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After three days, Danny began to think
that he was going mad. The butt plug inside him didn’t let him have
one moment when he wasn’t thinking about Ace. It filled him with an
ache for something more, and his own fingers, when he tried to get
himself off, didn’t appear to have that much effect. He wanted a
cock, big and strong, inside him, and just the thought of it made
his cheeks burn with the humiliation he felt.

Ace had promised there would be a next
time, and he wanted to believe that the guy hadn’t just pulled a
prank on him, letting him squirm day and night with that thing
poking him all the time. What guarantees did he have, anyway? That
was just a criminal’s word, and Danny was stupid to believe
him.

And now, he was at this fucking charity
event, and he had to sit, enduring the butt plug and its constant
pressure, with no possibility to relieve himself, unlike when he
was at home and could find any reasons to take another
shower.

He looked at his plate, somewhat
enjoying his misery. After tonight, he’d take it out. Ace wouldn’t
know.

“Mr. Finnagan, good evening,” someone
talked and made him look up.

He was startled to see Detective Larson
staring at him from above. His dad had warned him not to talk to
the detective again, but there could be no harm in saying hello,
was it? “Good evening, detective,” he mumbled.

The detective looked even more handsome
than in his work clothes. He wore a different suit, and the
expensive cut complimented his frame well. He had broad shoulders
tapering down to a lean waist. Danny couldn’t help comparing the
man with Ace. Ace wouldn’t look that good in that kind of suit; he
was too brawny, too rough. He was from the wrong side of the
tracks; he’d look out of place at a charity event, to begin
with.

“Are you by yourself?” the detective
asked.

Danny’s dad was mingling with various
business prospects, and his mom was probably drinking her head off
with other wives in the same league as her. “No. I’m here with my
parents.”

How strange that sounded, as if he was
a kid questioned by an adult.

“May I have a moment of your time?”
Larson asked. He searched his chest pocket and took out what looked
like a cigarette case.

Danny nodded. “Yes, of
course.”

Larson gestured with his chin. “Then
join me out on the balcony.” He waved with the hand holding the
cigarette case. “It’s a filthy habit, I know. But I just don’t seem
able to get rid of it.”

He seemed friendly enough, unlike
inside that cramped interrogation room, where Danny had felt as if
he couldn’t breathe. Plus, it would seem suspicious of him to tell
the man no, seeing how he was alone at the table and didn’t appear
to have other things to do.

Therefore, he got up and followed
Larson through the sea of people. The detective was firm and
polite, and Danny found himself entranced with the way he moved, so
sure of himself, the owner of a masculine grace he himself didn’t
possess. If he were more like that, his dad would approve of him
more.

Between the half a bottle of brandy he
had imbibed with until now and the pressure of the butt plug in his
ass, he needed some sort of distraction and a bit of fresh
air.

Larson held the door for him and then,
he was the one to follow, as they headed toward a quiet spot on the
balcony. Only a few other smokers were there. Somehow, Danny felt
as if he had just walked into a trap.

~~~

Ever since he had gotten his
detective badge, Clark Larson liked to believe that he could keep
his personal and professional involvements well separated. Many had
warned him that the cases he would be working on would take over
his life. That hadn’t happened until several weeks ago, when the
shooting at Le Parisien landed on his desk. The witnesses had proven as unreliable or
reliable as he had come to believe people to be, in general. The
shooter had appeared completely out of the blue. He had opened fire
on a well-known media magnate, leaving the man in a pool of
blood.

And he had taken a hostage with him,
although no one had dared to stand in his way. Larson pursed his
lips in disgust. A place frequented by such high-profile patrons,
and the security was unadulterated shit.

The fact that the shooter had taken a
hostage was strange in itself, but what irked him even more was the
choice of hostage. Daniel Finnagan had his seat on the other side
of the restaurant from where the shooting had taken place. The
shooter had lost precious time by walking over to the young man and
grabbing him from his table.

A man with such a precise shooting hand
didn’t seem inclined to make random decisions, especially the kind
that would put him in danger. Yet, for some reason, the shooter had
decided to waste precious time only so that he could drag Daniel
Finnagan along and take him as his hostage.

When the said hostage had landed across
from him at the precinct, Clark’s first thought had been that the
young man didn’t look as scared as he should have looked, given the
circumstances. No, that was a lie Clark told himself. His first
thought had been, politely speaking, that Daniel Finnagan was very
attractive. In not so polite terms, extremely fuckable. That wasn’t
how he usually thought about the people he interrogated. No, never
before had he thought about such things.

The young man had big brown eyes,
looking pleading and tired that day. He had fallen off the face of
the earth for more than 12 hours. Learning of his identity from
another witness hadn’t helped much during that hellish time. The
family hadn’t been informed. Clark had instructed his men not to
make a move until they were sure that Daniel Finnagan had been
harmed. Luckily for all of them, the guy had walked into the police
station on his own, looking unharmed, at least at first
glance.

Right away, Clark had asked if Daniel
would agree to a medical examination. The answer had been a firm
‘no’. A very firm ‘no’. Had Daniel been abused by his kidnapper?
Normally, someone in that kind of position would cooperate, in
hopes that the perpetrator would be caught and forced to pay for
his actions.

However, Daniel had been adamant about
not allowing such a thing. At first glance, he appeared shy and an
introvert. But that stubbornness seemed different; it held a sort
of desperation. Clark couldn’t force him into getting examined, and
there was no reason to believe that the son of the famous and
feared Atticus Finnagan would be in cahoots with his kidnapper. It
didn’t make sense… although Clark had seen stranger things in his
five years of working as a detective.

He made a gesture with his hand and
Daniel walked over to the further side of the balcony without
saying a word. Clark could tell the young man was tense. A charity
event didn’t make for a good interrogation venue, usually, but he
had his reasons to make Daniel Finnagan feel at ease, in hope of
obtaining more information from him.

Clark rested one elbow against the
stone banister and opened his cigarette case. He offered it to
Daniel, but he was refused with a polite wave of the hand. That
gave him time to examine the young man again. He was truly
beautiful, with his big eyes, upturned nose, and dark blond hair, a
bit too long and wavy, making him look like a doll.

A very fuckable doll, he thought to
himself. He would have to get laid soon and stop having such
thoughts about an unreliable witness. “Please, don’t look so tense,
Mr. Finnagan. I don’t intend to interrogate you.”

“Danny.”

“What?”

“You can call me Danny.”

“Alright.” That was the plan. To show
the rich boy a bit of friendliness because Clark could tell Danny
missed it. He could tell a lot about the people he stumbled upon in
his line of business. It was both a blessing and a curse, because
it prevented him from accepting the lies anyone usually used in
their daily lives. It made sense he couldn’t hold a relationship.
And his detective work was pretty much his life.

He gave his companion another long look
and could tell Danny was fidgeting, unsure of what that look meant.
“I apologize if I’m crossing a line, but are you alright? You look
a bit flushed.”

Danny laughed softly, turning his head
to one side. “That has to be the scotch I have been drinking since
I got here.”

It wasn’t out of the ordinary for
someone like Daniel Finnagan to have an alcohol problem. He
probably drowned his misery in any bottle he could get his hands on
as often as possible. Clark was counting on it. He had no mercy for
rich people, who still found problems to complain about when there
were so few reasons in their lives to do so.

He could picture himself hate-fucking
this rich boy. From what he had learned from the already available
information, Danny was working only because his father wanted him
to, as otherwise, he had enough money to never have to work for a
day in his entire life. He was employed, of course, at one of his
father’s companies, but his contribution to the good workings of
the firm was as good as nonexistent.

For Clark, the necessity to work had
never been questioned. Not only he needed the paychecks he got to
survive, but he was also passionate about his work. Danny, so
soft-spoken and veering on the irresponsible, as far as his
behavior was concerned, seemed to have no interests in his life
whatsoever.

Yes, indeed, he could imagine how it
would feel to drive into him from behind, holding him by the hips
and making him accept every insult thrown at him. Usually, Clark
had sex the usual boring way. He’d go to certain places, hook up,
slap a condom on his cock, and fuck some anonymous warm hole until
he blew his load. The stark desire he felt toward Daniel Finnagan
was far from normal.

Of course, he would never act on his
fantasies. He had no intention to commit professional suicide by
sleeping with a witness, or bring upon his head Atticus Finnagan’s
wrath by fucking the pussy boy the powerful man called his
son.

“What did you want to ask me?” Danny
asked and crossed his arms. He leaned against the banister, too,
and tried to look comfortable, although he was obviously not. “I
haven’t remembered anything new from what I told you.”

“As I said, Danny,” Clark said with a
friendly smile, “I don’t intend to interrogate you. Although, of
course, if you had anything new to tell me, I’d be grateful.” He
measured the guy up and down. Danny looked away and bit his bottom
lip while his eyelids dropped. If they were in some seedy gay bar,
where men cruised for cock, Clark would take that as a sign that
the guy wanted to suck him off.

Maybe Danny wasn’t gay. He had read
enough about the guy to know that there was one certain girlfriend,
although no announcement of a wedding was in the works. Or maybe
Danny was dating a rich young woman because his dad said so while
what he truly wanted was a
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