was not to orgasm unless the john wanted it. Never.
“I’m so sorry, I’m sorry, fuck, fuck, I don’t—I can’t…oh please don’t tell them that happened, I…oh fucking hell,” he gasped. “I just…that doesn’t happen…and I…” he stammered; sure he was going to get knocked back down to being a street corner whore for this. All it took was one john to complain, and Daryl would bust him down.
Instead, though, Ricardo tilted his head to the side, then dropped down again. Slowly, he continued to explore Robyn’s body with tongue and hands. Robyn gasped as his hands slid down underneath and probed at his entrance. Ricardo pushed Robyn’s legs up; seemingly fascinated by watching what he was doing. Again, he surprised him when he pressed a finger inside him without warning. 
“Oh fuck,” he muttered as Ricardo continued to probe him and brushed his prostate, causing his cock to jerk and start dripping and another explicative to escape his lips.
Ricardo ignored anything he said, and continued to finger him, finally sliding a second finger into him, and trying to hit that spot again that made Robyn moan and curse. He became very adept at it after a few tries. Robyn wasn’t sure he couldn’t keep himself from going over again at this rate. It was as though he was trying to figure out how to make him orgasm. Finally, though, he withdrew his fingers. Robyn released a sigh and started to reach for the lube and condom beside him. He should have remembered that his john had no idea what he was doing, and he just told him to go with what he wanted to do.
Ricardo flipped him to his stomach, and Robyn was about to say something about the lube and condom. He thought maybe he wanted to see what he was doing better like before. He had plenty of johns that liked to finger from the back, so it wasn’t unusual, and with the way this guy wanted to see everything, it made sense. He was wrong.
He heard the packet open behind him, and he thought he maybe knew what he was doing from watching porn or something. There was a second’s pause, then Robyn screeched in surprise as Ricardo slammed his full length into him without warning. He wasn’t small at all by the feel, Robyn thought as tears came to eyes and he balled his fists. Robyn felt him deep in his guts, so he was long, but more than that, he was thick. He had no idea how thick, but to have all that rammed into his ass without much prep hurt like a son of a bitch. He felt Ricardo’s hands tentatively on his hips as he held still for a moment.
“I did something wrong,” he commented.
“Goddamn mother fucking hell, son of a fucking bitch!” Robyn growled out. “Fucking slow down with that giant ass dick of yours!”
“I…am sorry…I should stop?” he asked.
Robyn shook his head, biting his lip. “Too late now, give me a second. You’re a fuck-ton bigger than your slender goddamned fucking fingers…” he said, panting through it. “So much for hand size meaning anything about dick size, fuck!” Any attempt to avoid cursing went out the window when struck with sudden pain. He supposed he hadn’t said anything yet.
It wasn’t like he hadn’t had johns do this before, get to it faster than expected. It didn’t make a difference though because it hurt like a son of a bitch every time someone slammed into him when they had the equipment to cause him pain. Part of the reason was Robyn had an uncanny ability to heal faster than others, and one reason his johns came back to him is they said he never felt like fucking a well-used boy whore. Pretty sure he hadn’t used a condom, Robyn wasn’t worried about it, especially if the guy was a virgin. He doubted that at first; not now.
Robyn panted for a second, letting the pain pass. He was going to be sore several days after this. The stretch and the burn were going to make sitting a little difficult, but he didn’t think he’d bled. That was a good thing. Bleeding on the client was bad. 
“Okay, okay, move,” he finally gasped out as his body responded to being filled and Ricardo’s huge cock pressing into his prostate. 
It didn’t take long for Ricardo to find a good rhythm, and one that tortuously rubbed against Robyn’s prostate. Robyn hadn’t had a guy make him cum once in months, let alone twice. As it was, he certainly sounded like a whore every time Ricardo’s cock stroked against him inside. He never panted and moaned like bitch, that was Danny’s thing. He supposed if the john was good, it made a difference.
“Please orgasm again, while I am inside you,” Ricardo said, stroking his hands over Robyn’s hips and thighs.
“Fuck, I can’t cum on command,” Robyn said, moaning several times before he finished the sentence. He’d never had a john’s cock feel so amazingly good before, but maybe it was just because there wasn’t a condom separating them.
Ricardo pulled out and turned Robyn to his back, moving back up between his legs and sliding into him with much less gusto this time. By now, though, Robyn’s body had stretched to accommodate him, and Ricardo was dripping copious amounts of pre-cum as well, lubricating the way even more as he pressed into him. Robyn’s eyes rolled up and he let out a pent-up groan of pleasure because damn. Then, to Robyn’s surprise, Ricardo grabbed his cock and started stroking him in time with his thrusts. Robyn’s toes curled as he felt it building below his stomach. 
“Fuck, fuck, good fucking gods,” he repeated. Ricardo kept angling to find that place inside him, and driving him completely insane. This fucker learns fast, Robyn thought. He learned really well, and really fast.
Finally, it crashed into him again, hitting him hard and making him arch his back up off the bed and clamp his legs around Ricardo’s waist to pull him in as deep as he could. Ricardo closed his eyes, releasing inside him. Robyn could feel him pulsing and the strange sensation of being filled by someone. He panted as he fell back to the bed, sweating a bit from the exertion.
“Holy fuck,” Robyn breathed as he felt Ricardo pull out and the unusual sensation of the fluids leaking out of him onto the bed. He didn’t bareback, and he had no idea how fulfilling it would be. “You’re like the fucking best goddamned fuck I’ve ever had,” he said, rolling his eyes a bit as his body began coming down. 
Ricardo was quiet for a bit, still kneeling between Robyn’s spread legs. “Can I take you to the shower and do it in there?” he asked.
Robyn blinked, looking down to see that the man was hard again already. Holy shit, he thought, getting a look at him for the first time. He had to be like nine inches and as thick as his fucking wrist, granted he had slender wrists. That might have been exaggerating, but not by much. Okay, it was exaggerating a bit. Still. The man knew how to use it.
Robyn nodded slowly and stared at him. “Daddy, you fuck like that, you can fuck me all goddamned night.”
“Do that again,” Ricardo said suddenly as he stood up, staring back into the bed at Robyn with eyes blown wide.
“Do what?” Robyn asked, crawling to the end of the bed and looking up at him.
“Call me that again.”
“What, Daddy?” Robyn asked, arching a brow. 
It wasn’t the first time he’d called his johns that. It kind of slipped out now and then, and none of them really responded to it. He supposed in a way he felt like he needed someone that could handle him and that was so damn difficult to figure out.
It didn’t take long to realize that he definitely had a bit of a kink because before the night was over, he thought he’d be limping for a week. He’d never seen someone so enthusiastic about fucking a whore before in his life. Being slammed up against the windows in the living room had been interesting in an exhibitionist sort of way. The shower sex had frankly been amazing because Ricardo was freaky strong and able to pin him against the wall with ease. Luckily, by the time they got in there, Robyn was dripping wet, and the water didn’t bother him.
Finally, they both fell into an exhausted sleep in the big bed. Robyn, though, always dreamed without his nighttime hit. So, Ricardo woke up when he heard Robyn talking. He blinked wearily and looked at the boy beside him. He’d become twisted up in the sheets and was sweating profusely while he muttered in his sleep.
“Mmm, no want my Momma, leave me ‘lone…leave me…don touch that…no…want Momma, stop it…that hurts…” Ricardo caught him say among the unintelligible things he was whispering and blinked at him.  
Ricardo reached out and pulled the young man into his arms until he quieted. His hands brushed up and down the inside of his elbows, where he felt the needle marks. No wonder he couldn’t sleep, he thought to himself. The boy was an addict and escaping his past inside a needle and who knew what else. Feeling pity and horror, he realized he’d taken advantage of someone like this. He’d used this boy for his own benefit, and he hadn’t cared what had happened to him before this night. Despite his instructions to send the boy to his driver at dawn, he cradled him until the sun came up. He instead tucked him into the blankets and dimmed the lights so he could sleep. To call the number on the card and make a request, he headed into the kitchen and found the phone. He might not lift this boy out of the life he was in, but maybe he could make it more tolerable for him.

      [image: image-placeholder]Robyn woke up slowly and sluggishly and went to stretch, only to wince as he realized how sore his ass actually was. He groaned as he looked around. Still dark, that was good, but where’d his john go? He got up, dressing slowly and then walked into the living room. When he did, the shudders opened automatically and Robyn realized it wasn’t dark at all. It had to be after one or two in the afternoon. 
“Who the hell are you?” came a different voice behind him.
He turned around and stared at a younger man than Ricardo. He knew he looked like he was a mess. Even after the shower, he still had smudged eyeliner around his eyes and more than a few bites and suck marks on his exposed neck. The man was standing there, staring at him, and he didn’t know what to do.
“Angel.” He heard Ricardo’s voice from the other side of the room, the kitchen, he thought. “Why are you here without ringing me first?” Ricardo asked, dressed in a blue suit today with a gray and blue slate colored striped tie as he came into the foyer.
“I…I came to see if you’d be home tonight, who is this?” he asked, still looking at Robyn.
“None of your concern,” he said to the other man named Angel, and looked at Robyn. “The car will take you back; it is waiting at the bottom of the elevator. Press the G for my private garage that you came in through. You will hear from me soon.”
Robyn nodded nervously and hurried past the other man. He got into the elevator saying nothing. Well, that was awkward, he thought to himself. However, it sounded like he might have got himself a regular now that would make things a lot better for him. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Devan Sullivan sat at the desk and looked over some of the information that had come in recently on some of their cases. He eyed the pictures of sex workers downtown and wondered how many, if any, were there by choice. He swallowed hard, thinking of what he’d gone through all those years ago, and for a moment, it was all he could think of.
“You okay?” Lyric Seath asked as she sat down on the desk, her long, blonde braid swinging in front of her.
“Yeah, just that case of the kid that’s missing. I think we might be dealing with child trafficking,” Devan sighed, closing the folder.
The phone rang and Lyric grabbed it. “Sentinel Investigations. This is Lyric, how can I help you?” She paused and then nodded. “Just a minute, he’s right here,” she said, passing the phone to Devan, who frowned but took it.
“Devan Sullivan.” 
“Devan, it’s Randal Marks,” came the response.
“Marks, hey, how are you doing, man?” Devan said, relaxing a bit. Randal was another private local investigator that he had worked with before.
“I’m okay, but I was wondering if you had any new info on that sex worker group you were looking into? What’d they call it, the Temple or something?” he asked, frowning.
Devan could imagine the rather pudgy man as he spoke. Randal was in his forties and had a lot of experience under his belt, though, so he was a good resource, especially for Devan since he’d only been doing this the last year.
“Yeah, we’re looking into the Freias Tempel. Looks like a regular brothel so far, but I think there’s more to it. In particular, I’m worried we’re dealing with underage victims out of that place. I’ve got a missing kid we’ve traced into that place, and I’m worried.” Devan pinched his nose and sighed. “But what are you looking into them for?” 
“I got a tip from Vice that a missing person I’ve been looking for a long time might be there. He’s been missing since he was thirteen, so if he’s been there, you could very well be right. Can you fax me what you have on the place?” Randal asked.
“I’d be careful. We’re thinking there’s some cops on the take around that place. When I call and ask any questions, I get shut down quickly. My contacts at the FBI have been the only ones who are forthcoming with information, and I gotta admit, most of those contacts are in the wrong division. They’re all in organized crime. But they do have a foot in the door, I hear. Not sure what, exactly, but it may be more organized than just a bunch of locals setting up shop,” Devan explained.
Lyric got him a cup of chai as he was sitting there, and Devan nodded in thanks, sipping the hot liquid. Randal sighed on the other end. “What do you want to do?” 
“Well, on my end, just keep me informed if you find anything I don’t send you. We can work together on this, and maybe bring down something bigger than us,” he said with a nod.
Randal paused. “Alright, I can do that. Thanks for the help, Devan.” 
“Yeah, no problem, man. Just keep me in the loop.”
Randal said, “Anyway, it was good to talk to you and I look forward to seeing if we can’t figure out some of these cases.”
“Same, Marks. I’ll get back with you on those files, and send anything over you have, alright?” Devan said.
“Okay, see you later!” 
“Same, bye!”
Devan hung up the phone and pursed his lips. “Interesting. We might be working the same case as Marks.”
“Well, whatever it takes to bring this Temple down, especially if they’re trafficking in underage,” Lyric nodded. Of course, she too, had once been an underage victim, much like Devan himself. More than anything, bringing down these types of places was a passion they shared. Of course, they also shared a bed some nights.






  
  Chapter Two

Rose Petals and the Heart of Glass


Robyn stepped out of the car and felt his breath catch. It was so late, and he knew Daryl wouldn’t like that. He was supposed to be back much sooner than this, and while he appreciated the fact that Ricardo had let him sleep, he was still nervous. It had been almost three by the time he got in the car. He swallowed a ball that had formed at the back of his throat and made his way to the next road over where the Temple was located. He thought for sure he was going to get it from Daryl. Peeking into the building, he sneaked past Daryl’s front office. 
“Yo, Robyn, get your ass in here,” he heard Daryl yell out.
He sighed and hoped this didn’t end badly. He felt out of sorts, to say the least. Honestly, his ass ached right now, and he just wanted to grab something and sleep it off before tonight. He stepped in and found Daryl glaring at him. Daryl was an imposing figure, but then Robyn guessed he had to be considering what he did. Heavily muscled, he stood taller than most of the people in the Temple. He kept his head shaved and had cold, gray eyes. He had tanned skin, and an attitude that belied working in the industry a long time. Robyn knew he had been here when he started, as well, and he had no idea how long before then.
“Yeah?” he asked slowly.
“I got a phone call this morning,” he said.
Robyn’s heart beat faster. Had he called to complain? Had he made Ricardo mad? He’d kind of hoped that he’d call for him again…
Daryl remained silent for a few seconds. “Looks like you did a good fucking job,” he said finally. “He wants you exclusive. Pretty fucking adamant that no one else fuck you except him. He said he’ll call on Friday or Saturday night and will keep you however long he wants before he sends you back. So, there you go, got yourself a pretty sugar daddy, huh?”
Robyn did his best to push down the excitement. Getting an exclusive was everyone’s dream. Only one person to have fucking you? It was the best possible thing to happen to someone in this life. 
“How much is he paying?” Robyn asked finally, because he wanted to know exactly what he was getting.
Daryl grinned. “Let’s just say that you won’t have any issue getting the best drugs you can, so just keep that fucker happy, and you’ll be good. Get some rest, but I got a new boy coming in tonight. I want you to show the ropes. He’s got a bit of experience; little bitch was trying to turn tricks in our area. So, we gave him an offer, and he doesn’t like the thought of dying, so he took it,” Daryl said with a sigh. “You don’t have to go out on his johns with him tonight, just get him used to the way we do things.”
Robyn nodded. “Yeah, sure, boss,” he said, practically stumbling out of the office and up the stairs. He grabbed his kit and shot up before he could really think much more. He fell back into the three flattened pillows, stared at the ceiling, and let his mind wander. It was easy to do when doped up like this.
“Robyn!” he heard by his ear. He looked over at Danny. “Hey, babe! I heard! You got an exclusive!”
Robyn smiled. “Yeah, but goddamn my ass is still fucking sore,” he muttered as he sat up, wincing as pain shot up his spine. “I think that bastard fucked me in every room of his apartment.”
“Who is he?” Danny asked, kneeling in front of him.
Robyn shook his head. “Name’s Ricardo, that’s all I know, real secretive and shit. Fucker was a goddamned virgin before last night,” he muttered, standing and popping his back.
“Wow,” Danny said with a sigh. “That’s rare. So, what do you think you’ll do now?”
“I got tagged by Daryl when I came in, guess there’s a new whore that needs to be shown the ropes around here.” Robyn stopped, kissing Danny’s forehead. “You go get a few good ones tonight, okay?”
Danny nodded and headed back down to the commons. Robyn rummaged through the small trunk at the end of the mattress, pulling out a pair of worn jeans and a threadbare T-shirt. These weren’t anything special, just some clothes he wore around the building on the rare nights he was off. He guessed he’d be off all week now. He paused, thinking about that. No working the weeknights meant he could actually just rest. He didn’t think he’d been able to do that in a long time. To him, though, resting meant popping some special K, shooting up, or doing some benzos. At least now he could afford to buy them, and even get some for Danny.
He headed down to Daryl’s office to find a nervous looking blonde man sitting in the chair across from him.
“There you are, you think your fucking special now, slut?” Daryl asked, glaring at him. “Get to fucking work. Just because I can’t put your ass on the corner don’t mean you get to lay around.”
Robyn sighed, nodding as he looked at the new guy. Appearing to be in his late twenties or early thirties, he had long blond hair pulled back in a ponytail, with clear blue eyes. He didn’t wear makeup, but he didn’t need to. An oval-shaped face and a slim nose gave him an elegant look. He had thick eyelashes and eyes that tilted down at the outside corner just slightly.
“Come on, I’ll show you around,” Robyn said with another deep sigh. 
The blonde stood up and followed him into the hallway. “What’s your name?” Robyn asked, as they entered the common room.
“Charlie,” he breathed, looking around as various people got ready for their night. 
“Yeah, whatever, you don’t have to worry about names or anything. So, this is the common room where the streetwalkers sleep. You’ll sleep in here. Wherever you can find a spot, but don’t take someone else’s spot. Daryl doesn’t like fighting,” Robyn said as several male and female workers left. Most of the streetwalkers were women, of course, but there were a handful of men. “You’re responsible for all your own shit, so even fucking condoms and lube. If you don’t have any cash for ‘em, you go without. Trust me, you don’t want that to fucking happen. None of the fuckers that call for us fucking boy sluts give a shit about that stuff.” 
“Do you stay here?” Charlie asked.
Robyn shook his head. “Nah, I’m an Escort, I’m up on the second floor. Here, I’ll show you around, but don’t fucking get caught up here any other time, you’ll get the shit beat outta you.”
Robyn led him up the stairs and into his room. Robyn leaned down and rummaged in his locker as he flopped on the cot. Digging out a joint, he smiled. He’d thought he still had some in there… He found a second one, and held it out to Charlie. The other man tentatively took it. He looked around the small, partitioned area. He frowned.
“So, why aren’t you down there? What’s the difference?” he asked.
Robyn blew out smoke slowly as the heady feeling hit him. Damn, he was going to get hungry really quick. Smiling mildly, he leaned over and lit the joint for Charlie. Charlie proceeded to inhale a deep breath and immediately started coughing. Arching a brow at him, Robyn shook his head. A whore who didn’t smoke weed, who would have thought? He let the weed take a little bit more effect before he started telling him about the place. Knowing the guy would want the complete run down, he knew he had to be high. He didn’t even like to think about what he was going to talk about.
“Okay, see, this place is a whore house. I know you got that. Well, whore houses are real illegal. If you been on the streets much, you know that you can solo whore without an issue. Cops’ll leave ya be most of the time. Well, I suck a few cocks to make sure, you know. Not so much anymore. Anyway, so the streetwalkers work the streets around the building. There’s nothing special to it, just if you get picked up, you don’t work for no one,” Robyn said, pausing to draw the smoke in for a moment. “Now, up here, we’re Escorts, and we have calling cards,” he said and pulled one of his cards out of the trunk and handed it to Charlie.
Charlie looked it over, nodding. “Do the streetwalkers ever move up here?” he asked.
“Nah, we get special treatment because we came up from Below,” he said, sighing again.
“Below?” Charlie asked with a frown lining his face. “What’s that?”
“The Kitz,” Robyn said. “Escorts started out as Kitz. That’s where the perverted fucks go to get their rocks off. That and the porn that they produce and traffic. Mostly movies and pictures and shit. But the Kitz come in as underage. Teeny porn and shit. They figure that we’re trained well, so we can be trusted with the high-dollar clients,” Robyn said with a shrug.
Charlie’s face twisted in disgust, but he hid it quickly. Robyn still caught the look, and found that incredibly interesting. “They keep underage kids here?”
“Yeah, about eight of them at a time, we work Below until we hit street legal then we get calling cards and a bit of space for ourselves. I was thirteen when I came in,” he said, looking away from Charlie and drawing deep off the joint. “Thirteen to fourteen is the age for the Kitz, and they stay down there until they’re eighteen. That’s what the perverted fucks like, you know. I think one of the girls is going to come up street legal soon, Kerry.” Robyn looked away for a minute, his mind fighting with him for memories. He shook it away, literally shaking his head and looking back at Charlie.
“Then, up on the third floor you got the Courtesans. They’re here by choice and have exclusive clients.”
“He said you were with an exclusive?” Charlie asked, glancing at him again.
“Yeah, got a fucking rich boy. It’s nothing special, the guy just never fucked anyone before, so he’s all fucking possessive and thinks he wants me all to himself. He’ll get bored after a couple weeks, then I’ll be back to taking calls again,” Robyn said with a deep, and incredibly sad, sigh. “Sucks, though, it is so much fucking easier to be fucked by one than a dozen…” he muttered.
Charlie nodded. “So, um, how many am I supposed to work a night?” he asked tentatively.
Robyn shrugged. “However many you can get. As long as you bring back money over what you owe them, you’re good.”
“What I owe them?” he asked, sitting down beside Robyn on the cot slowly.
“Yeah, they charge you for everything, so be fucking careful. If you get dope or shit, comes out of your money. They’ll charge you for whatever it was they got you in here for, you were tricking in their territory, yeah?”
Charlie nodded. “Yeah, I was—”
“Doesn’t matter why, man. You gotta pay for that. Usually, that means you got a minimum you owe for tricking in their area. So, whatever that amount is, you gotta pay before they let your ass go. And trust me, you don’t want to fucking try to run out on your debt. They will throw your ass in the river,” he said and realized he didn’t have much of his smoke left. He felt pretty good now. Charlie hadn’t taken another hit and handed his back to Robyn. Robyn put it out and put it up in the trunk.
Robyn stood up and smiled. “Come on, gotta start working tonight or your ass will be sorry,” he said and led Charlie back down the stairs and out of the building. They walked for a bit until they got to a corner not too far from the building. “So, stand here, get a john, get the money, and come back. Do it again and again until you got as many as you can get before sunrise. And don’t be late back. Daryle does a check to make sure everyone’s in the house about thirty minutes after sunrise, whatever time that is.”
Charlie nodded and looked up to see a car coming by slowly. Robyn elbowed him. “Look at you, lucky little fuck. Already got one interested, and in that crappy outfit too. Not bad.”
Charlie glanced down. He was wearing a pair of jeans and a plain T-shirt, not too dissimilar to what Robyn had on. “Um, what’s your name?” he asked tentatively.
“Robyn,” he said as he headed back
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