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This is a Daddy fetish story. That means the words Daddy, sir, and boy are used in their relationship. They form a non-incestuous sexual Daddy/Boy bond, including scenes of correction.

Spanking. Lots of spanking.

The two men are not related. This book is not taboo. If dirty, naughty Daddy stories turn you on and make you squirm in your seat—read on. And yes, there is romance too.

This story also includes on and off-page use of alcohol, cocaine, and ecstasy.

If this content is not for you, please stop here.
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Flying to Japan for sushi wasn't as much fun as it sounded. Not sure why I kept doing it. The flight from San Francisco to Tokyo was tedious. 11 full hours of boredom on the way back. Sure, on the way there, it was fun. Hopped up on alcohol, cocaine, and molly—it was a party all the way there.

Downing tequila shots, snorting some powder, and having group sex in the private bedroom. Or on the seats. Although the flight crew didn't much appreciate the public display of carnal activity.

Doesn't matter. It's my own private jet courtesy of my dad. I can fly anywhere I want. I can do anything I want while I'm aboard. I answer to no one. The world is mine.

Like the song says.

Dirty rich and beautiful.

Life was one big party.

My entire life, no one has ever said no to me. I know it's fucked with my head. I'm not an idiot. I know my life isn't normal. That's why I'm deep-diving into it. I have nowhere else to go.

I slumped in my chair. We still had 6 hours to go until we were home. Nicole was in the bathroom again, barfing. Barfing and sobbing. She sounded distraught. The guy she had come with wasn't talking to her. No small feat in such a cramped space.

I rolled out of my chair, room spinning, and headed to the bathroom. The door was wide open because Nicole was on her knees, face in the toilet. I squatted behind her and rubbed small circles on her back. "Did he say why he's not talking to you ... before he stopped talking to you?"

Nicole's long hair kept falling forward, so I gathered it together and held it at the nape of her neck. I hadn't been able to make out what the couple had been saying. They had been whispering furiously for almost half an hour before Max leaped up and went to sit somewhere else.

"You, Matthew," Nicole answered.

"Me?"

"He let you fuck him."

"I know. I was there."

"He's not gay."

"Never said he was. That doesn't mean he can't enjoy some dick."

"He's regretting it." Nicole sat back on her haunches, reached for some toilet paper, and wiped her lips. "He says it's my fault because I introduced you to him."

"First off, Nicole." I touched her chin and turned her face so I could see her eyes. "Max is an adult. He makes his own choices. And yeah, we were all a bit high, but he sought me out. He pulled me off Amber and launched an attack on my mouth. He grabbed my cock. He pulled me toward him. He turned over on his hands and knees and begged me to fuck him."

"That's not how he remembers it."

I leaned back. "So ... Max is saying I raped him?"

Nicole shook her head. "No. Nothing like that. But he said you coerced him."

"By doing what? I don't remember expounding the joys of gay sex to him. Again, grown-ass man. Presented his hole to me. Actually said the words, Fuck me hard."

"He doesn't remember that." Nicole shifted onto her backside and propped herself against the small sink cabinet. "I was surprised when I heard him say it to you."

Oh, thank God.

"So, you heard him too."

Nicole nodded. I reached out for her and pulled her into a hug. She buried her face in my shoulder and clung to me. Nicole was my best friend. We'd known each other since kindergarten. She'd get over this guy. She always did. This was the first time her breakup was my fault, though. I felt like an ass. But he'd asked for it. I liked having sex with women well enough, but when a guy showed interest ... I was all over it. Nothing beats man-on-man or on multiple men sex.

I identified as bisexual, but it was like an 80/20 percent split. Men 80. Women 20. If I ever considered having a real long-term relationship, it would be with a guy.

I kissed Nicole's cheek.

"I'm so sorry, darling. I'll always be here for you," I said against her ear.

Nicole snuffled through a soft sob. "I know." She hugged me tighter. "Not sure why, but I love you to bits. You've been by my side for as long as I can remember."

"Love you too." I smiled against her hair. "I'm not going anywhere." I shifted. My thighs were burning because of the squatted position I was in. "Except out of this bathroom."

"Yeah, I need to sleep."

We untangled ourselves and headed back to the cabin. Max was still sulking at the front of the plane, pretending to look out the window.

I retook my seat, and Nicole curled up beside me. I threw a blanket over her and tucked it around her. Sighing, she leaned on my shoulder and played with the buttons of my Dior polo shirt.

"I used to think we'd be married someday," Nicole said.

That made me smile. "Me too." When we were eight, we performed a wedding ceremony. It had been very solemn. We had been convinced it was real. That we were a married couple. I had referred to Nicole as my wife for weeks until Nicole's nanny explained to us that children couldn't get married. We'd both been heartbroken.

She peered up at me. "Not going to happen, though, is it?"

"I wish it was different, but you know I need a man to fill that role."

Nicole snuggled closer to me and buried her face against my neck. "I know."

"Sleep." I stroked her hair away from her face. She'd turned into such a gorgeous woman—inside and out. "You'll always be the most precious thing to me."

"Love you," she whispered, then her breathing softened.

"Love you too." I closed my eyes. I would soon join her in sleep. It wouldn't be the first time we'd fallen asleep together. We'd been having sleepovers since we were six. Started in separate beds or sleeping bags—and always ended up together. Our nannies thought it was cute.

When the hormones kicked in, we started having sex. At twenty-seven, we were still at it. Sex with Nicole was like being wrapped in a warm blanket. It felt familiar and good.

I loved her, but not in a marriage-and-family kind of way.

She would be forever in my life; I knew that for sure. Someday, she'd find a guy who could keep up with her. She wasn't as wild as I was, but she was close.

No one had ever told her no, either.

It was just a matter of time. She'd meet someone who got her, and she'd be married and have three or more children she longed for. I smiled and kissed her head. Nicole and I were family. Our parents had never paid much attention to either one of us. Our friendship had been the only significant human contact in our lives, aside from our nannies. One day, our grandchildren would be running around together, getting into trouble. I saw that in our future.

I just needed to find the right man to do that with.

TWO TOWN CARS were waiting for us when we disembarked onto the tarmac. One was mine. One was Nicole's. Amber would get a ride home with Nicole.

Max could take public transport for all anyone cared.

He wasn't one of us.

His little display on the jet confirmed that. The common public tended to have too many scruples when it came to friends and relationships. The close-knit group of wild, trust-fund brats we ran with had its own set of rules. Practically everyone had dated or fucked one another at some point or another. We'd gravitated toward each other in our junior year of high school. We belonged to the richest of the rich families. Our lives were like substance-fueled fairy tales.

Some had joined their family's businesses, taking on high-level executive positions. Come the weekend, though, even they devolved into deviant behavior with the rest of us.

Me ... I didn't have a job. My dad didn't trust me to be a productive member of society. I was left to my own devices each day to find something fun to do.

My choice of daily activities tended to be drugs and sex. The only people who saw me stumble in early in the morning or late at night, legless, and well fucked were the night staff.

To them, I was Master Matthew.

Even the constant stream of men and some women coming and going from my bed chamber didn't raise an eyebrow. They'd been putting up with my antics my entire adult life.

Every morning, I was offered a hot bath after a night out, even though I preferred a shower. The bath with essential oils and rose petals was nice, though.

While I scrubbed the smeared cum off my body, my sheets were changed, and then I was offered an extravagant breakfast in bed. I usually only ate a quarter of it. My sleek and muscular physique was important to me. Not sure what happened to the leftovers.

Wrapped in a towel, I could either eat in my room or dress and head to the breakfast room. It was a large solarium filled with plants and exotic birds. They were noisy, and the room was humid. I preferred to strip naked and have my breakfast on my veranda if the weather was warm enough. The morning after arriving home from Japan was the perfect temperature to sit outside in the nude. The garden workers kept their eyes properly averted.

There were a few taps on my door, and then it opened.

"Miss Carmichael is here to see you."

I waved my hand. "Let her in."

Nicole strode into the room, an elegant, striking example of human perfection. She was draped in a combination of Louis Vuitton and Hermes. I knew because I had been with her when her personal shopper had brought the options into Nicole's extravagant dressing room.

The weekly routine usually saw us with flutes of champagne, reclining on the dressing room's lounge sofas, and critiquing the newest styles. Sometimes, Nicole's shopper would bring a few shirts and pants for me to try on—so I wouldn't feel left out.

It all went on Nicole's account. She spent as much money on clothes in a month as most common people made in an entire year of working. We knew that because we had looked it up. Our staff had refused to tell us how much they were paid each year.

It was out of our control when it came to paying staff. Everything was. Neither one of us had a purpose in life other than to exist until our parents eventually passed away. Then we'd have to learn on the fly. No one had bothered to teach us anything. I planned to sell the family business and live off the wealth my family had accumulated. Nicole planned to do the same. We had no desire to learn how to run the businesses that kept the obscene amount of money flowing.

My dad had billions of dollars at his disposal. I could live high until the day I died and not even make a dent in the money. It would be left to my children. And they would know how to manage and add to it. I'd encourage my children to earn a living—to pursue a passion.

"Morning, darling." Nicole descended into a chair and picked up a strawberry. She took a bite and sucked at the juice. "What's on the agenda today?"

I poured her a glass of what I considered my morning wine. It was light and fruity and paired well with the croissants filled with strawberries and cream.

"Thought I'd look in on the El Camino Del Mar renovation." I had found a cute 5-bedroom house on the coastline, overlooking the ocean. Only 4,500 square feet, but it was so quaint and had such a great view that I snapped it up. An easy 9.8 million was pocket change for my dad.

It would be one of the four homes I owned. The second one I owned was in San Francisco. I also had an expansive villa and vineyard in Italy, as well as a stunning apartment overlooking Central Park in New York.

I moved around depending on the season. I liked New York in the autumn with all the colors of the trees as they changed. Italy in spring, when the grapes were just emerging. I could experience both opposing seasons in California: summer and winter.

I took another sip of my wine. I'd thought about using the vineyard in Italy and opening my own winery. It would be a project that would help keep me occupied instead of letting a local winery buy my grapes. For now, though, I was having too much fun.

It would be there when I was ready.

"I'll take a miss on that," Nicole said. "Amber suggested we spend the day by her pool."

"I'll join you after I'm done. The new floors are ready for me to inspect." I'd chosen white statuario marble for every square foot of the main floor. So far, the installers had not succeeded in meeting my expectations. We'd see what they'd come up with today.

Nicole rose from her seat and kissed my cheek.

"Later, my love."

I watched her go. How could I not? My bed-chamber door closed, and I turned back to my breakfast. I wasn't hungry. I moved everything I had touched onto a side plate. Every time my table was cleared, I made a point of telling the attendant to make sure the food didn't go to waste.

I would never go as far as to ask them if they were eating my leftover food. A question like that might unnecessarily damage their pride if they felt compelled to answer truthfully.

I made a point of treating every staff member with the utmost respect. Sure, I had bad habits that made them uncomfortable. When they walked in on me doing a line of powder, you could see the sadness on their faces. I hated that. I knew they cared for me.

Some of them had been tending to me my entire life. My dad had let me take several of them with me when I moved out into my first house. I owned the house, but Dad still held the purse strings to my life aside from my trust fund. I wasn't even permitted to run my own house.

I dipped into my little glass vial with a tiny spoon and lifted some powder to my nose. I sniffed hard and relaxed. It was the only way I could get through my day.

Reluctantly, I dressed and headed out. I grabbed the keys to my red Lamborghini. The yellow one had been acting up. It was my favorite, but it was being repaired.

It was a nice drive to the new house. I breathed in the sea air as I wandered to the front door. I was met by a gruff, late-50s-something guy. I had to take a second.

God, he's hot.

Broad shoulders, muscular chest, and a bit of a belly, which I loved. He was handsome. Salt-and-pepper hair and blue eyes, with a confident gaze. Hair erupted from the opening of his shirt.

He extended his hand. "I'm Gabriel Hunter. I'm your new contractor. Hopefully, I'll last longer than your last two." When I refused to take his hand, he scowled hard at me.

His surly reaction sent warm tingles through my gut.
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Chapter Two | Gabriel
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I'd been reluctant to take the job when I'd been told it was a young guy throwing around family money to renovate a house that didn't need it. The house had been rewired, replumbed, and impeccably designed by a sought-after contractor and interior designer two years prior.

Marble floors throughout the first floor were unnecessary. They took away from the comfortable beachy feel of the golden hardwood floors, turning the house's atmosphere into something cold and modern. They'd torn out the kitchen, waiting for the floors to be perfect.

Perfect in Matthew Spencer's eyes.

I grunted. Of course, the guy hadn't shaken my hand. I was just a lowly worker. Matthew had fired the last two contractors for lack of vision. Whatever the hell that meant.

He was pretty to look at, though. Thick black hair, cut short on the sides, wild on top. A rough and delicious black stubble beard and warm brown eyes, in contrast to his attitude.

And his tight, hot body.

Jeezus.

Matthew bit his bottom lip and eyed me up and down, then pushed past me into the house. I followed behind as he wandered the entire first floor, staring at the marble.

He pointed to the transition between the marble slabs at the kitchen entrance. "This still isn't right. The colors don't match up well enough. The line is too obvious."

"It's marble. You can't match it exactly."

"I want it closer in color."

I took a long, deep breath. I wasn't going to put up with this shit. I didn't care if I got fired by this spoiled little brat. They wouldn't be able to find a better match for the marble. Reading through the last contractor's notes, the crew had already spent a significant amount of time jackhammering up slabs of the world's most expensive marble. It bordered on sacrilegious.

"I'm not changing it."

Wow.

I'd never seen someone's eyebrows reach the height of Matthew's. I had the distinct feeling no one had ever refused to do something for him.

"I'm sorry," Matthew said. "Did you say no to me? You do realize who I am."

"I don't care who you are. That marble is not coming up. You've destroyed enough already."

Matthew coughed out an abrupt laugh. "You will listen to me ... or I will ruin you." He was talking big, but the look on his face was almost intrigued.

"Have at it. My reputation will speak louder than anything you have to say."

Matthew's expression turned to confusion; his handsome features scrunched. Then he bit his bottom lip again as he stared at me. There was a hint of something else in his eyes.

If we hadn't been arguing, I would have read it as desire.

Matthew looked back at the transition on the floor. He just stared at it for the longest time, breathing hard and chewing away at his lip. "I've decided to leave it the way it is."

He spun away from me and walked through the entry to the front door. I didn't follow. The cheeky boy needed to learn some manners. If he couldn't be bothered to acknowledge me before he left the house, I wasn't going to chase him. He needed to come to me.

I smirked. That's exactly what he had expected me to do—follow him. He stood at the front door, looking down the entry at me. I crossed my arms and stared back.

Matthew's brow furrowed. He could've yelled his instructions to me from where he stood, but he'd been brought up more cultured than that. Hollering wasn't in his repertoire of behaviors.

I waited him out. His staring turned to glaring. After a full thirty seconds, his cocky attitude collapsed, and he walked slowly toward me, looking slightly admonished.

"You're okay to start the kitchen," Matthew said.

"You're not going to change your mind on the cabinets once we get them up." It was a statement. Not a question. The designer had chosen cabinets that complemented the floors perfectly. The kitchen would be stunning. "I won't be changing them out ... period."

That look of confusion again from Matthew. Followed by a hint of submission as if he longed for some correction and authority in his life. The change in his attitude made my body pay attention. Even my cock thought the trust fund baby needed to be taught some manners.

"I'll trust the designer," Matthew said.

"That is why you hired the best in the business."

Matthew nodded. "You're right. It is."

His obnoxious personality seemed to have moved to the back seat. "You're not used to having people challenge you, are you?"

Matthew looked up, his beautiful, dark, lush lashes blinking at me.

"No. That hasn't been something I've had in my life."

"I'm happy you've decided to trust me. I'll do a good job for you."

"I want the house to be perfect. It's the first one I've had total control over designing."

"Who usually does it?

"Assistants from my dad's gang of contractors. Armed with my dad's instructions."

"Who paid for the house?"

Matthew looked at the floor. "My dad."

"That affords him a certain amount of control, don't you think?"

"I suppose." Matthew sighed. "I wish I had my own money."

"And what are you doing about that?"

Another sigh. "Nothing."

"You're a grown man. Maybe you should stop acting like a child." They were words Matthew needed to hear. He was a child who needed a bit of discipline to set him right. He'd spent too much time doing everything and anything he wanted. I'd seen the stories in the tabloids.

That statement of truth upset Matthew. His neck flushed red; embarrassed. I had expected him to launch straight to anger, but maybe he realized it was the reality of his adult life.

He hung his head low as he soaked in my words.

I was itching to get my hands on him. Teach him a thing or two. Tan his hide until he
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