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			Alphabet Soup

			by CB Conwy

			Prologue

			The strap hits him across the top of his shoulders and the pain is sharp, fire spreading across his back. It makes him tense up, and he curls in on himself as much as the bench lets him, digging his fingers into the leather at the edge. He can’t have moved enough for it to show, though, because the Dom doesn’t let up. The next blow falls just beneath the first one, and he realizes that this Dom is one of the meticulous ones; the man is going to beat Andy until there’s no part of his back that isn’t burning with the heavy pain from the strap. It’s exactly what he needs, and it’ll be easier to take now that he knows the force and the aim of this particular Dom. 

			The next blow hits him a little bit lower down, and then the next one and the next. They overlap just a tiny bit, and the pain is so much worse where he’s hit twice. The next blow almost makes him gasp, but he keeps it in and lets his breath out slowly instead. Controlling his breathing is supposed to help, but he’s never quite gotten the hang of that. It doesn’t make it any easier that the Dom is harsh; the man uses a lot of force and the rhythm wavers just too much for Andy to lose himself in it. 

			Another blow hits, down to the middle of his back now, and before he can control himself enough to hold it back, he moans. He twists his head to muffle as much as possible of the sound in the padded leather under him. No matter how hard he fights, he still makes a sound when the next blow hits, too fast for him to get over the last one. 

			The Dom picks up on it, and the next blows are faster, making him gasp as they dig into his skin. The strap hits him on the lower part of his back, the sensitive skin where it always hurts the most. The next blow is the hardest yet to take, and he yelps from the brutality of it. This is where he begins falling apart. 

			He digs his numb fingers into the spanking bench, but he can’t feel the leather anymore, and his body jerks when he gets the next blow. He’s losing the control he’s fought so hard to maintain, and it’s devastating. He’s not losing himself in the pain, he’s just losing himself. He’s pressing his head as hard as possible into the leather, trying to hide his sounds, but he can’t. 

			The strap is on his ass now, and it’s supposed to be easier there, even good. But the blows come too fast and his silence is long gone. The sounds are forced out of him, and every gasp, every cry is involuntary and so humiliating. He’s writhing under the strap, and when it hits him on the crease between his ass and the top of his thighs, he shouts and reaches back with his hand to protect himself. He’s lost. 

			It takes several minutes before he realizes that the beating has stopped, the Dom standing next to him, waiting. Andy struggles to catch his breath, to make his numb arms and legs obey him. His lungs feel too small to get enough of the air he so desperately needs. It takes a long time, but he finally manages to get his arms under him and push himself up on shaky legs. He turns to the Dom, eyes low. 

			“Thank you, sir.”

			1

			He closed the door behind him and sighed; it had been a long, long day of hammering and sanding and finishing up in the house in the woods. But the result had been worth it; Mischa’s sub would be really happy with his new library. Mr. Richter, Andy should probably call the Dom when they weren’t in the club, but old habits die hard.

			Andy bent down to untie his heavy work boots. There was still a bit of sawdust on them, and a couple of shavings followed as he took off his jacket and shirt. He kept undressing until he was naked and had a pile of messy clothes on the floor next to him. Jeff had seen him doing this once and had teased him mercilessly with it ever since. Well, first Jeff had been flabbergasted at what the guy had misinterpreted as an attempt to seduce the boss. Andy didn’t care; it was his house, and he was free to decide how he wanted to live here. And he wanted it clean and tidy. Orderly.

			He bundled up the clothes, careful to get the little shavings, and went to the bathroom, where he deposited the bundle in the hamper. There, now he could have his shower. 

			Under the warm water, his thoughts kept straying back to the image of Mischa’s sub on the floor. Tom had looked so peaceful in what Andy considered to be a pretty humiliating pose, sitting at Mischa’s feet. Andy shook the thought from his mind; humiliation definitely wasn’t what he was looking for when he was playing. At all. Still, the sub had seemed so content... 

			He ordered himself to get the images out of his head and efficiently washed his hair before turning off the water. He had a new book, and if he got out of the shower and had something to eat quickly, he would have an entire evening to read.

			Planted in his favorite chair, the empty plate from his dinner next to him, he found that he had trouble concentrating on his book. It was an analysis of world politics after the fall of the Iron Curtain, and he had wanted to read it for weeks now. But the memory of Tom on the floor at Mischa’s feet kept disturbing him. He was thirty-five pages into the book when he finally realized that he could only remember the blurb on the back cover. He put the book down with a thud; it wasn’t like him to have difficulties concentrating. Not anymore.

			“You need to get off.” He had spoken out loud without thinking about it, and he winced. It made him seem even more like a hermit than he already did. If nothing else, that made a visit to the club necessary. It was still early, but there was bound to be somebody to play with anyway. 

			He didn’t bother dressing up; fitted jeans and a white t-shirt would have to do. Besides, these were the clothes that got him the most attention anyway; the handyman look just worked for him. Walking to his car an hour later, he smiled a little at the memory of the time he had left his five o’clock shadow and added a few carefully placed rips to this uniform. That had resulted in a wild night. 

			Like he had expected, the club was pretty quiet this early on. He looked around, eager to find someone to give him a good night’s sleep. The people here were the usual suspects, though, and there weren’t really any of them he wanted to play with. He was in a peculiar mood, wanting none of the things he usually came here to get. It was a little disconcerting, and for a moment, he thought about just going back home.

			Sitting at the bar and ordering a Coke, he decided to give it at least an hour. Then he could go home and jerk off in bed. Not the perfect Friday night, but he had had worse. 

			“Earth to Andy.” 

			He started and turned on the bar stool.

			“Oh, hi, Toby. I didn’t hear you.” 

			Toby smiled. 

			“No, you looked as if you were far away. Thinking about last Saturday?” 

			“Something like that.” Andy tried to smile. He most definitely wasn’t thinking about last Saturday. He was actually trying very hard not to, but there was no way of explaining that to Toby. Especially not to Toby. He forced himself to look at the man next to Toby.

			“Well, now that you’re back with us, I’d like to introduce you to CK.” 

			Andy obediently shook the hand of the stranger, trying to pull himself together. The guy -- CK -- was a welcome distraction. He was tall and wide and caught Andy’s attention immediately. Maybe it was just his size; Andy didn’t meet a lot of people bigger than himself, but CK was at least an inch taller than Andy, maybe even two. 

			“Nice to meet you.” The guy actually looked as if he meant it, the gray eyes warm. He wasn’t smiling, but he still exuded a relaxed friendliness. He wasn’t exactly Andy’s type -- Andy played with the rough guys, and this guy seemed confident, but definitely not rough. He was almost proper with his businesslike haircut and discreet clothes, slightly out of place in a BDSM club.

			“You, too. I’m Andy, by the way. Are you new here?”

			“He is, and I wondered if you could show him around. I have to cover for Ben tonight; he’s walked into a door again.” Toby looked annoyed.

			With anybody but Ben, “walking into a door” meant that you had been in a fight. Ben, on the other hand, really did walk into doors. And tables, and everything else he could possibly get close to. There had been one memorable night where he’d bumped his head into the bar counter when he bent down to pick up some ice and had slashed open his forehead. It had been bloody. 

			“Sure, no problem.” Andy could babysit a little while he waited for someone more suitable to show up.

			Toby looked relieved, and after saying goodbye to his new member, he disappeared into the storerooms behind the bar.

			“So, would you like a tour of the place? Or have you been here before?”

			“I would.” CK studied the surroundings with interest, and Andy used the opportunity to admire his body. Someone spent a lot of time in the gym. “I’ve just moved to Boston, so it’s my first time here.” 

			Andy got up and started walking toward the other room. “Well, you can pretty much see what’s in here.” He made a vague gesture toward the bar and the chairs in the room. “The small stage isn’t used much; it’s quieter in here than in the main room. This is where you get a blowjob, not where you string up a sub and whip him.” 

			“I’ll try to remember that.” 

			Andy saw the little twitch in the corner of CK’s mouth. Okay, maybe he had been a little blunt.

			“Well, if that’s what you want.” 

			Now he was definitely being laughed at, even though it still only showed in CK’s eyes. 

			“I mean...” Damn, he wasn’t very smooth today. 

			CK seemed to decide to save him. “I have varied tastes, even though I don’t do many whippings.” His tone of voice was reassuring, and Andy relaxed a bit. 

			“Well, if you ever feel like it, this is the best place.” They entered the main room. This early in the evening, it was almost deserted. Both of the stages were empty, and there was only a couple fucking in a corner and a very young sub getting a spanking against the wall. As they watched, he cried out and came all over himself. His Dom kissed him, looking very pleased. 

			“Most of the real kink happens in here. If you want, you can make an appointment to use the big stage, but normally we just use it if it’s free.” 

			“Okay. Do you bring your own floggers, or do you have equipment here?”

			“We have basically everything here.” Andy walked over and opened one of the cabinets. CK gave a low whistle. 

			“Yeah, impressive, isn’t it?” Andy let his eyes slide over the whips, floggers, and paddles in all shapes and sizes. There wasn’t much you couldn’t find at Slake. He caught a glimpse of the strap the Dom had used on him last Saturday and abruptly closed the door again. CK looked at him questioningly. 

			“You can use everything, as I said, but please remember to put the used stuff down here.” He spoke a little too fast, pointing at the low shelf for equipment needing to be cleaned. 

			“I like a club that’s meticulous about hygiene.” CK’s eyes were kind, and Andy nodded. He continued the tour, guiding CK toward the rooms in the back, showing him the key system and how to make reservations. CK was easy to talk to, asking questions and listening with interest to the answers. 

			“So, did I interrupt your plans for tonight?” 

			The tour of the club was almost over, and they were back in the big room. Andy cast a quick glance at CK, but there was no innuendo in what he said; he was just making conversation. 

			“Not really. There were only the usual suspects when I came here; not really what I’m looking for tonight.” Andy had no interest in a repeat of last Saturday. 

			“No? What are you looking for?” 

			“Someone I can kiss.” He had answered before he had a chance to think about it. CK seemed a little taken aback. 

			“You’re looking for someone to make out with? Isn’t it a bit hard to find vanilla sex here?” 

			Andy laughed. “I didn’t say I wanted vanilla.” He stopped and turned toward CK. “I still want someone to take control, I just don’t want to be screaming my head off while I’m chained to a cross tonight. And sometimes you just want to be with someone you can kiss while you get your brains fucked out.” 

			CK blinked. Then he smiled, a slow smile that changed his face completely. Into something very, very hot. Andy found himself transfixed by the look in his eyes, the only thought left that maybe this guy wasn’t so far from Andy’s type after all.

			“You’re right, sometimes you do. If you feel like it, I’d be more than willing to kiss you. You did show me around, after all.” 

			Andy forced himself to remember how to talk. “So, you think your skills will be adequate to make up for the entire, uh...” He checked his watch. “...twenty minutes, I’ve spent on you?”

			CK laughed. “They just might be.” He got serious, and his eyes narrowed a bit as he inched closer. 

			Andy swallowed nervously as he was gently pushed backward until his back hit the wall. Then CK slowly took his hands and lifted them over his head, nailing him to the wall. The unhurried, deliberate movements went straight to Andy’s dick. 

			“Was it something like this you had in mind?” CK’s gray eyes were fixed on Andy’s. Andy had to clear his throat to answer. 

			“I think it’s just about right.” 

			Before Andy could make any more clever comments, CK bent down until the his lips were so close to Andy’s that Andy could feel the heat emanating from them. 

			It was scorching hot, and so was CK’s warm breath on Andy’s face, feeling almost like a physical touch. He managed not to move, staring at the dominant man in front of him, desperately wanting the kiss and obediently holding himself still. He could hear his own heartbeat in his ears, the seconds stretching out until he could hardly stand it anymore. 

			CK tightened the grip around his wrists, and then Andy had to break his stillness and lean forward, finally tasting those warm lips. 

			“Good boy.” CK only pulled back enough to whisper those words and went right back in, letting a moist tongue glide over Andy’s lower lip. For a moment, Andy was confused; he had no idea what CK meant. Then his thoughts were lost in the way CK gently probed his mouth, seemingly intent on driving any attempt at coherent thought out of him. 

			CK succeeded so well that when the man pulled back, Andy forgot about his resolution to hold still, following those lips until the grip around his wrists forced him to break contact. He made a little frustrated sound, panting as he tried to remember what he was doing. CK smiled again, that slow smile that did something strange to Andy’s knees.

			“Like that?” CK’s voice was low and his eyes intense. 

			Andy nodded, unable to talk. 

			“Good.” Suddenly, the intensity in CK’s face was gone and the big man gently lowered Andy’s arms, letting go of his wrists. CK’s hands slid up Andy’s arms and massaged his shoulders. Andy blinked, swaying a tiny bit and trying to adjust his balance. 

			“Shh, you’re okay.” 

			Andy looked at CK without understanding. Of course he was okay; it was only a kiss. He felt a little dazed, though, struggling to find the light mood again. 

			“I think...” Andy had to clear his voice. “I think that was worth twenty minutes of my time.” It wasn’t the smoothest attempt at lightening the mood, but CK laughed anyway. 

			“Yeah? Glad to see that I haven’t lost my touch.” CK turned toward the room again, keeping one hand on the small of Andy’s back. “Let me buy you something to drink. Then you can let me know if I can help you with the rest of your plans for tonight.” He had a teasing smile on his face as he lead Andy toward the tables in the bar room. 

			The club was busier now, but the Dom still found them a table and pulled out a chair for Andy. Feeling a little awkward at being waited on, he sat down. He ended up almost missing the seat of the chair and had to correct his position to keep from falling on his ass. He felt his cheeks heating. CK let a hand slide over his neck before the Dom went to get something to drink. The touch made Andy’s skin tingle. 

			He only realized that he had been staring at CK when the man got their drinks from Toby and turned around. CK caught Andy’s eyes and smiled. Andy adamantly told himself not to blush; they were at Slake, for Christ’s sake. That they might have plans later on was as normal here as buying milk when you were in the supermarket. 

			After placing their drinks on the table, CK sat down next to Andy and let his hand slide over Andy’s neck again. His fingers were cold from the glasses, and Andy shivered. 

			“You’re sensitive.” CK leaned forward, looking at him. 

			“I... No, not really.” Quite the opposite; the Doms Andy played with always complained that they couldn’t get a reaction out of him. He lowered his eyes, nervously fiddling with the napkin that came with the drink.

			CK seemed skeptical at Andy’s explanation, but then he changed the subject. 

			“So, this Ben, does he walk into doors a lot?”

			For a moment, Andy had no idea what CK was talking about. Then he remembered why Toby was behind the bar. 

			“Oh! Yes, he’s incredibly clumsy. Very sweet, but clumsy.” 

			“And you’re sure it’s only that?” CK’s tone was even, but his eyes never left Andy’s. It was obvious that he wasn’t going to drop the subject before he had some answers. 

			“Yes; he isn’t being abused. We know his current boyfriend, and apart from that, Ben was just as bad when he was with Toby. He acts before he thinks -- and it probably doesn’t help that he refuses to actually wear the glasses he needs.” Andy had to concentrate to keep his thoughts together while CK was watching him like that. The man’s concern, even if it was for somebody else, was very appealing.

			“Okay.” CK nodded. “It’s just that it’s sometimes hard to draw a line between BDSM and abuse.” 

			Andy went cold. He felt his shoulders stiffen and he kept his eyes trained on his hands. “No, it’s not.” He couldn’t recognize his own voice.

			“I didn’t mean it like that.” CK wrapped his hands around Andy’s. 

			Andy still refused to meet CK’s eyes. 

			“Andy, look at me.” 

			He managed to do as CK told him. 

			“I meant that BDSM is often used as an excuse by the abuser. And sometimes people think a sub has been abused when he’s got marks from a scene; it can be hard to tell the difference.” 

			It wasn’t; marks from a whipping were nice and defined while marks from a beating... weren’t. But Andy refrained from explaining that and just nodded. CK meant well. 

			“Are you okay?” CK’s big hands were still wrapped around Andy’s, and suddenly, for the first time in ages, Andy really wanted a hug. But he couldn’t ask for that, so he only nodded again. 

			“Let’s just sit for a while, okay?” CK moved his chair closer and put his arm around Andy’s shoulders. It was heavy and warm, and for such a small gesture, it felt really good. Andy slowly started to relax again. 

			“That’s it. Good job.” CK’s voice was low. 

			This time Andy decided to ask. 

			“Why are you praising me? I’m not doing anything.” 

			“Yes, you are.” CK kept his arm where it was. “Can I ask you something?” 

			Apparently that was all the explanation Andy was going to get.

			“Sure.” 

			“Are you new to the leather scene? It’s okay if you are.”

			Andy burst out laughing, but quickly stopped when he heard how bitter he sounded. 

			“No, I’m not exactly new. I’ve... been around. Why?”

			“Oh, nothing. It was just...” CK didn’t finish the sentence. 

			The lack of a proper explanation just served to make Andy even more mystified than he already was. He had no desire whatsoever to spend the evening playing mind games, though, so he decided to move things forward a bit. He had come here to get fucked out of his mind, and if CK didn’t want to do that, he was going to find someone who would. He turned to look at CK. 

			“So, I was looking for someone to kiss and fuck me tonight. The first part went pretty well -- are you up for the second part, too?”

			CK’s eyes narrowed for a moment and he seemed close to protesting. He hesitated; then nodded. 

			“I think I can help you with that.” 

			It felt strange to be this businesslike about it. But Andy knew what he needed, and he was determined to get it. 

			“I live in Watertown -- my place?” No need to go to strange houses if you could avoid it. Even though CK was a member and would have been cleared by Toby. 

			“Okay -- mine is still full of boxes, anyway.” CK smiled and stood up, reaching out for Andy. “Ready to finish up that plan of yours?”
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			This guy confused him. CK had had his share of subs, and he prided himself on knowing what they needed. And giving it to them, of course. 

			Andy, on the other hand, gave out such mixed signals that CK had no idea where to start. One minute, Andy exuded enough swagger to pass for a Dom; the other, the sub came across as a pure novice. CK would have been wary to do a scene with Andy with the little knowledge he had, but a simple fuck was uncomplicated enough that he had no qualms about it. And their kiss had been... mind-blowing. He felt his dick harden as he thought about it, even though they hadn’t even arrived at Andy’s house yet. 

			“Turn right here.” 

			Apparently, the hunk of a man sitting next to him in the car wasn’t much for small talk; this was the first Andy had said since they left the club. It was good that silence didn’t bother CK. 

			“This is it.” 

			CK pulled over at the small white house in the quiet street. Somehow the quaintness of it surprised him; he had pictured Andy living in something sleeker. Maybe the handyman look wasn’t just for show. 

			CK allowed Andy to lead the way around the house and unlock the door, then he decided to interfere. A sub being assertive was good, but there was a fine line between being pushy and not submitting at all. And this sub was just about to cross it. 

			Andy looked surprised and even a little reluctant to let CK open the door and enter the house first. CK allowed himself just enough time to wonder if Andy really was as experienced as he claimed to be. Then the Dom in CK took over, and CK took a firm grip on Andy’s arms and dragged him into the house. 

			Andy had opened his mouth to protest by the time CK got the lights on and turned back to him. He closed it again when he saw the expression on CK’s face. 

			In an imitation of their kiss at the club, CK stepped closer, inching Andy back against the door. The sub’s face was an intriguing mix of recognition, nerves, and excitement. For a moment, there was something else, too. Fear? CK decided to remember that. 

			For now, he reached down and grabbed Andy’s wrists, slowly lifting them and pinning Andy to the door. He liked to do this unhurriedly; it gave the sub time to get into the scene. Of course, it also accentuated just how much CK was in charge, and he felt his cock growing fully hard. If Andy’s half-strangled gasp was anything to go by, the effect wasn’t lost on his sub, either. 

			Just like in the club, Andy kept himself still. The muscles in his neck were straining with the effort not to move, and CK couldn’t help wondering where he had learned that. In CK’s opinion, obedience was exciting; refusing to allow yourself a kiss wasn’t. Still, it gave CK something to work with. 

			He bent his head so their lips almost touched, and he could feel Andy’s fast breathing on his face. At least he was having the effect he wanted on Andy. 

			“Remind me again: what were your plans for tonight?” Oh, he knew he was being cruel, but Andy obviously needed to be reminded of who was in charge. 

			“I... I wanted to get fucked.” Andy’s eyes were dark and his breathing got even faster, his eyes glued to CK’s lips. 

			“Yes? Was that all?” CK held still, his lips so tantalizingly close to Andy’s. The feeling of power, of expectation not yet fulfilled, was heady.

			“I... And kissed. I want you to kiss me.” Andy’s eyes flickered to meet CK’s, almost appearing to be scared by his confession. 

			The admission in itself deserved a reward, but the reluctance with which it was given made compassion flare in CK. CK bent down and took Andy’s lips, probing his mouth. Andy obediently let CK kiss him, but it wasn’t until CK pushed close enough to feel Andy’s hard cock straining to get free that the sub finally gave in. CK could feel the second he melted, relaxing his arms and leaning his body into CK’s. CK let go of his hands, at last feeling Andy’s arms glide around CK’s neck, holding on tightly. CK ground harder and kissed him until he whimpered deep in his throat with each breath. 

			Out of breath, CK pulled back. “Bedroom?” 

			Andy, looking dazed and confused, just blinked. CK decided to take the matter in his own hands. Wrapping one arm around Andy, he tried one of the doors leading off the living room. Only when CK had it half open, Andy seemed to wake up from his daze. 

			“No, next door.” 

			CK took a firm grip around Andy and steered his sub-for-the-night toward the indicated room. He didn’t notice anything about the room except that it had a bed. He could be really focused when he had to be. 

			CK turned to Andy, quickly and efficiently undressing him. Andy seemed to be slightly out of his depth, and once again, CK couldn’t help wonder if this was the first time he was doing something like this. CK gently pushed him down on the bed, hurriedly undressing while Andy stared. 

			CK did hear the half-whispered “Wow” from Andy when the sub saw CK naked for the first time, but he was far too busy getting into the bed to take any notice. 

			“Do you have stuff?” He caressed Andy’s face. CK was all about taking everything at the sub’s pace, but his cock was so hard it ached. 

			Luckily, Andy managed to answer his question. “In the drawer.” 

			CK reached over and found the lube and condoms. 

			“There’s... Do you want to tie me up?”

			CK put the supplies on the bed next to him and lay down on top of Andy. “No. I like to hold you down. I like to be in charge.” 

			Andy made a little sound deep in his throat. CK smiled inwardly. Someone really was into this, experienced or not. CK took hold of Andy’s hands and placed them over his head, trusting him to stay put. 

			Then he sat up, letting himself admire the muscular body underneath him for the first time. 

			Andy was big, but it was the body of someone who worked hard, not that of a gym rat. Right now, his chest was moving from his rapid breathing, and a slight blush was spreading down his throat. 

			“You’re beautiful.” 

			Andy looked stunned, but CK just let his hands slide over the broad shoulders, massaging the muscular arms. He bent and kissed the sub’s chest. “Beautiful,” he repeated, his word almost drowned out by Andy’s intake of breath when he lightly bit one nipple. 

			CK kept licking and nibbling all the way down Andy’s chest and stomach, Andy’s heavy breathing and little gasps a testimony to how much he enjoyed what was being done to him. When CK took a firm grip around his cock and bent down to take him in, he protested, though.

			“No! You can’t...” Andy’s words ended in a little whimper when CK took his sub’s cock into his mouth and let it slide all the way down his throat. Nobody told CK what he could and couldn’t do. Just because he was a Dom, it didn’t mean that he couldn’t do this. He liked sucking cock, period. 

			Andy seemed to enjoy it, too. He had lifted his head and was staring in amazement at CK, but when CK took a firm grip around his balls, Andy gasped and lay back down, grinding his hips and pushing deeper into CK’s mouth. 

			CK fumbled around for the lube and managed to find it. With wet fingers, he slid his hand down between Andy’s legs and found the little hole. 

			Andy whimpered and spread his legs, giving his body completely over to CK. It was a rush to see the man finally surrendering, and CK moaned out loud, sliding a finger into Andy’s body with no resistance at all. However little experience Andy might have with kink, he was no stranger to this. CK added another finger, and Andy tensed his body into an arch when CK found his prostate. He was so gone in his pleasure that he cried out in protest when CK pulled out. 

			“No! Don’t stop now, please, don’t stop...” 

			CK leaned in and kissed him while fumbling open the condom and putting it on. 

			“I won’t stop, don’t worry, honey.” He wiped his fingers on the sheet and gently let his other hand slide down Andy’s face. 

			“Are you ready for me?” He positioned himself just outside Andy’s entrance.

			“Yes! Please, just fuck me, plea... Oh!” 

			Andy arched when CK slid his cock deep inside Andy’s body in one long stroke. CK groaned out loud, Andy so soft and warm and open around him. He pulled back and pushed in deep again. There was no resistance at all, just Andy’s body welcoming him and Andy’s little gasps telling CK how good it was. 

			He bent forward and put his weight on his elbows, using his hands to frame Andy’s face. 

			“You feel so good.” He kissed Andy, caressing his sub’s hair and pushing in deep again. He could feel Andy’s gasp through their kiss. “You’re so warm and open. Fucking amazing.” He lost the ability to speak as he pushed in hard, groaning as Andy’s body twitched around him. The man almost whimpered as CK ground into that sensitive spot. He found the spot again, and again, setting up a rhythm of hard, deep thrusts that kept going and going. He had never been able to lose himself like this in someone, had always had to be careful not to hurt. With Andy, CK could let go of his careful control. And he relished it.

			He wanted it to last forever, but it seemed like no time at all before he felt the familiar pressure building up. He clung to Andy’s lips, moving one hand down to wrap around the man’s hard, leaking cock. It didn’t take long before Andy sprayed all over them both, and CK couldn’t hold back anymore when he felt the contractions around his cock. He yelled and pushed himself deep, his hips shuddering as he forced himself as far inside Andy as he could, pumping his seed into the condom. He never stopped kissing Andy, letting his groan be absorbed by his sub’s mouth. Finally, he was spent, and he gave Andy one last kiss before he rested his head on that broad shoulder, trying to catch his breath. 

			Lying like this felt so fucking good, but he knew he had to move. He pulled out, eliciting a final little gasp from Andy, and rolled to his side to get rid of the condom. That was about as far as he was able to move right now, and he lay back, eyes closed. He felt a little kiss on his face as Andy got out of bed. CK was grateful when Andy came back a moment later, gently cleaning them both up. 

			He only opened his eyes when Andy didn’t get back into bed. The man stood next to the bed, looking unsure of himself. 

			“Uhm, are you... spending the night?” 

			“Yes.” There was no way CK was going anywhere now. “Get back into bed.” 

			Andy blinked, but did what CK said, lying down on the far side of the bed. CK reached out and shuffled in close, putting an arm around his sub until they were as close as they could be, sharing the warmth of the bed. Satisfied, he closed his eyes and went to sleep. 

			***

			The bed was nice and warm when CK woke up the next morning. Unfortunately, it was also empty. He opened his eyes and cast a glance at the room. It was light, with simple furniture in light wood, and very tidy, but it didn’t tell him much about the person living there. He could smell coffee and got up. 

			The rest of the house gave off the same vibe as the bedroom -- very neat and nicely looked after, but without much of a personal touch. The only exception was the big bookshelf in the living room. He was on his way to see what his host was reading when he heard a sound behind him. He turned around and saw Andy standing in the doorway, holding two cups and looking a bit insecure. 

			CK had a hard time not smiling at Andy’s less than successful effort to keep his eyes off CK’s naked body. The delicious smell won out, though.

			“Coffee. Just what I need.” He crossed the floor and leaned in, kissing Andy soundly. “And good morning.” 

			He let Andy blink and stare in peace while he drank his coffee. Apparently, his pushy bottom wasn’t so assertive the morning after. He put it on the now long and very confusing list of contradictions about Andy. 

			“I have to go now; I still have a lot of unpacking to do.” CK pretended not to see the peculiar mix of disappointment and relief on Andy’s face. “I had a really good time last night.” He put down his cup and gave Andy another kiss. “Would you like to meet up again at the club?” 

			Andy nodded, quickly and fervently enough for it to be very good for CK’s self-esteem. 

			“I’m out of town most of this week, but how about next Friday? At nine?” 

			Andy nodded again. 

			“You can talk, right? I didn’t fuck you speechless?” He teasingly let a hand run over Andy’s neck, noticing the shiver. Definitely sensitive. 

			“No! I mean, yes, I’ll be there. And no, I can talk. I mean...” The confusion was endearing enough to earn Andy another kiss. Then CK took mercy on him and went to get dressed, smiling to himself. It had been a really good first visit to the club. 

		

	


	
		
			2 

			Whenever Andy had been this excited as a kid, he would run yelling and screaming through the house, trying to burn off his nerves and excitement. At twenty-four, he stuck to checking his outfit for the third time that evening. Well, fourth, if you counted the night before. It still looked good on him. Nobody was probably going to notice the difference from last week’s jeans and white t-shirt, but these jeans were just a bit tighter and the t-shirt just a bit more fitted. 

			He was going to meet CK again, and this time, he wanted a scene. 

			The thought made the butterflies go berserk in his stomach. Even though he wanted to forget himself and fly like he only ever did after a hard scene, he didn’t want what he had gotten two weeks ago. Andy knew he needed a lot to take him to that place where the only things that mattered were the endorphins and the ache of his sore skin, but he didn’t want to fall apart. CK didn’t seem like the brutal type, but neither had the Dom who had beaten him until he broke down. 

			In fact, CK was very different from anybody Andy had ever met. During their night together, Andy had had an awkward feeling of being a total beginner. CK kept doing odd things and praising him at weird moments. Like when CK had comforted him after their first kiss. Sure, he liked being taken care of after a harsh beating, but after a single kiss? 

			Still, it had been nice. Strange, but nice. 

			Tonight was another matter. He hoped that CK was up for it; the Dom hadn’t exactly been demanding last Friday. For some reason, Andy had slept like the dead afterward. And, to be fair, it had been his own request to have a soft night. But what if CK was one of those guys who thought you were part of the leather scene when you owned a pair of leather pants and tied up your boyfriend before you fucked him? 

			Somehow, Andy had a hunch that CK was the real deal, though. 

			Andy caught himself checking the jeans for the fourth time -- fifth, if you counted yesterday. Which he shouldn’t, because he needed to stop obsessing about obsessing and actually get out the door. He had prepared himself thoroughly, and he was ready. Willing himself not to have a final glance, he grabbed his car keys and headed out. It was time to get a spanking. 

			***

			CK came to the club early, hanging out at the bar and taking in the atmosphere of his new club. He liked what he saw, mainly because the scene was so diverse here. There were slave boys kneeling and licking boots right next to a couple having great fun with a soft suede flogger that would feel more like a caress than a lash. And there wasn’t any of the “I’m tougher than you” competition that he hated. In CK’s opinion, BDSM was all about getting what you needed and not about who could be more macho or take the hardest whipping.

			In his old club, he had once come across a bunch of newbies who were playing “who can make the sub come first.” The object of their attention had been a very young twink, up for the game, but quite embarrassed by it at the same time. After watching them do nipple play, a flogging, and some rather inexperienced CBT and only succeeding in getting the boy half hard, he had asked to have a go. When he let go of the gasping boy, the sub was close to coming all over himself just from CK’s kiss. It just went to show that sometimes less was more. 

			Well, either that or that CK was a really good kisser. CK smiled to himself at the memory, letting his eyes slide over the room to keep an eye out for his date. 

			A couple of subs had tried their luck with him, but he was waiting for Andy. His new acquaintance had been in his thoughts since last week -- much to CK’s surprise, actually. Their scene hadn’t been that intense; as a matter of fact, it had hardly been a scene at all. But there was something about the unpredictability of the sub that intrigued CK. His thoughts had kept straying back to Andy all week, making his meetings at the headquarters a great deal more exciting than they should have been. In a not so productive and occasionally embarrassing way.

			What CK had thought about was the vulnerable expression on Andy’s face when he was kissed, changing into relaxed pleasure when he forgot himself. The feeling of Andy letting go of his tension while CK held him and his barely audible gasps as CK fucked him had come back to CK in little flashes ever since.

			CK had almost forgotten how good Andy looked, though. It was enough to make CK hold his breath when Andy finally walked in the door. 

			The jeans Andy wore tonight made his ass look even better, and the handyman look contrasted with something a little introverted in the way he carried himself. He didn’t come across as shy, it wasn’t that. Reserved, perhaps? CK considered the term as Andy made his way across the room. CK stood up to greet Andy. 

			The sub’s face lit up in a beautiful smile that almost blinded CK. That was definitely a detail he hadn’t seen before. 

			“Hi! Good to see you. Am I late?” Andy sounded eager and a little out of breath. Sweet. 

			“Not at all. You look good.” CK leaned in to kiss Andy, who jerked back. CK pulled away and looked questioningly at him. “Something wrong?” 

			To his astonishment, Andy blushed. “No, no, not at all. I was just... No, it’s fine.” Andy smiled apologetically. 

			Very weird. Then Andy seemed to make an effort to shake it off and got straight down to business. 

			“So, are you up for playing tonight? I really feel like doing a scene.” Andy seemed a bit like an eager puppy all of a sudden, and CK had to pull himself together to keep up. This sub’s mood swings were enough to make CK dizzy. Well, at least he knew what to do about that. He nodded. 

			“Let’s play.” 

			“Good. I think I’d like a flogger. One of the heavy ones, not too thin, you know? In fact, I can find the one I’m thinking about for you if...” 

			CK held up one hand to silence him. Andy looked confused. 

			“I’m the Dom. I decide how we play.” 

			The effect of CK’s words on Andy was peculiar. CK could swear his dick hardened through the tight denim fabric, but at the same time, Andy’s shoulders tensed and his eyes got a little distant. 

			“No chains. And no bullwhip; I don’t want any lasting marks. Those are hard limits. Otherwise you can do what you like.” Andy crossed his hands in front of him, fingers on one hand going white holding on to the wrist of the other. 

			“Whoa, take it easy. I never said anything about bullwhips.” CK reached for Andy’s hands, gently massaging his wrists. Andy blinked and looked down at his hands as if he didn’t understand what was happening. 

			“Eyes on me.” CK kept his voice soft. 

			Andy obediently did so, expression confused as his eyes met CK’s. CK kept talking. 

			“We’re going to have a scene, and I’ll push you, but I won’t harm you. No whips, no floggers, and no marks other than those my hands will leave on your ass.” CK kept up the gentle caress, and Andy finally relaxed his rigid grip, letting his hands be caught in CK’s. 

			“Well done.” 

			Andy’s attention was fully on CK now, eyes trained on his. He leaned in to kiss his sub again. Again, Andy jerked back. CK held on to the sub’s hands, not allowing Andy to go. 

			“Why don’t you like to be kissed tonight?” 

			Andy looked away, blushing. CK wondered if he even knew he was averting his upper body in a way that screamed how uncomfortable he was. 

			“Talk to me. I can’t do what you like if I don’t know what it is.”

			“You can kiss me.” Andy still wouldn’t meet his eyes.

			“I know. Why don’t you like it? You were okay with it last week.” He took both of Andy’s hands in one of his and put his free hand under Andy’s chin, forcing Andy to look at him. 

			“Last week was... like a scene, you know?” 

			CK got a feeling that Andy didn’t talk about this a lot. He nodded.

			“This is... not. Yet, I mean.” Andy jerked his head away from CK’s grip and kept his eyes on the ground. “It’s okay if you want someone else, I can always find somebody to play with. I’ll be fine.” Andy didn’t seem fine; he was tense and distant again. 

			“I don’t want somebody else. I want to play with you.” 

			Andy relaxed a bit, letting CK turn his palm up. 

			CK lifted it to his mouth. When he kissed it, Andy looked up, eyes wide. CK didn’t stop, just kept kissing his way down Andy’s palm, his eyes never leaving Andy’s. When he licked across Andy’s wrist, the sub’s eyes went cloudy. Satisfied that he had Andy’s undivided attention, he leaned in. 

			“I have a room, and we’re going to go there, and I’m going to spank you. You’re going to be hot and a little sore, and you’re going to feel it all day tomorrow. Do you want to have a scene like that?” 

			Andy looked a little lost, but nodded without saying anything. 

			“Good. What are your safewords?” 

			Andy shrugged. “Standard ones. Red and yellow.” 

			CK gripped his wrists a little tighter. “No, not like that. I want it in detail. What is your stop word?”

			Andy frowned. “My stop word is red? I just told you.”

			“And what happens when you use it?” 

			“I... The scene stops.” Andy stared uncomprehendingly at him. 

			CK nodded. “The scene stops, no matter what. What is your slow word?”

			“My slow word is yellow.” Andy still didn’t seem to understand the ritual, but he went along with it. That was both a good and a bad sign; going with the flow was good, suppressing your own need to understand what was going on wasn’t. CK decided to be really, really careful with this one.

			“And what happens if you use it?” 

			“The scene stops for a while.” 

			“Yes. Good.” CK nodded. “Have you ever used them?” 

			Andy started shaking his head; then he appeared to change his mind and nodded. CK frowned.

			“Does that mean yes or no?” 

			Andy looked down at his hands. 

			“It means I’ve used them.” 

			The tension was back in Andy’s muscles, and for a moment, CK thought about calling a halt to this. He simply was getting too many mixed signals from this sub. On the other hand, a spanking wasn’t exactly hardcore, and Andy did understand the meaning of the safewords. 

			“Good. I expect you to use them if you need to -- especially since we don’t know each other very well. In fact, that’s a condition for doing this. Do you understand?”

			Andy nodded mutely without looking up. That wasn’t very reassuring. CK hesitated. Then he made a decision; he was going to treat Andy as if this were the sub’s very first scene -- since that was how it seemed in so many ways. 

			He took a firm grip on Andy’s hands and pulled the man through the club. He heard a surprised gasp behind him, but after the first hesitating steps, the sub obediently followed him. 

			He got the key to their room and finally closed the door, the noise of the club disappearing behind it. CK cast a glance around the simply decorated room. Bed, chairs, manacles on the walls. What more could a Dom ask for? 

			“I don’t think I’ve ever been in here before. Most Doms like the rooms with the crosses in them. Or at least a spanking bench. I can change your reservation for you if you need any of them; it’s just asking Toby for it...” Andy’s nervous chatter faltered as CK turned back toward him. CK stepped up close and gently stroked his cheek.. 

			“I don’t play like most Doms.” CK kept his voice low while he caressed Andy’s cheek. “That means this won’t be a scene like you’re used to. Relax and go with it. I’ll tell you what I want you to do; don’t try to anticipate me. Just obey.” 

			Andy had been very still while CK was talking; now he let go of the breath he had been holding and relaxed his shoulders a fraction. 

			“Yes. Just like that.” CK let his hand slide down Andy’s neck, noting the slight shiver under the soft skin. So sensitive. 

			“You can ask if you don’t understand what I want you to do.” He let both of his hands slide through Andy’s hair, then he let them fall. 

			“Now, what is your stop word?”

			There was enough confusion in Andy’s eyes to make CK feel a pang of compassion. 

			“Remember the ritual? What is your stop word?” 

			The sub looked so insecure. “My stop word is red?”

			CK nodded approvingly. “Yes. What happens if you use it?”

			“The scene stops.” This time, the answer came a bit more assertively. 

			“Exactly. What is your slow word?”

			“My slow word is yellow.” There was no hesitation in Andy’s voice now. 

			“What happens if you use it?” He never took his eyes off his sub, and he could see how Andy’s attention was on him now.

			“I get a pause.” 

			“Right. And when should you use one of your safewords?” 

			“I... When...” Andy seemed confused. “When I need them?” 

			CK pretended not to hear the question mark. “That’s right. Good boy.” He raised his hands, again caressing Andy’s face gently. 

			“You can close your eyes if you want to.” He let the caresses get firmer until he was massaging Andy’s face with slow, firm strokes. Those blue eyes stayed stubbornly open until CK’s hands moved over Andy’s jaw. As CK rubbed the tense muscles there, Andy’s eyes slid half closed, and when he let his hands follow the tension over Andy’s temples and further up, into the blond hair, his sub sighed and leaned a little bit forward, eyes now fully closed. CK’s heart jumped in the familiar way it always did when he finally had a sub’s undivided attention.

			He kept his hands in Andy’s hair, gently rubbing the scalp. Little by little, Andy let go enough to allow CK to move the sub’s head with his hands. He carefully pulled Andy’s head forward until it rested in the crook of his neck, and Andy followed his hands, breathing slowly. Then CK gradually let the massage wander back down toward Andy’s neck, slowly sliding his hands lower. He hummed approvingly as he felt the muscles there become relaxed and malleable. He kept his hands heavy, sliding and warming instead of digging in, and Andy sighed again, the tension draining out of his sub’s body as Andy leaned on him. 

			CK kissed Andy’s temple and gently lifted his head back up. Andy’s eyes blinked open; he looked dazed, and CK smiled. 

			“Is the scene beginning now?” Andy appeared to be trying to shake himself awake, and CK kept both hands on him to keep him in the subspace he had finally found. 

			“The scene started a long time ago, boy, and you’re doing fine.” CK leaned in and gave the confused-looking sub an almost chaste kiss. Andy only tried to tense up for a moment, then he gave in, his lips soft and pliant. CK murmured encouraging sounds into the kiss, letting it go on and on. When CK finally let go, Andy’s eyes were half closed again, and he looked debauched and totally zoned out. It made CK’s heart leap.

			He reached down and grabbed Andy’s shirt, pulling it off before he removed his own shirt. Sometimes he liked to let the sub stay dressed; today, he wanted Andy to feel his hands. 

			He let his eyes glide over the muscular body in front of him. Andy was every bit as hot as he remembered, and he didn’t hide his appreciation. He could have sworn Andy actually blushed a bit as CK shamelessly devoured that hot body with his eyes. He didn’t touch, though, except to undo the buttons of Andy’s jeans and pull them down to the man’s knees along with the briefs. Andy was only half hard, and the sub seemed a little self-conscious.

			CK turned and grabbed a sturdy chair, putting it in the middle of the room and sitting down. Then he grinned. 

			“Over my lap, boy.” He patted his leg. 

			Andy seemed paralyzed. He tried to move a leg, but put it back down. 

			“This is not... Sir?” He stared pleadingly at CK. 

			“This isn’t how you usually play?” 

			Andy looked relieved, shaking his head. 

			“I know. Now, can you lie down on my lap?”

			Andy’s eyes narrowed and he got a hostile expression in his eyes. “Of course, sir.” He took a step forward, not looking up. CK stood up quickly before Andy could move any farther. 

			“Not like that.” 

			The confusion and exasperation was clear on Andy’s face. CK took his sub’s head between his hands again. 

			“Don’t try to escape the situation. Stay with me, even if it makes you feel vulnerable. Even if it’s hard. That’s what makes it beautiful.” 

			He edged closer, letting his body warm Andy’s and giving Andy the security he was sure the man needed. “You understand?” He kept watching Andy, not allowing his sub to pull away, and felt a rush of exhilaration when he saw the hesitant nod. He leaned in and kissed Andy hard. 

			“Such a good boy.” He sat down again, looking expectantly at Andy. 

			“Now, boy, over my lap.” 

			Andy was still swaying after the kiss, and CK took a moment to enjoy the dazed expression on his face. When he still didn’t move, CK lifted an eyebrow. Finally, Andy took a small step forward. 

			“Yes!” CK’s exclamation was almost inaudible, but it worked; Andy crossed the short space between them. With a strangled noise, he lay down over CK’s legs. 

			“Good boy!” CK rewarded him by stroking his back and thighs, hands heavy against his warm skin. “That was hard, wasn’t it?”

			Andy only nodded and held on to CK’s leg. 

			“It was, and you still did it. Well done.” He let his hands circle, slowly and comfortingly, and he could feel Andy’s grip on his leg loosening a little. He made the circles smaller and smaller until he was focusing on the firm butt. It was as muscular as the rest of Andy’s body. Perfect, in other words. CK allowed himself to just enjoy the beautiful body in front of him. 

			“Now, I believe I promised you a spanking.” He kept up the slow rubbing. “I don’t expect you to be quiet. I hit hard. It’s going to take a while before it’s over. Use your safewords if you need them.” He let the first smack fall without further warning; the time before the first slap was always the worst for a nervous sub. 

			Andy gasped even with the gentle slap. CK didn’t hesitate, but kept up an easy, slow rhythm, giving Andy a chance to breathe and willing his sub to fall into it. 

			Andy was tense and breathing shallowly in the beginning, but as CK continued the unwavering pace of the spanking, he started to let go of the tension. CK didn’t go easy on him; the slaps were hard, and after a while, Andy’s exhalations were audible every time CK’s hand fell on his ass. Before long, his cheeks were a dark red color, and he had started moving with each slap. CK was pleased to notice that he was moving into CK’s hands, not away from them. 

			Andy was breathing deeply now, every exhalation an almost-moan. CK was entranced by his surrender, pushing Andy deeper into the place he needed to be and taking CK with him in that connection only complete submission could give them. 

			CK felt the exact moment when the pain got to be too much and threatened to overwhelm Andy. He paused, sliding his hands over the angry red buttocks in front of him, giving Andy some time to calm down. CK was hard, but he didn’t care; this was about so much more than just getting off.

			“You’re doing so well. Breathe for a bit; feel my hands.” He rubbed Andy’s cheeks, pushing an almost surprised gasp out of the sub, and he kept up the heavy massage, forcing any leftover tension out of Andy’s body. His sub relaxed even more, the big body draped over his legs. It was perfect. 

			“Can I have more, sir?”

			CK was surprised by the question; Andy had been so hesitant to speak up earlier. 

			“Ten more. Can you take that?” It wasn’t going to be easy, but Andy had his safewords. And it might be the way for him to finally let go. He might be relaxed, but CK hadn’t yet heard his voice for real tonight.

			“Please, sir.” 

			CK let the slaps fall, hard and even. Andy seemed much more sensitive now, and he moaned out loud after the fourth. He started shaking after the sixth, and CK could feel how he tensed up before the final two slaps. He was shaking hard by the time CK was done. 

			“So good. I knew you could do it.” 

			CK pulled Andy’s pants all the way off and then pulled the sub up until he sat straddling CK’s lap. “Such a good boy.” CK held him tight, one hand caressing his neck and the other rubbing soothingly up and down his back. 

			Andy’s breathing was still labored, even though the spanking was over. CK just held on, murmuring soothing words to him and letting him be. It would be good for him to let go and cry, but CK had a hunch that it would take a lot to make him do that. Andy was still shaking when CK felt him wrap his arms around CK. 

			The movement melted something inside CK. He realized that he had started to think of Andy as a lost cause, someone who wouldn’t be able to let go and get anything out of a scene. Andy could, though, and CK tightened his embrace for a moment before he resumed the gentle rubbing. Slowly, the sub on his lap started calming down, the shaking easing off little by little. 

			They sat like that for so long that CK started losing the feeling in his legs. He reluctantly kissed Andy’s temple and pushed the man back. The sub quickly let go of his neck and got up on stiff legs. 

			Andy bowed his head, hands behind his back. “Thank you, si...” 

			CK forced his cramped legs to work, jumping up and silencing Andy by kissing him hard. 

			“That isn’t necessary. Especially since I’m not done with you yet.” 

			Andy raised his head, looking so lost. 

			“My legs just started to go to sleep. You did nothing wrong.” Never taking his hands off his sub, CK led Andy to the bed in the corner. “Lie down.” 

			Andy seemed a little wary, but lay down on his back, pulling his legs up and spreading them. He winced when he moved his legs. 

			CK swore inside. There were just so many pitfalls with this one. He bent forward and stroked Andy’s cheek gently, looking into the sub’s eyes. 

			“I’m not going to fuck you this time, I’m just going to take care of you. Turn over.” 

			Andy seemed confused and a little embarrassed, but he did as he was told. 

			CK undressed completely and grabbed the lotion he had made sure was going to be on the bedside table. Slipping onto the bed next to Andy, he let the first cold drops hit his sub’s red ass. Andy hissed. 

			“Yes, that feels good, doesn’t it?” CK gently started rubbing the lotion in. “You did so well.” 

			Andy shuffled around a bit and tried to hide his head in the pillow. CK had a strong suspicion that it was in reaction to the praise, not from the ache of the spanking. 

			“You looked amazing when my hand hit you, and you took it so well. You were flying.” More shuffling, but there was no tension in the body under his hands. He smiled a bit, but kept up the gentle rubbing of the burning skin, feeling the malleable body yield to his touch. 

			CK had covered the ass cheeks in a liberal amount of lotion and had begun massaging Andy’s back, too, before he spoke again. “It was so hot to see you struggle to bend over for me. But you did it. So well done.” 

			Andy tensed up a little, turning his head to look imploringly at CK. 

			“You didn’t... Don’t you want...?” 

			CK bent and kissed his cheek, smiling. 

			“Not right now. Sleep first, and then I’ll have you suck me when we wake up.” He had been deep into the scene, but it had been more than just a sexual high. 

			Andy seemed to be about to protest, but he was already blinking with post-spanking endorphins and fatigue. It was the reaction of a sub that had been pushed far, and CK made a note to remember that. 

			For now, he wanted a nap, too. He lay down next to his exhausted sub and pulled at Andy until the slack body was laying halfway on him, Andy’s head on CK’s shoulder. He covered them both with the sheet. 

			“Sleep tight.” 

			Andy mumbled something, and the complete lack of intelligibility made CK chuckle. To a Dom, that was proof of a job well done. 

			***

			When he woke up, there was an empty spot in the bed next to him. CK sat up, still sleepy, and contemplated where to find his runaway sub. He had only just got himself a drink from the water bottle on the bedside table when he heard sounds from the bathroom and the door opened. 

			“There you are. Come back to bed.” He patted the mattress next to him. 

			Andy had been on his way to assume the position from the evening before, with his hands on his back and his head bowed. Someone had trained the shit out of that man. The joy, too, possibly. Now he looked at CK, an insecure expression on his face. 

			“It’s okay. I want to talk.” 

			Andy seemed startled, but he obediently got back under the covers next to CK. 

			“Mmm. Someone had time to brush his teeth.” CK took advantage of it and kissed Andy, one hand supporting his sub’s neck and the other gliding down Andy’s side. The man’s lips were soft, and CK had to hold himself back when he felt the sub yield to him. He did want to talk, though. 

			“It was an intense scene yesterday. Are you okay?” He kept his arms around Andy. 

			Something in Andy’s bewildered look told CK that this wasn’t a question Andy usually got. The sub tried to avoid answering by burying his head in the pillow, but CK was determined.

			“I’m not going to disappear just because you’re hiding, you know. How do you feel?” 

			To CK’s astonishment, Andy was actually squirming now. Was it really that difficult a question?

			“Okay, I’ll go first. I feel really good because I made you fly yesterday and because I pushed you. Now I want to know if it was a horrible experience for you.” 

			“No! Sir, I mean, it wasn’t horrible. At all. It was...” Andy bit his lip, obviously at a loss for words. 

			“Intense?” CK tried to keep the teasing note out of his voice. He didn’t succeed that well. Still, Andy didn’t react to it other than giving him a quick glance. 

			“Different. It was very different. Do you always talk this much?” Andy blinked and started to apologize as soon as the exasperated comment was out of his mouth. CK just laughed. 

			“Yes, I’ve been known to be all touchy-feely and talkative after a scene. Get used to it.” He hesitated when he realized that he did want Andy to get used to the idea; he wasn’t finished with this sub. By far. He got serious. 

			“It’s really important for me to know that you’re okay, especially since it was our first real scene. So, talk to me.” He lay down on the pillow so that he wasn’t looking directly at Andy, but kept his arms around the sub. 

			Andy sighed and was quiet for so long that CK had started thinking that this was another case of learning absolutely nothing about Andy. Then he hesitantly began talking.

			“I feel... fine.” Andy paused again. “Even if the spanking wasn’t that hard, it was a bit difficult at the end -- I must have been sensitive yesterday. But I feel sort of... lighter now. Calm.” 

			CK was quite impressed that Andy had managed to tell him that much. He hugged the other man tighter. 

			“Well done. And it was an intense scene -- that has nothing to do with your sensitivity. Even though you are very sensitive.” To illustrate his words, CK let a finger slide over Andy’s still-red ass. Andy gasped and made an awkward movement, halfway trying to get away, halfway trying to get more. CK chuckled knowingly. 

			“As I said, sensitive. Does that mean you’d like to have another scene with me next week? Unfortunately, I’m out of town until Friday, but I’d love to meet up with you again.” He would have preferred to meet earlier; on the other hand, it was better for the sub to have some time between scenes. It gave time to put things into perspective. And anyway, work was hectic with wrapping up the last projects in his old department before he transferred here for good.

			Andy stared at him. CK suddenly felt cold.

			“Only if you want to, of course. I just thought you might like to...” Now CK was stammering, too. This was so not like him.

			Andy seemed to shake himself. “No! I mean yes. I...” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before he opened them again. “I mean, I’d like to have another scene with you, too, sir.”

			CK felt the relief flowing through him. 

			“Good!” He leaned down and kissed Andy. “Now, I’d prefer if you didn’t play with anybody else in the meantime. Is that okay with you?” He wasn’t sure what had made Andy react in such an unexpected way, but he hoped that limiting the man’s scenes to only positive experiences would help Andy loosen up. 

			“I guess so.” Andy looked wary. “Uh, does that include... you know, everything?” 

			For someone who had been very outspoken at their first meeting, Andy was remarkably shy when it came to this. 

			“No, you can jerk off as much as you want to.” 

			Andy got a relieved expression on his face, and CK let a finger slide lightly over the man’s cockhead. Andy sucked in his stomach, gasping almost silently. CK smiled; he could definitely make it a goal to get reactions like this out of Andy. 

			“Well, speaking of jerking off and such, I think you owe me a blowjob?” CK kept his tone light, and he succeeded in not spooking the sub into one of those drilled-in positions. Andy just gave him a cocky smile. 

			“I think I do, yes. How do you want me?” 

			CK was tempted to just lie back and have Andy right here in bed, but he wanted to see how his sub reacted in a different situation. He got up and sat in the chair from yesterday, placing one of the foam mats in front of him. Sore knees had never been conducive to submission in his opinion. 

			“Come here, boy.” He kept his voice low, commanding. He saw both the excitement and the insecurity in Andy’s eyes before Andy got up from the bed to stand before him in that perfect submissive position. 

			“On your knees.” 

			Andy was just as quick obeying CK’s next order. Only an almost inaudible hiss revealed that he was still sore after his spanking. 

			“Now, I want you to stay like that for a while. Look up at me.” 

			CK saw the quick glance first, and then he had eye contact with his sub. 

			“Yes, like that.” He let Andy have time to experience the feeling of kneeling in front of him, being submissive, and he saw the exact moment when the sub realized just how subservient the pose was. There was something pleading in Andy’s eyes.

			“Feel your position and remember why you’re there. Because I want you there. Because I love seeing you like this. Because you’re so beautiful and so brave in obeying me.” He ignored the blush on Andy’s face and slowly stroked his now rock-hard dick. “Because you make me so excited.” He moaned, taking a firmer grip around his cock. “Do you feel it?” 

			Andy was entranced, his eyes straying to CK’s dick before meeting CK’s eyes again. “Yes, sir.” His voice was hoarse. 

			CK rewarded Andy with a smile. “Good boy. Now suck me off.” He hadn’t even finished speaking before Andy’s lips were wrapped around his cock. 

			“Oh, sweet Jesus! Oh, God.” Andy’s mouth was so good around him, warm and soft, and the sub’s eyes were big and surprised as Andy looked up at him. That look made what Andy did to him all the sweeter. Then Andy’s tongue found the sensitive spot just under the head, and CK hissed, only to break it off into a whimper when Andy effortlessly took the whole of his length all the way down. CK’s hips were off the chair now, and he was thrusting desperately into Andy’s mouth, suddenly and so unexpectedly close to coming. 

			Andy swallowed around his cock, and that was more than he could take. Shouting, he pushed himself as deep as he could go, pumping his seed into Andy’s mouth, letting his sub drink it. He shuddered one last time and sank back on the chair, panting. Andy gently cleaned up CK’s spent cock, letting off when he got too sensitive. 

			Then the sub sat back on his heels again, apparently oblivious to his own very hard cock. It was dripping pre-come, leaving a slippery trail on the mat under him. Andy seemed at ease, finally at home with his position. 

			CK smiled at his sub when he saw it, and Andy smiled back, a sweet, shy smile. 

			CK leaned forward and kissed his boy. “Very, very nice, boy. Both the blowjob and the submission. You’ve really pushed yourself.” He got up. “But you do seem to have a bit of a problem there.” He cocked his head, regarding the pool of pre-come. “Don’t you think I should help you with that?”

			“Yes, sir. Definitely.” 

			CK laughed at the fervor in the sub’s voice and reached down, pulling Andy up. Then he walked the man backward to the bed, pushing Andy down. 

			It took the boy a short time to come after CK had engulfed his throbbing cock with demanding lips and soft licks. He still looked a bit outraged at the sight of a Dom doing that, but CK noted that he seemed to forget about it relatively quickly. In a heartbeat, actually. That was how soon he whimpered, pushed his hips up, inhibitions apparently forgotten, until the muscular body under CK’s hands was a study in lust. It was a breathtaking sight, and CK almost wanted to drag out the moment. CK hardly had time to think the thought before Andy came, though, moaning and shaking as his hips stuttered and the come shot into CK’s mouth. He gasped and sighed, and the sounds made CK smile to himself. 

			CK definitely wanted more of this intriguing sub. 

		

	


	
		
			3

			CK was frowning as he drove toward the club. He didn’t like the fact that he hadn’t been able to reach Andy on the phone. He couldn’t blame the man, though; their last meeting had been a fiasco through and through. 

			CK winced inwardly. He didn’t like to fail, especially not when subs were involved. It didn’t happen often, either. As a matter of fact, he couldn’t remember ever failing quite as spectacularly as he had with Andy. 

			It had gone wrong almost from the very beginning. Andy had been tense, almost frantic, and pleading with him to have a hard scene. 

			“Haven’t you come at all last week?” It didn’t add up; during CK’s few times with him, the sub had gone from being easygoing to reticent to this. Andy’s mood swings didn’t make sense to CK at all. 

			“It’s not that. I just need a scene, sir.” Andy hadn’t even been able to look CK in the eyes, but fell back on his rehearsed submissive pose, arms behind his back and eyes downcast. 

			He seemed so unsettled that CK had consented to a scene and taken the sub to one of the private rooms in the club. However, getting him alone in the quiet room hadn’t softened Andy’s tense posture. 

			Andy had reserved them a different room than their first one, CK had noted. This one was equipped with a huge St. Andrew’s cross in the middle. 

			 “What is it you need?” CK had walked slowly around Andy, touching, trying to ground the sub with his hands and his voice. He took great pride in both. 

			Neither worked. Andy stayed tense and sounded almost impatient as he answered. “I need to get away.” 

			CK frowned. Running away had never been a good starting point for anything. 

			“I really need it, sir.” Andy had made an effort, looking up and into his eyes. There was such desperation there that CK gave in. He ordered Andy to strip, and then he tied the sub up, using the heavy leather cuffs to secure the muscular body to the cross. 

			For a moment, CK had thought it would work. Andy sighed and leaned into the bindings, making the short chains jangle against the wood, his naked body resting against the cross. Then CK let the whip that Andy had chosen run over his back, and he tensed right back up again. 

			“Please, sir. Please.” 

			CK still didn’t know why he had hit Andy when it was so much against his better judgment. 

			Andy had winced and stiffened in the chains, whole body going rigid. The sub had only just got a breath before he continued pleading. 

			“Please, sir. I need it. Please whip me.” 

			He should have stopped, but he had been convinced that he could give Andy just enough pain to get the sub to the place where he wanted the boy to be, in the right headspace to let all this go and relax under CK’s hands. He had kept up a slow rhythm, not pulling his punches but not going easy on Andy, either. It had been to no avail. 

			Andy had writhed in his bonds, almost choking on his gasps. He still begged CK to give him more, to hit him harder. In the end, CK had flung the whip away. Andy cried out wordlessly, but there was a world of agony in the sound. It had haunted CK ever since. 

			As a conscientious Dom, CK had taken Andy down from the cross, given him something to drink, and tried to take care of his back. But Andy was shaky and didn’t want CK near him, and the evening had ended with Andy fleeing from the club. He hadn’t even got his shirt back on when he left.

			CK smiled bitterly to himself. He hadn’t wanted Andy to play with anybody else in order to limit Andy’s scenes to only good experiences. Great job he had done at giving Andy that. 

			CK had called Andy as soon as he got home and insisted they meet at the club the following Tuesday. To make matters worse, he had had to cancel that; he had been in Chicago all week, trying to pick up the pieces after his successor’s first -- and disastrous -- meeting with one of their most important clients. He hadn’t even reached Andy to cancel; he had only gotten the man’s answering machine, where he had left a message that he would try to be at the club on Friday. 

			At least he was going to make that, even though he had only been home long enough to put down his suitcase and get a quick shower. Now he was going to the club to see if Andy was there. He desperately hoped so; the next step would be going to see Andy at home, and going there implied something that CK was nowhere near ready to face yet. 

			He parked the car, taking the first available space he saw; it would be quicker to just walk the last block anyway. He walked fast, almost running, and he quickly made it into the club. There weren’t that many people in the front room, but he could hear noise from the big room, the heavy sounds of leather on skin. He hurried in there, but stopped dead in the doorway when he saw what was happening on the big stage. Oh, God.

			***

			CK was shaking by the time he was finally alone in the back room with Andy. 

			They had taken Andy down from the cross and half supported, half carried him in here, placing the exhausted sub on the padded table. Not the Dom, though. Too busy getting congratulations on a job well done to take care of a sub beaten half to death, the man had gone straight to the bar.

			It made CK’s rage even bigger, and he had to take a deep breath to calm himself down enough to go near Andy. 

			Andy was resting on his stomach, still naked, his back a mess of welts and even a few cuts where the strap had broken the skin. He hadn’t moved or opened his eyes since he’d gotten there, and for a moment, CK actually feared that he had been beaten unconscious. CK took another deep breath to center himself and gently let a hand slide over the unbroken skin on Andy’s shoulder. 

			“Hey, Toby. Sorry, I was spacing ou...” Andy interrupted himself when he opened his eyes and saw CK. 

			“Oh. Hi. I didn’t think you would come.” There was no accusation in Andy’s voice, only fatigue. 

			“Of course I would. I saw most of it.” He was grateful that Andy didn’t point out that he had already let the man down once. “I’m sorry.” He stroked Andy’s arm.

			“It’s okay. Work kept you away.” CK hadn’t meant he was sorry for being late, and he had opened his mouth to say as much when the door opened. 

			“Hey, Andy, I’m here with the feel-good stuff.” Toby halted his steps in surprise, hesitating in the doorway when CK marched toward the door and took the tray with medical supplies out of his hands.

			“I’ll take care of him. Thank you.” With those words, he dismissed Toby, and even though the owner of the club looked perplexed, the man backed out of the room and closed the door without arguing. It made the anger flare in CK again; it didn’t seem to matter to Toby that CK could be anybody and do anything to the hurt sub.

			He wasn’t, though, and he was going to take care of Andy. Things were going to be different from now on. The thought centered him, and he turned back to Andy. 

			Andy was watching him, eyes tired but curious. CK put down the tray and sat on the stool next to the padded table. 

			“Will you let me take care of you?” 

			“Sure.” Andy did look spaced out, going with anything CK suggested. For now, it would have to do. 

			“It might hurt some -- your back is a bit of a mess.” CK wrung out the excess water from the cloth and gently started washing away the blood. Andy shivered under his hands when the cloth passed the first wound. 

			“It sometimes gets messy -- I have a high pain threshold, so they have to beat me hard to make me fly.” Obviously, the endorphins from the beating were loosening Andy’s tongue; he wasn’t nearly as reluctant to speak as he had been during their last scene. 

			“I hate to break it to you, Andy, but you don’t have a high pain threshold.” CK washed the next wound and rinsed the cloth before he continued the work of cleaning Andy’s back. 

			“I do. You saw me up there.” Andy was belligerent.

			“I did. I saw how you cringed long before your skin was broken. You’re incredibly stubborn and probably very disciplined, but you have a very low pain threshold. You’re sensitive.” 

			Andy made a protesting noise that turned into a whimper as CK washed the largest cut. Fortunately, there were only a few minor ones to go before he was done with the washing. He leaned back, waiting for Andy’s back to dry. There was no reason to cause the hurt man more pain by wiping off the excess water. The heat in the room would do the job; the temperature was kept at a high level all over the club. Hot enough, in fact, that CK had to take off his shirt. It was stifling in here. Andy cast a wary glance at him, but relaxed again when CK didn’t remove any more of his clothes.

			“And apart from that, he didn’t make you fly.” 

			Hearing that, Andy really protested. “He did! What do you call this?”

			CK looked calmly at him. “Pain. And the aftereffects of pain. You would feel this way even after you had fractured something; it’s the result of a beating, not of a scene. You’re exhausted and a little queasy. Am I right?” 

			Andy seemed as if he was going to protest. Then the fight went right out of him, and he only nodded. All of a sudden, he looked pale. 

			CK leaned forward, suddenly worried. “Are you going to be sick?” 

			Andy closed his eyes. “Don’t know,” he mumbled. It didn’t sound very reassuring.

			Quickly going to the small fridge in the corner, CK found some juice, and he grabbed a bottle and a straw. Turning back, he sat down and offered Andy the juice.

			“Drink some of this. It will help with the nausea.” 

			CK held the juice so Andy could drink. The tired sub opened his mouth and drank without ever opening his eyes. CK stroked his hair, giving him a few minutes to get the liquid in him. 

			When Andy had emptied half the bottle, CK took it away and searched for something on the tray to use on the welts on Andy’s back. He chose the cream with a numbing effect; there was nothing about this pain that would be good for Andy to remember. After pulling on the gloves, he started applying the cream to the man’s back.

			A few minutes into the treatment, Andy sighed and opened his eyes. He was less pale now, but he seemed dejected. 

			“I’m sorry about this. I can’t seem to do anything right.” He sounded so tired. 

			CK kept applying the cream with soft movements, wishing he didn’t have to wear the stupid latex gloves. He wanted to touch Andy for real.

			“It’s not your fault that your Dom didn’t give you what you needed.” 

			Andy laughed, the sound of it bitter to CK’s ears. 

			“It wasn’t exactly because he didn’t try, was it? I’m just too fucked up to get it.” Curling in on himself, he started crying. 

			CK bent down to pull Andy up until he was sitting up on the table, leaning against CK. Andy resisted at first, trying to turn his head away. CK just held on, giving him the close contact he needed. Then Andy finally gave in, his naked body going almost limp, and he was crying harder than before. 

			CK held on, pulling Andy close to his chest and letting the sub cry. He mumbled something to his boy, meaningless sounds only meant to soothe while the sobs wracked Andy’s body. It sounded like it was a lifetime of sorrow that came out all at once. 

			Then there was longer between the sobs, and finally Andy pulled back, still sniffling. He saw the mess of tears and snot he had left on CK’s shoulder. 

			“Fuck, I’m disgusting.” 

			CK just grabbed the cloth and wiped himself clean. “There, not so gross anymore. And if you wipe your nose, you’ll be entirely un-disgusting.” 

			Andy laughed ruefully, his eyes not really meeting CK’s as he took the paper towel CK offered him, wiping his face and blowing his nose. Throwing the towel into the waste basket, his hand brushed CK’s arm. 

			CK curiously prodded the inside of his own arm. “I think you made me go numb.” 

			Andy looked at him, uncomprehendingly. CK smiled.

			“I held you where I had just applied the numbing cream, and it works quite well.” 

			Andy sighed. “Sorry about that.” 

			CK grabbed Andy’s head between his hands. “Stop apologizing. You’ve done nothing wrong.” 

			Andy turned away, his slumped shoulders a study in defeat. “No? It seems I haven’t got a clue what I’m doing.”

			“I think you’re right about that. It doesn’t mean that you can’t figure it out, though.” CK sat back, watching Andy intently. “But please promise me that you won’t do this again. I know you thought the beating was what you needed, but it isn’t. It really isn’t.” 

			Andy shrugged and then winced. “But what am I supposed to do? This doesn’t work, but what does?” He sounded miserable.

			“Let me help you.” CK took his hands. “I know I failed last week, but I know more about you now. I can help you. Do you remember our scene? The first one here?” 

			Andy nodded.

			“There were moments then when you were flying -- the good flying, not the ‘I’m so hurt my body is shutting down’ flying. You get the difference?” 

			Andy stared at him. Then he slowly nodded again. 

			“Good!” He couldn’t help kissing Andy for that recognition. “That’s what we’re going for. It’ll be good for you. And when we get to know each other better, I’ll make you fly again; just remember the good moments from our first scene. There will be more of those, I promise.” When Andy learned how to trust him and let go.

			“Okay.” 

			It wasn’t an overwhelming approval, but it was enough for now. CK felt the relief rushing through him. He hadn’t lost Andy yet.

			“Please, let me take care of you now. I want to deal with your back and take you home. Your place or mine, I don’t care; I just want to make sure that you rest and eat and have somebody there for you. You crash hard after something like the beating you just took.” 

			Andy seemed hesitant. “I won’t be up to much, you know.” 

			CK tightened his grip around Andy’s hands. “I don’t expect you to be. You can take it as an exercise in letting me take care of you if you want.” He had a hunch that being taken care of was a novelty in Andy’s life. 

			“An exercise, huh?” Andy gave him a tired smile. 

			CK smiled back and nodded. “Will you let me?” He held his breath, trying hard not to let it show. 

			Andy nodded, and CK leaned in and kissed the man again. He hadn’t even known how much he had hoped for this answer. 

			“I don’t know what to do, though. I... really don’t.” Andy sounded so tired. 

			“That’s okay. Take it as the first part of the exercise. You don’t have to know what to do; you just have to lean back and let me take care of you. There will be no scenes, no demands. All you need to do is stop thinking until tomorrow.” That way, Andy could let go of everything and just let himself be taken care of.

			Andy nodded silently. He looked too exhausted to do much else, and CK had a hard time keeping from hugging him. He managed to drink the rest of the juice, and then CK helped him lie down. 

			“I’ll take care of the rest of your back, and then I’ll take you home. Just relax.”

			***

			When CK led Andy out through the club, one arm around him to support him, they met the Dom who had given him the strapping. 

			“Hey, man, you took it like a champ. Nice job.” The Dom grinned and held his hand up for a high-five. CK glared furiously at him until he took it down, looking confused. CK kept silent until they were out of earshot. Then Andy heard a hissed “Amateur!” Andy was taken aback, both by the exclamation and the vehemence in CK’s voice. 

			He was too tired to think about it for long, though, and they went out into the streets. It seemed like it took forever to get to CK’s car. When they finally got close enough to see it, Andy’s legs were about to give out from under him. 

			“Come on, baby, it’s only a few more steps. You can make it.” CK had both hands around him now, and somehow, Andy made it to the car. When CK had opened the door for him, he slumped sideways in the front seat, closing his eyes and just resting while CK did up his seat belt for him. He was so tired that he never wanted to get up again. 

			“Where do you want to go?” 

			Andy forced himself to open his eyes when CK let a gentle hand slide over his cheek. 

			“Home. I want to go home.” He closed his eyes again. 

			Apparently, CK remembered his address, because the man started the engine and drove off in silence. 

			***

			It was late in the morning before CK heard a pained sound from the bedroom. CK hurried in there to find Andy struggling to get up. Andy moved slowly and winced when he twisted his body. 

			“Easy, now.” CK was at his side quickly, supporting him until Andy sat upright on the edge of the bed. CK sat down next to him. 

			“I feel completely wrung out. How can half an hour of strapping do this to me?” Andy sounded exhausted. 

			CK shrugged and stayed close. “That’s not exactly a mystery. First you took a harsh beating, and then you went through the wringer emotionally. And by the way, half an hour is way too long for a strapping. You’re lucky you’ve still got some skin left.”

			“Yeah, well,” Andy sounded exasperated, “I shouldn’t be this weak.”

			“As a matter of fact, you should.” 

			Andy turned to CK, gasping a little when he moved. 

			“Don’t turn like that; it’ll make your cuts open up.” 

			Andy obediently stopped moving, but he was frowning. “I don’t get it; why should I be weak?” 

			CK looked at him. “Because there would be something wrong with you if you didn’t react that way. It would mean that you were damaged.” 

			Andy stared at CK for a moment; then he made a strangled sound and fought to get up, swaying when he managed to get upright. CK steadied him by his arms, making sure he didn’t fall. Andy was breathing fast, and he didn’t meet CK’s eyes. 

			“Are you okay?” CK held on, not touching Andy more than that, giving him space to breathe. 

			Andy tried to push his way past CK, but he wasn’t strong enough. CK moved, though, supporting his not quite steady walk out of the bedroom. In the living room, Andy stopped, looking around as if he didn’t know what he was doing there. 

			“Come on, let’s get you a shower.” CK gently led him toward the bathroom. 

			Andy shook his head. “I can’t. My back...” He still followed CK, though. 

			“I’ll help you. It’ll make you feel better.” 

			Andy let CK lead him to the bathroom, standing in the middle of the room while CK got the water running. He made one of those small sounds again when CK bent down to get his boxers off him. 

			“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.” CK eased the boxers off, making sure they didn’t touch Andy’s buttocks on the way down. The sub was shaking, even though he was doing his best to hide it. 

			“You’re okay.” CK helped him into the tub, turning the valve so that the water came from the shower hose rather than the showerhead. CK stripped down to his own boxers and stepped into the tub, reaching out for the hose. Andy startled, his trembling more pronounced now. 

			“I’m only going to use it on your front and on your legs.” CK checked the temperature, turned down the water a little, and let the spray fall on Andy’s chest. The sub looked away, the insecurity clear on his face. 

			“Just your front and legs,” CK repeated. There was no point in telling Andy to relax; that would just be another demand the man couldn’t follow. Instead, CK kept his movements slow and steady, showering Andy’s chest, stomach and legs. Little by little, the trembling subsided. 

			CK put down the hose and took a loofah, lathering it up. He let it slide over Andy’s body, careful not to let the soap get in contact with the wounds on Andy’s back. He didn’t avoid the man’s genitals, but carefully washed everything, even if it got him another of those little sounds he had come to recognize as Andy’s only way of verbally conveying surprise or embarrassment. 

			After sluicing away the soap, CK pulled off the bandages. “Your back is okay. There’s only one cut that hasn’t closed up yet, and it doesn’t look infected. You can have a real shower tomorrow.” He turned off the water. 

			After patting Andy dry, CK quickly dried himself after removing his wet boxers and found some sweatpants in Andy’s closet. They were light and wouldn’t hurt Andy. He borrowed a pair himself, too.

			“Go lie on the couch; I’m going to redress your wounds.” Andy obediently padded out of the bathroom; he looked slightly more settled now.

			CK found him on the white couch in the living room, lying on his stomach, head on a pillow. CK sat next to him, carefully cleaning the open wound and dressing all of them; it would keep the scabs from catching on Andy’s clothes or sheets. After finishing up, CK sat on the floor, leaning on the couch and watching Andy. 

			“So, you want to talk?” CK interrupted himself before Andy could answer. “Okay, I didn’t put that the right way; I get the impression that you don’t like to talk about this at all. Am I right?”

			After a little pause, Andy nodded. He had closed his eyes. 

			“Still, I think you should.” CK put an arm on Andy’s, just letting him know that CK was there. “Do you do a lot of hard scenes like yesterday?”

			Andy shrugged. “Some.” 

			“Why?”

			Andy sighed, but he seemed to realize that CK wouldn’t leave him alone. “I want the flying. I want to get away.” He pushed his head a little deeper into the pillow. “I guess I haven’t done it the best way.” 

			“Haven’t you had anyone who’s made you find your subspace before?”

			“What’s that?” Andy opened his eyes. 

			“Your subspace?” CK was puzzled by the question. He’d thought that was what everybody was after in a scene. Andy nodded. 

			CK found that he actually had to think about the answer. He had helped a lot of subs find their subspace, but he had never had to describe their state of mind before. “Well, it’s a bit like the high you get after a beating, but you can be in it for hours, and you can get there by all kinds of submission.” And it was beautiful. 

			“Like when you kissed me?” Andy blushed a little, but he kept watching CK. 

			“Yeah, like that. It was really hot.” CK didn’t hide what he felt about that scene. 

			Andy’s cheeks got even redder, and he closed his eyes again. 

			“Haven’t you had a scene like that before?”

			Andy seemed to think. “Not really.”

			CK sighed inwardly. This was like pulling teeth. “What do you mean by that?”

			Andy looked at CK again. “When I first tried this, it was a bit like that. But I wasn’t with the guy for very long, so it was hard to...” He shrugged, seeming to be at a loss for words. 

			“Hard to trust enough to let go?”

			Andy stared at CK. At last, he nodded. “Yeah, I guess. And the guys I played with after that... It didn’t seem to be what they were after.” 

			It wouldn’t have been if the guys Andy played with were anything like the idiot from yesterday. CK pushed down his anger; it wouldn’t do either of them any good at the moment. 

			“It’s what I’m after. I want you to be securely in your subspace, flying, without having to be beat up like this.” CK took a deep breath. “Will you have another scene with me? Not today or tomorrow,” CK added before Andy could answer. “This weekend is about healing. But eventually.”

			Andy was quiet, his face inscrutable. Finally, he spoke. “It’s not that I don’t want to, it’s just that I’m not sure I can find the place you’re talking about.” 

			“You definitely can; I saw that in our first scene. You were beautiful.” 

			There was something very endearing about the way the big carpenter squirmed when he was praised. 

			“And it’s my responsibility to bring you there. It’s me who makes you fly or doesn’t make you fly. And I’ll get you there. Maybe not right away, but we’ll make it happen.”

			“I’m just not very good at trusting people.” Andy’s voice was very quiet. 

			“If you’ve had a lot of scenes like the one yesterday, I don’t exactly blame you.” CK kept his voice light. “I don’t expect you to be perfect, and I’d like to work with you. A lot.” 

			CK got up and took the blanket from the back of the couch, spreading it over Andy. He seemed a little surprised. 

			“I don’t want you to make a decision yet. This weekend is about giving your body the rest it needs. I’ll ask you again tomorrow before I leave. Now you need something to eat.” He left the room before Andy could protest either the resting or the fact that CK intended to stay the weekend. He had a sub to take care of.

			***

			Andy might have looked perplexed when CK left him on the sofa, but he was tired enough to have dozed off by the time breakfast was ready. CK stopped to watch him. For the first time since they’d met yesterday, Andy was resting peacefully, his arms around the pillow and his breathing easy. It made him look his age. CK easily forgot that Andy was only twenty-four when they were walking the tightrope that playing with Andy was. A bit of peace and quiet would do him good, and CK intended to have him feeling if not great, then at least grounded and rested after their weekend together. 

			CK gently shook the sub. “Breakfast’s ready.” 

			Andy started, and CK just held his hand where it was until Andy was fully awake. Then he slid his hands around Andy, helping the tired man sit up. Andy didn’t lean into CK’s touch, but fought to get up by himself. It didn’t surprise CK; it would take time before Andy would be able to trust him like that. 

			CK sat down next to him and reached for Andy’s plate. He speared a bit of scrambled eggs on the fork and offered it to Andy. 

			“I... No.” Andy veered back. All of a sudden, he had a distant expression in his eyes, as if he weren’t really there. 

			“You want to eat by yourself?” CK liked taking care of his subs. 

			Andy just nodded. 

			“Okay.” CK handed over the plate and fork, pretending not to see the surprise on Andy’s face. He ate well enough, and CK enjoyed the simple comfort of sharing a meal. 

			While CK cleaned up their plates, Andy came into the kitchen. CK just nodded to him and gave him a plate to dry; it was good for the man to move around a little. 

			Andy’s movements were careful, and he kept his elbows close to his body even when he reached into a cupboard. 

			“How are your shoulders?” 

			Andy looked up in surprise. 

			“From yesterday -- are you sore?”

			“Yeah, a little. I often am when I’ve been tied up.” 

			CK let his hands slide over Andy’s shoulders, feeling for any sign of even a minor dislocation. 

			Andy started and lifted one leg as if to step back. He didn’t, though, and CK kept up the examination. 

			“The joints seem to be fine.” He took one of Andy’s arms in his. “Let me know when the tenderness turns into pain.” He pulled slowly, watching Andy carefully. When the man’s arm was pulled out too far, Andy tensed up. CK let go.

			“With words.” 

			Andy blinked, looking confused. 

			“Let me know when it hurts by telling me.” 

			Andy looked down, and CK pulled at his other arm. 

			“There!” Andy’s head shot up and he gasped a little. 

			CK slowly let go of his arm and rubbed his shoulders. 

			“Good job.” 

			“I... What?” Andy swayed a bit. 

			“You let me know when it hurt. That’s good. Your shoulders are okay, by the way; you’re just sore because he didn’t tie you up right.”

			“He didn’t?” Andy looked lost.

			“No. If you expect your sub to lose his footing or fight back, you have to restrain him differently -- or for a shorter period of time. Otherwise, he’ll get sore. Like you are now.” CK reached out for Andy and guided him toward the couch again. It seemed as if he was having a hard time taking in what CK just had told him. CK had no idea why, but that was a recurring state of mind around Andy. 

			He helped Andy down on the couch again. “Do you want to watch a movie or something like that? What do you normally do to relax?” 

			“I... We can watch a movie.” 

			“I know. What do you normally do to relax?” Politeness was very well; it was an honest answer CK was after. 

			“I read.” There was a defiant note to Andy’s voice. 

			“Okay. Can I borrow a book, too?”

			Andy looked at him, confused. “Yes? I mean, of course you can.” 

			“Thanks.” CK went to fetch Andy a shirt and helped Andy dress before he turned to the shelves. There was a lot to choose from, and at least half of it was non-fiction, a lot of it about Eastern Europe and the Cold War. 

			“You’re interested in history?” 

			Andy had picked up a book, but he was still watching CK with a bewildered expression on his face. “Yes. Well, politics, mainly. I used to study political science.” Andy didn’t say any more than that, and CK got a distinct feeling that he’d already said more than he’d planned on. 

			CK picked a thriller and something about dissidents in the Soviet Union and went to sit down at the other end of the sofa. 

			“You can’t read two books at the same time!” Andy sounded crestfallen. 

			“I can only borrow one? I’ll put the other one back.” Weird rule, though. 

			“No! I mean, you don’t have to, but you can’t read two at the same time.” 

			“Can, too.” CK winked. 

			“Can’t.” Andy looked both rebellious and slightly amused.

			“Hey, I like variety.” CK sat back and opened the thriller. 

			“You’ll end up with a hopeless jumble of Soviet dissidents trying to solve murders.” Andy shook his head. 

			“I think that has been done, actually. I’ll give you the title sometime.” CK saw Andy open his mouth to answer. He shut it again, though, and started reading his own book. 

			***

			The rest of the weekend was peaceful. CK had a hunch that Andy’s exhaustion made a lot of things easier; he simply went with what happened instead of fighting himself every step of the way as he had done before. He appeared to be about to balk when CK got into bed with him that night, but when he saw that CK was wearing boxers and didn’t do anything but switch off the bedside lamp, he slowly relaxed. CK lay listening to his breathing getting slower, and he was asleep in minutes. In a way, that was CK’s biggest success so far. 

			Sunday morning, Andy looked a lot better. He still moved a little carefully, but he ate well and was able to take a shower by himself. CK stayed in the bathroom, even though Andy raised his eyebrows.

			“I’m taking care of you this weekend, and I won’t have you fall in the shower with nobody there to pick you up.” 

			Andy just nodded, and CK felt a little thrill go through him at the lack of protest. In spite of the cause, they had come a long way this weekend. 

			Before lunch, they went for a walk. The air was crisp and refreshing as they walked through the quiet neighborhood toward the small park. 

			“Are you okay?” CK asked as they entered the park. It was nearly empty; dogs weren’t allowed, and there wasn’t any playground for the kids, so most people preferred Boston Common. 

			Andy didn’t just brush his question away. “I am, actually. My back’s still a little sore, but it’ll be fine in a couple of days.” 

			“And the rest of you?” Skin mended easily. CK was more interested in what was going through Andy’s head. That was where the real scars were.

			Andy was quiet for a bit, but it was a thoughtful silence; he didn’t seem uncomfortable at the question. 

			“I have a lot to think about, you know?” 

			He looked at CK. “I’d never thought about the flying before. I know I need it, but I thought I had to be so beat up that my body is about to shut down, as you put it, to get there. I didn’t know it could be different.” He turned his head, staring into the air. “I have to wrap my head around that.”

			“Are you okay with that?”

			Andy smiled a little. “I hate not knowing stuff.” He laughed at himself before he continued. “But I’m okay. I couldn’t go on the way I was, anyway. It wasn’t good for me anymore. I think the scene Friday was rock bottom, and maybe I needed to go there before I can get anywhere else. Now I just have to figure out what to do next.”

			“You still want to have a scene with me next weekend?” CK didn’t like the silence that followed his question. Finally, Andy spoke. 

			“I... It’s going to be very different from what I’m used to, isn’t it?” 

			CK nodded. He wasn’t into beating men halfway unconscious.

			“In a way, excruciating pain is a lot easier than not knowing what’s going to happen -- how I’ll react to it. It’s weird.” 

			“I don’t think it’s weird at all. You’re pushing your limit. That’s always hard.”

			“I thought limits had to do with pain?” 

			It had been a good decision to take Andy here; he spoke far more freely when they weren’t closed in and he could move around while talking. 

			“Not necessarily. And yours probably haven’t got anything to do with pain at all; you’ve trained yourself to endure almost anything. The question is whether you’re willing to try something good, too?”

			Andy shook his head. “It should be so easy to answer that question, shouldn’t it?”

			CK reached out a hand and stopped Andy. “I’d really like you to have another scene with me. We’ll do it Saturday in my playroom; there’ll be no bad memories from the club there. I know it’s going to be different, but I’ll help you, and I’ll make it good for you. I want you to try.”

			Andy didn’t meet his eyes. “I won’t have a clue what I’m doing. You won’t laugh at me if I fuck up?”

			Yeah. Insecurity was probably Andy’s least favorite feeling. 

			“No. I won’t laugh. I promise.” 

			Andy took a deep breath. “Okay.” 

			CK felt the smile spreading on his face. He reached out his hand. 

			“Deal?”

			Andy laughed, too, and took his hand. “Deal. You might have to drag me there if I chicken out between now and Saturday, though.” 

			“Oh, I will. Don’t you worry about that.” 

			Andy got a weird expression on his face when he heard that, a mixture of panic and pleased surprise. He smiled, though. 

			“Okay, then. I won’t.”

		

	


	
		
			4

			Andy didn’t have to be dragged to CK’s apartment. He did have to take a deep breath at the door, though. God, he was nervous.

			Considering the weekend that had preceded it, it hadn’t been a bad week. Andy had told Jeff that he was hurt, and he hadn’t had to do any heavy lifting the first couple of days. His boss had gotten that weary look when Andy explained how he had been injured, though. It wasn’t exactly the first time. 

			Andy had told Jeff that he was going to CK’s place for a scene Saturday, and his boss had tried to talk him out of it. 

			“Fuck, Andy, you’ll be a lot safer at the club. There’s no reason to go home with strangers,” Jeff had pleaded with him. 

			It had taken Andy a lot of work to convince Jeff that he wasn’t going to be harmed. It wasn’t until Andy gave his boss CK’s address and promised to call Jeff after the scene that Jeff finally relented. 

			It was important to Andy that this scene didn’t take place at Slake. He had a lot of memories from the rooms in the back of the club, most of them bad. It wasn’t really the Doms’ fault; Andy had been very specific in his demands, and he had gotten exactly what he asked for. He had never told Toby that he wasn’t getting what he needed. Hell, he hadn’t known he wasn’t getting what he needed. In Andy’s opinion, if this was anybody’s fault, it was his own. 

			He didn’t know anything about the scene today, other than it was going to be different from anything he had tried so far. Even if the man hadn’t already told him so, his few meetings with CK had taught him that. 

			And that was why Andy’s stomach was trying to turn itself inside out when he stood in front of CK’s door. At the same time, he was strangely calm; he wanted to do this, no matter how insecure it made him feel. He had thought about it over and over again all week, and he had decided to go with whatever CK made him feel, even if it was insecurity or embarrassment. Andy didn’t get to trust anybody in only a few weeks, but he knew that CK was going to be good for him. He rang the doorbell. 

			CK’s face lit up in a smile when he saw Andy. “Hi there. Good to see you.” 

			Andy couldn’t help smiling back; CK’s happiness was contagious. 

			“Hi, CK. Am I late?”

			CK leaned in and kissed Andy quickly. “Not at all. Come on in.”

			Andy blinked, but let himself be guided into CK’s apartment. He bent down to get his shoes off; CK’s floors were pristine light pine. He caught CK looking oddly at him when he got back up, but the Dom didn’t say anything about it.

			“Let me give you a tour. I’ve unpacked almost everything by now.” CK showed him around. There were still a couple of boxes here and there, but the apartment was spacious and had a nice feel to it. A lot of pictures and things, in Andy’s opinion, but it made the airy place feel homey. 

			“You’ll need bookcases for those.” 

			They were in the living room where a row of big boxes still held CK’s books. 

			“Oh, I’m just going to use the shelves there.” CK pointed at the built-in shelves along one wall. Andy stepped closer. 

			“They won’t hold; the boards are too thin. They’ll bend under the weight of your books.” He let a hand slide over the shelves. 

			“Really?” CK put his hands on his hips. “I guess there’s a reason people usually don’t put anything but an ornamental vase on those.” 

			“Or have people like me build shelves. But they look good.” They did -- they suited the apartment well. 

			“I’ll just have to get more vases, then.” CK didn’t exactly sound like a guy who was into vases. Or as if he had any intention of starting a collection now. “Well, let me show you my playroom.” 

			Andy suddenly remembered why he was there and straightened up, following CK down the hallway. 

			“Watch your step.” 

			Andy followed CK up the two steps into the playroom. 

			“The guy who lived here before was a musician -- he soundproofed everything in here, including the floor. That’s why the floor is raised.” 

			Andy studied the room. Somehow, the room fit CK very well. It wasn’t anything like a traditional dungeon. No cross, no whips on the walls, no seedy floors. Instead, the walls were white, the floor was nice pine boards like the rest of the apartment, and the only BDSM furniture was a sturdy-looking iron frame and a padded table. One wall had hooks embedded in it, and there were some low cupboards along another wall. 

			“It’s really nice. Sir, I mean.” It was, but Andy’s stomach was churning by now.

			“Nervous?” CK had turned toward him. 

			Andy could only nod.

			“It’s okay.” CK rubbed Andy’s shoulders, stroking down his arms. The gentle contact reminded Andy what CK did to him: made him feel good. That was the point of him being here today. 

			“Let’s get started. You’ll only get more nervous if you’ll have to wait, won’t you?” CK’s voice was even, reassuring. 

			“Yes, sir.” 

			CK’s hands slowed. “A question for you: Does it excite you to call me sir?” 

			Andy couldn’t meet CK’s eyes. But he had decided to be honest this weekend. With himself, and with CK. 

			“No, sir.”

			“Okay. It doesn’t excite me either, so what do you say we skip it?” CK’s hands were rubbing his shoulders comfortingly. 

			“Okay?” Andy looked up into CK’s eyes. The man smiled a little when he did so. 

			“There you are.” CK leaned in and kissed him. “It doesn’t excite me when you look down, either. I want to see you.” 

			“Sorry.” Reflexively, Andy bowed his head when he was chastised, and then he forced himself to look up again. “I mean...”

			CK kissed him again. “You’re doing fine.” 

			Andy decided to believe the man. Things were a lot simpler with CK than they were with anybody else. 

			CK stepped back. “I presume you’d like to know what we’re going to do today?”

			The question took Andy by surprise. “I didn’t think you’d tell me?” 

			“I always do. I like to do things that my subs need or want. Preferably both. When I tell them, they have a chance to tell me if the scene scares them or just doesn’t turn them on.” CK’s eyes were as calm as always, and Andy felt a bit easier meeting them. 

			“It’s going to be really simple today. No whips, no floggers, no paddles. Are you claustrophobic?”

			“No.” At least there was one area where Andy wasn’t fucked up. 

			“Good. I’m going to put you in a harness, and then I’m going to use this on you.” CK opened a drawer in the cabinet, picking up a dildo. He brought it back to Andy, who saw that it had a pump attached. “It’s an inflatable dildo -- have you played with one of these before?”

			Andy shook his head. 

			“You can use them like a regular dildo, and then you can inflate them -- like this.” CK pressed the pump, and the dildo grew between his hands. “I like them because I can give you all sorts of different feelings with it -- from a light pressure to real pain.” 

			Andy eyed the dildo. He didn’t like the idea of having very thick toys going into him, but this one wasn’t that thick at the bottom. And CK wouldn’t open him more than what was safe. 

			CK kept pumping, and the dildo was thickening a lot. Andy’s breathing got a little quicker at the thought of that happening inside of him. Being filled that way...

			“Are you okay with that?” 

			Andy looked up from the dildo, surprised at the question. It must have showed on his face; CK put the toy down and stepped up close, caressing Andy’s cheek. There was a kind expression on the Dom’s face.

			“Remember, this is going to be good, all right? I’m not going to do anything that stresses you out.”

			Andy accepted the caress and the words. It was the only way for him to do this. 

			“So, harness, tie you up, dildo. I might fuck you if you’re up to it?”

			Andy felt his cheeks reddening. “Yes.” It had been very, very good last time, and he was ready for it.

			“Good. I won’t ask you for your boundaries; at the moment, they’re far beyond where I think they should be. I’ll just promise not to do anything but what we’ve already agreed on. And you have your safewords. Okay?”

			Andy felt something letting go inside of him. This he could do. He nodded. 

			“That was the negotiation; now the scene starts. Now I take charge. You don’t have to do anything anymore. Just feel what I do to you. Embrace it.” 

			Andy closed his eyes for a brief moment; then he opened them again and nodded. It was so easy. He felt himself starting to sink into it, a feeling he hadn’t had since his very first experiences with the leather scene. 

			“What’s your slow word?” CK’s voice was calm, confident. 

			“My slow word is yellow.” It felt weird not to add the habitual honorific. More intimate. Andy let himself sink into that, too. 

			“Good. What’s your stop word?” CK was still standing in front of him, eyes never leaving his.

			“My stop word is red.”

			“What happens if you use them?”

			“Yellow slows things down, red stops everything.” 

			CK nodded. “And when should you use them?”

			“When I need them.” Andy remembered what CK had taught him to answer. He still didn’t know if he would be able to use the words, but it felt reassuring that CK took the ritual this seriously. 

			“Yes. Now you’re mine.” 

			Whether it was the words or CK’s hands on him that made a shiver go through Andy, he didn’t know. Neither did he care. 

			CK slid strong hands under Andy’s shirt and caressed his sides, his belly, and his chest before grabbing both the sweater and the t-shirt under it and pulling them over Andy’s head. When CK had put them down on one of the cupboards, the Dom removed his own shirt, keeping on the worn jeans, and leaned in to kiss Andy. Andy closed his eyes and sighed when the soft lips moved from his lips down to his jaw, little kisses so light. 

			Andy felt CK slowly nibbling his neck, and he twitched when he got a little nip just under his hairline. Then CK moved around until the Dom was standing behind him, reaching around Andy to open his pants. 

			Andy tried to push into CK’s hands, but CK avoided touching Andy’s hardening cock. He gave Andy another little nip. “Patience. I want you to last a long time.” 

			CK pushed down Andy’s pants together with his boxers and moved around him again. Andy made as if to take them off, but CK stopped him. 

			“Let me.” There was a glint in CK’s eyes as the man kneeled in front of Andy, helping him out of first one, then the other trouser leg. It felt very strange having a Dom kneeling in front of him, and it must have showed on Andy’s face. 

			“One of the weird moments?” Andy could have sworn there was just a bit of a tease in CK’s voice. 

			“I usually... Oh. I usually undress myself.” CK brushed Andy’s hard dick when he removed the pants, causing Andy to stutter. CK seemed totally oblivious to the hard cock right in front of his face. He took off Andy’s socks, making Andy feel a bit like a little boy again. 

			CK leaned back, looking up at Andy. “God, you look good.” 

			Andy felt his cheeks heating up. Suddenly, it felt very lonely to be the only one standing, and he turned his head away, not knowing what to do. 

			“Don’t worry, you’re doing fine.” 

			CK had gotten up so fast Andy hadn’t even seen the movement, those strong arms around him. CK’s body felt solid against his, and Andy allowed himself to enjoy the feeling of being held by someone bigger and maybe even stronger than himself. 

			“Let’s begin.” CK let go and opened a door in the cupboard, pulling out a jumble of leather straps. It seemed a lot more intricate than the simple harnesses Andy had seen the guys wearing at the club. 

			“It’s very solid, and it’ll hold you tight, no matter how I tie you up. I could hang you upside down and it would still be comfortable for you. I won’t today, though. It’s complicated, so it’ll take a while to put on. Relax and enjoy it.” 

			Andy adjusted his stance and obeyed. CK began by placing the top of the harness around his shoulders, pushing the straps into place and tightening the buckles. The leather gave a loud crack when CK pulled the straps closed, and Andy’s breath hitched as the sound reverberated in the silent room. CK adjusted the buckles one by one, the sound of the leather snapping tight against his body going straight to Andy’s cock. Then CK took a firm grip on the harness and carefully shook it. 

			Andy let his body follow the movements, only at the last moment transforming his moan into a sigh. He bit his jaws together hard to keep the sound in.

			“You like that, don’t you?” 

			Andy felt his cheeks redden from the embarrassment, and then he colored even more because he had blushed like a stupid teenager. He looked down.

			“Hey, it’s a good thing.” CK pulled Andy’s chin up; his eyes were smiling, even though the rest of his face was serious. “It’s what I’m after, so it makes me happy when I find something you like. Don’t keep that hidden from me, okay?” 

			Andy stared at CK. This man did everything the opposite way of what Andy had been used to, like exploring Andy’s hot spots instead of his weaknesses. Andy couldn’t wrap his head around how different it felt not to fight himself all the time, not to be struggling to accommodate some random master. He then remembered that CK had actually asked him a question. 

			“I’ll try to... to let you know.” 

			CK had grabbed his harness in the back, too, so Andy was now held between CK’s hands. CK gently moved him again, and Andy let his body yield, sighing at the feeling. 

			“Good. You’re so hot like this.” 

			CK’s words would normally have made Andy uncomfortable, but there was nothing but admiration and lust in the Dom’s eyes as he let them wander over Andy’s body. It still made Andy want to squirm, but it was very flattering at the same time. 

			CK picked up the next piece of harness and started fastening it to the chest harness Andy was already wearing. 

			“These straps are padded,” he explained as he put the harness between Andy’s legs, adjusting Andy’s by now very hard cock on his way. Andy gasped a little at the touch. The sound turned into a moan when CK closed the buckles, the straps holding Andy so tight. So good. 

			CK kept on going, adding straps to Andy’s thighs, shins, and ankles. The Dom wasn’t gentle, and Andy reveled in the feeling of the straps closing firmly around him. Then CK stood up and put the last straps around Andy’s upper arms and wrists. 

			CK took a firm grip on Andy’s arms and leaned in, kissing him. Andy closed his eyes and let CK’s tongue into his mouth, letting go and losing himself in his desire. 

			He wasn’t quite present when CK pulled back, the world a little foggy around him. He could hear his own breathing, loud and fast. CK’s eyes were shining. “Now you’re ready to be tied up. To be held still for what I intend to do to you.” 

			Andy shivered, the anticipation and excitement making his breath catch in his throat. 

			CK’s tight grip on his harness as the Dom walked him to the iron frame did nothing to tear him out of his daze -- just the opposite. Andy wasn’t quite aware of being tied up, but he felt the restriction when CK pushed him. He didn’t move much, and he experimentally pulled at his wrists. The straps didn’t give an inch, and he couldn’t move his feet, either, his legs spread out and tied to the frame. He was open and forced to take anything CK would do to him. The thought made him moan, the sound loud in the quiet room. 

			“Yes.” CK let his hands run over Andy’s chest, playing with Andy’s nipples, his eyes never leaving Andy’s. “Are you ready to be filled?” 

			Andy nodded, unable to say anything. CK leaned in and kissed him again. Then the Dom let go of his mouth. 

			“You’re so very ready for me, aren’t you?” 

			Andy nodded again, CK’s breath on his skin giving him goose bumps. 

			“I’m going to make it so good, and I might make it difficult for you, too. Do you want that? To be filled so much you’re sure you can’t take it, and then do it anyway for me?” 

			The hoarse groan was nothing like the quiet sounds Andy normally made, but he didn’t care. “Yes,” he said as he got his voice back. “Please.” 

			CK moved around him, always keeping one hand on Andy. Then Andy felt CK’s finger at his ass, smearing the lube around his hole. He sighed, trying to push back on it. CK mumbled something encouraging in his ear and pushed the finger in, the feeling of skin against his sensitive inner tissue so good that he shivered.

			“So soft. You’re so soft inside.” There was wonder in CK’s voice as he gently pushed his finger deeper, probing and spreading the lube. 

			“More. Please.” Andy grabbed the straps, trying to get leverage to push back. There wasn’t any give in the leather, and he whimpered in frustration. 

			“Shh. I’ll give you what you need.” CK pushed in another finger, spreading him wider like he needed. Andy sighed and relaxed, letting CK open him up. Then CK found his sensitive spot. 

			“CK!” Andy’s body shuddered with the pleasure that shot through him. CK put an arm around him to hold him close, but the Dom didn’t relent, pushing and probing that spot until Andy was sobbing with need. 

			“One more, then you’re ready.” CK’s voice was hoarse, and Andy only nodded fervently. Then he shouted as he got another finger. 

			The fullness, the feeling of CK’s fingers going in and out of his ass without ever hurting him -- it was so good that there was nothing in his world except being held and being fucked by those fingers. CK held him tight, encouraging him to go with it, scissoring the fingers inside him until the pressure made him shout out again. So good. 

			Then those fingers disappeared, and he protested, trying to form words and turning his head after CK. 

			“Easy. I’m right here.” CK was back, the man’s body a comforting heat against Andy’s back. Then Andy felt something wide at his entrance, and it slid into him, filling him. Everything went quiet, nothing left in his mind but the feeling of being full, being complete. He closed his eyes and surrendered to the fullness, to being bound and held and supported by CK. His Dom pushed the dildo all the way into him, doing something with the harness to keep the dildo seated deep inside of him. Then CK’s arms slid around him, and Andy was held, CK murmuring something to him. It was only sound to him, but he leaned into it, surrendering to the feeling. 

			Then he felt the dildo growing inside him, and he groaned out loud. The added pressure was sweet, and he got more, and then more again. He hadn’t thought it could get any better, but this was exquisite. There was nothing in his world but the feeling in his ass and CK’s arms around him, CK’s voice in his ear; he was safe and held and filled. 

			He could hear himself moaning, and it didn’t matter; only the increasing pressure inside him mattered. It went on and on until the feeling bordered on unpleasant. Then the pressure disappeared. He cried out and opened his eyes, feeling empty in spite of the heavy dildo inside him. 

			“Shh, it’s okay, I’ll give you more.” CK let go of him and walked around the frame until he was standing in front of Andy. Andy missed his Dom’s body when he moved, but then Andy was caught by CK’s eyes. 

			CK watched him, taking in everything -- heavy breathing, twitching hands, hard and dripping cock -- and CK looked triumphant, such joy on the Dom’s face that Andy tried to reach out for him in spite of the bindings. 

			CK gently caressed Andy’s cheek. “Are you ready for more?” He held the pump in his other hand. 

			“Please. Please, CK.” Andy hadn’t even finished talking when he felt the toy widening inside him, and his words turned into a moan. The fullness grew quickly this time, and he closed his eyes, secure in his awareness that CK saw him, saw everything he felt. He was whimpering, a drawn-out sound accompanying every breath, and the sound became part of him, part of his pleasure. 

			The pressure grew and grew, and Andy opened his eyes, staring into CK’s eyes and panting around the feeling. It was uncomfortable now, but at the same time, he craved more. 

			“One more, please. CK...” He groaned when CK pushed more air into the toy, making him teeter on the thin line between pleasure and pain. He got another, and he cried out.

			“So much! So full.” He gasped, the pressure bigger than he could ever have imagined, and it was all CK’s doing.

			“Does it hurt?” CK’s voice was hoarse, the excitement clear on his face. 

			Andy nodded. The pain was filling him, but he was reluctant to let it go; the feeling of being so full, so owned, was different from anything he had ever experienced before. 

			“I’ll give you a choice.” Andy had to concentrate to even understand what CK was saying. “I can either let out the air now and fuck you, or I can fill you six more times. It will open you more than you can imagine, and I won’t stop before I’m done if you tell me to go ahead now.” 

			Andy was panting, the need to be filled so great, even if the thought of the pain increasing six more times was frightening. He wanted this, wanted CK to make him do it. He nodded. “Please. Fill me, CK.” 

			He got the first pump right away, and he groaned. There wasn’t enough room inside of him, nowhere for the air to go. He panicked a little, looking up at CK. 

			“I’m right here. Tell me how it feels.” CK’s voice was steady, calm, even if his eyes were shining with excitement. 

			“It hurts! God, it hurts.” It was as if something broke inside of Andy, and he started talking, the words tumbling out of him. 

			“You’re hurting me, you’re hurting me so bad. Please, one more? Please, CK... Oh!” He cried out when the toy widened inside him, the pain sharp now. He whimpered. “It’s so big, it’s so painful, there’s no way I can do this. Please...” He didn’t even know what he was saying. 

			“You don’t have to do anything. Just take what I give you.” 

			He shouted as more pain was pressed into him, and then, much too quickly afterward, more again. 

			“No! No, no, no, please, sir, please, no more, no...” He couldn’t stop babbling, the begging the only thing left possible by the pain. 

			“Only two more. You only have to take two more.” CK stepped in close, a comforting hand around his neck while the Dom held him firmly against that solid body. He roared as he was filled again, and CK held on to him, held him and let him scream his pain out. He finally got the last pump, and as CK held him in the middle of the pain, he thought that it was finally too much, that this was more than he could take. 

			Then CK let the air out, and he was blissfully free of pain. 

			“Thank you, CK, please, please, CK...” He had no idea what he was asking for. Then CK was behind him again, doing something to his harness. The dildo slid out of him, only to be replaced by CK’s heavy cock. Andy gave a hoarse groan when he felt it go into him, and the sound was mirrored by CK’s gasp. 

			CK didn’t hold back, and Andy reveled in the feeling of the hard cock moving in and out of him. CK put strong arms around Andy and forced himself deeper, and Andy let the thrusts push the sounds out of him, too, crying out continuously with the pleasure. 

			Then CK’s hand was around Andy’s dick, and he shouted, almost surprised, as he realized how close he was. He felt CK’s hips stuttering as the man came, and the pleasure overwhelmed Andy as he came and came himself until he was hanging limply in the straps, only held together by CK’s arms and CK’s voice and CK’s pleasure. 

			CK held him tightly for a long time, speaking quietly to him, words that were nothing but sound to Andy. The sound of being cared for. Then CK finally let go, sliding out of Andy’s body. Andy whimpered with the loss, but CK was quickly back, this time embracing him from the front. Andy leaned into his Dom, closing his eyes and taking in the scent of clean sweat and sated man that was CK. He was fully undone; there was nothing left of him, and it was glorious. 

			CK gently stroked Andy’s back. Slowly, the man’s movements got firmer, rubbing Andy’s arms and shoulders, and Andy took a shaky breath and lifted his head. 

			“Welcome back.” CK smiled a little smile, kissing him lightly. “You were amazing.” 

			Andy just took it in, stayed in that newfound place where it was okay to be praised. 

			CK massaged his arms, loosening the straps one by one. When Andy’s arms were free, CK kneeled in front of him, repeating the massage on his legs until the only straps holding him up were those attached to the body harness. 

			“Are you okay to stand by yourself?” CK’s movements were slow and reassuring, and Andy experimentally bent one stiff leg at a time. 

			“I think so.” CK undid the last fastenings, and even though Andy swayed a bit, he stayed upright. CK led him to the padded table. 

			“Let me help you out of that; it’s not comfortable lying down with it on.” 

			Andy could see the reason in that, but he still missed the feeling of the harness when CK removed it. 

			CK helped him lie down on his stomach, and he sighed when he could stretch out. The table was soft and big enough for him to rest comfortably. He took a deep breath and enjoyed the faint scent of leather from the upholstery.

			Then there was oil and CK’s strong hands rubbing it in, firmly pushing his muscles into complete relaxation. It was good and a bit rough, forcing little sounds out of him. The roughness brought him back from that floaty, unreal place he had been about to lose himself in, and it was a little sad to let it go. He tried to ignore CK’s hands on his shoulder, shaking him, and CK slapped his butt none too gently. 

			“Hey!” He opened his eyes, wanting to glare at CK. CK’s happy smile totally ruined that intention, though, and Andy couldn’t help smiling, too. 

			“Time to get upright again.” CK might have been rough when he pushed Andy back into real life, but his hands were gentle as he helped Andy up. 

			This time, Andy was steady on his feet as he stood in the middle of the playroom, taking in the light and quiet and breathing in deeply. He felt taller, grounded, very much alive. 

			“Don’t daydream, now,” CK grumbled as he rubbed Andy down, the towel coarse against Andy’s oiled skin. 

			Andy laughed out loud. If anything, he felt awake now. No more hiding. 

			CK tossed him a pair of sweatpants and waited while he put them on. Then his Dom stepped up close, suddenly serious. 

			“Are you okay?” He looked searchingly into Andy’s eyes. 

			Andy just nodded, smiling at CK. He didn’t seem to be able to stop that. CK closed the distance between them and kissed him, so slowly that Andy was a little out of breath when CK pulled back. 

			“Good. Let’s go make dinner.” 

			Cooking wasn’t exactly the typical aftercare following a scene, but then again, nothing about CK was typical, so Andy followed him to the kitchen. 

			“I’m not exactly a chef, but we’re two grown men; it should be within our reach to make something edible.” He asked Andy to start preparing the vegetables. 

			As Andy was chopping the peppers, CK bumped his shoulder, staying close to him. 

			“So, you liked the harness?”

			Andy snorted. He couldn’t keep the grin off his face, though. “You might say so.” 

			“What was it about it that you liked?”

			Andy had to stop to think about it. “I’m not entirely sure, to be honest. It was just very hot, and I guess I felt kind of... secure in it. I don’t really remember it in detail -- it’s all a bit fuzzy to me.” It had been so good, though. 

			“Yeah, you went deep in no time. It was beautiful.” 

			Andy had no idea what to say to that. He shrugged. 

			“Oh, no, you don’t get off that easily.” CK turned him so they faced each other. “You were beautiful to watch, understand? You were so hot, and your sounds were amazing.” 

			Andy was very happy that he could use the vegetables as an excuse to turn away again. CK’s huff told him that the man knew exactly what Andy was doing. 

			“I... I don’t usually talk that much.” That was quite embarrassing to think of now. Especially since “talk” was the understatement of the year; he had been shouting and moaning and begging. But even that didn’t make him ashamed, just a little red in the cheeks.

			“I know you don’t. What made you do it this time?”

			Damn, this man really liked talking. Andy shrugged, not meeting CK’s eyes. But it was more to drag out time; he had no illusions about getting off this easy. 

			“I think I kind of... broke, but in a good way. I couldn’t hold anything back anymore, and I didn’t want to. Does that make sense?” He kept his eyes trained on the peppers on the counter in front of him.

			CK reached over and pulled the chopping knife out of his hand. Andy looked up in confusion, and then he was in CK’s arms. The solid body felt just as good as always, and he let himself lean into it. 

			CK was quiet for a minute before he spoke. “It makes a lot of sense. And for the record, it was really, really good for me, too. Thank you for giving me that, Andy.”

			Andy pushed a bit closer, not knowing what to do. Then he pulled back, gently kissing CK on the cheek. “Thank you.”

			***

			Andy was on his way around the house to his front door when Jeff called him. 

			“Oh, hi, Jeff. Sorry, I totally forgot about calling you. I’m kind of floating.” 

			“Are you hurt? What did the fucker do to you?” The response in the other end of the line was quick, Jeff’s voice concerned. 

			“No, I’m good.” 

			Andy briefly wondered about Jeff’s question. Did Jeff really think that getting hurt was the only way for Andy to feel this good? Then the lingering pleasure won over any thinking, and he grinned while he opened his front door. “Very good, in fact. So’s CK, by the way.”

			“Yeah? You’re okay? What did he do to you?”

			Andy didn’t get offended by the questions; Jeff worried about him. 

			“He put me in a harness and tied me up. Then he used an inflatable dildo on me. Well, in me, to be exact. It was fucking hot.” 

			“And that made you float? Just like that?” 

			“Well, he’s got really good hands. And a nice voice, and the harness was really hot, but basically, yes, just like that. He didn’t even spank me.” Which should have been a shame, but man, it had been hot.

			“Fuck. I’m thinking of taking lessons.” 

			Andy laughed. It wasn’t like Jeff to be impressed. 

			“And you’re laughing. It must have been fucking good.” 

			“It was fucking amazing.” Andy was grinning like a fool. He probably looked silly, but that was definitely a price worth paying for a scene like that. 

			“So, are you going to meet up with him again?”

			“Oh, definitely. We have an appointment next weekend.” CK hadn’t wanted to meet before. Andy felt like going back to see him right away. He hadn’t felt this good in a long time. 

			“Hey, that’s great. Well, I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. See you on Monday, okay?”

			“Okay. Bye.” Andy pushed the red button on his cell and sat down in a chair. He had even forgotten to take off his shoes, so he bent down and untied the laces. When he was done, he put his feet up on the low table in front of him and grinned again. Watch him being all relaxed. 

			***

			It was probably the first time ever that Andy had gone to the club without the intention of hooking up with somebody. He had an appointment with CK on Saturday, and CK didn’t want him to play with anyone else. Andy didn’t want it, either; just thinking about CK made a silly grin spread on his face.

			“You look like you’re in a good mood.” 

			Andy started; he hadn’t been paying any attention to his surroundings at all. 

			“Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. Are the lines here really long enough to make you fall asleep?” It was Tom, Mischa’s sub, who had walked up behind Andy while he was waiting at the bar. 

			“Apparently so. What are you drinking?” The bartender was waiting for Andy’s order.

			“Just water. I gave Mischa a vodka and put him at Toby’s table; that man really needs to learn how to relax. I have a feeling I might be driving home tonight.” There was an overbearing note to Tom’s voice. 

			“You order your Dom to drink?” There were all kinds of relationships in the leather world, but this was strange. 

			Tom just laughed. 

			“Well, we’ve both been working far too hard for far too long. I out-stubborned him tonight, and now he’s being a good boy and talking to Toby.” There was a fond look on Tom’s face. 

			“Good for him.”

			“Oh, it’s even better for me. He gets way too serious when he’s crunching numbers all the time. It’s good for him to let go.” 

			Andy just nodded politely; he didn’t have a clue how Mischa and Tom’s relationship worked. 

			“Is the library working out for you?” 

			They took their glasses and sat down at a table. 

			“It’s stunning. I use it every day. And thank you, by the way; I didn’t get a chance to say that when you were there.” 

			Andy saw the blush in Tom’s cheeks; they were clearly both thinking about last time they had met, Tom kneeling at his master’s feet. 

			“Yes. It was really something,” Andy said. 

			“The shelves are beautiful.” Tom nodded.

			“No, actually I meant...” Andy couldn’t continue. The images of Tom had been haunting him since the days he had spent at Mischa’s house, building a library for Tom when Tom moved in with Mischa. 

			Tom was confident, smart, and seemed completely secure in the relationship with Mischa. That had been an eye-opener in itself to Andy, but it was what he had seen the second day in the house that kept him awake at night. He didn’t know what Mischa had done to get Tom so deep into what Andy now knew was called subspace, so perfectly, blissfully happy, but it stirred something deep in Andy. 

			“Yeah. I was... It was good.” Tom’s voice was low. 

			“I keep thinking of you sitting on the floor.” Andy hadn’t meant to say that. 

			Tom just nodded. “It was really peaceful. We normally don’t play like that -- you know, with kneeling and all that stuff -- but it just seemed right that day, you know?”

			Andy shrugged. “I’m not sure.” His eyes met Tom’s questioning expression before he looked away. “I haven’t been doing anything right up until recently.” 

			“There’s no wrong way to do this.” Tom sounded very convinced, but Andy wasn’t going to let it go. Not anymore.

			“No, Tom. There are really, really wrong ways of doing this.” He managed to look up. “There are wrong ways, and I’ve only just started to understand that. Now I have to learn everything all over again.” 

			“How do you mean?” Tom didn’t sound angry at being contradicted, just genuinely interested in the answer. 

			“For example, the thing you said when I told you to guess whether I’m a Dom or a sub. You said that submission isn’t only in your head; it’s in your body, too. The thing is, I’d never, ever known that it could be anywhere but in your body. I thought it was all about taking as much pain as possible, to get as far out of your body as you could get.” 

			“That doesn’t sound good. I mean, I don’t want to criticize something if it works for you, but...” 

			“It didn’t work for me.” Andy took a deep breath. “Sorry, I’m not normally this rude. I didn’t mean to interrupt you.” 

			“You’re not rude. Why did you do it if it didn’t work for you?”

			“I thought it was the right way, and now I’ve met someone who wants everything differently. It’s really confusing at the moment.” Andy shrugged apologetically. 

			“Sounds that way. It’s exhausting enough to learn it all from scratch; having to scrap old habits on top of that must be even harder.”

			“You seemed very experienced.” It had to take a lot of trust to submit the way Tom had been doing, sitting at his Dom’s feet and being fully at ease with it even when a stranger entered the room.

			Tom laughed out loud, and Andy looked at him in surprise. “I’m so incredibly inexperienced! Or, you know, I was until Mischa started initiating me into every kink known to mankind and then some.” God, that man could blush. 

			“Really?” 

			“Really. I’ve just been lucky, I guess. We fit together.” 

			“Do you trust him?” Andy blinked when he heard his own words. This really wasn’t like him. 

			“Yes.” Tom’s answer came without hesitation. “It only works if you trust the one you play with. For me, at least.” 

			Andy nodded, slowly. “Submission is in your head?”

			Tom grinned. “I really like it when someone quotes me. And yes, I’ll stand by that one.” 

			He was about to say something more when there was a commotion and someone crying out at the other end of the bar. 

			“Mischa?” Tom quickly got up and walked around the bar. Andy followed him and almost walked into him when he stopped abruptly. Andy had to look around him to see what had happened.

			Mischa was on the floor, the sorry remains of a chair shattered around him. The Dom was staring quizzically at them and rubbing his ass. 

			“Please tell me you didn’t just fall off your chair, Mischa?” Tom had his hands on his hips. 

			“Uhm. I didn’t?” Mischa blinked slowly, grinning up at Tom. He patted the floor as if to check that it was still there, shuffling to get up. His attempt was hindered by the fact that his feet were through the back of the chair. Andy didn’t have a clue how the Dom had managed that.

			“You’re drunk!” Tom sounded incredulous. “How the fuck did you manage to get drunk in less than an hour?” 

			Mischa stopped his attempt at getting up to think about that. “I tried real hard?” He looked up at Tom as if to see if that was the right answer. 

			“God, you’re a lightweight, Mischa.” Tom shook his head and turned to Andy. “Care to give me a hand here? It seems I have a tipsy boyfriend who needs a little help.”

			“Am not ‘tipsy!’ Girls get tipsy. Not Doms.” Mischa was grumbling as Andy and Tom picked the drunken man up from the floor, disentangling Mischa’s legs from the remains of the chair. Tom’s hands were surprisingly gentle in spite of the sarcasm. Andy thought that he saw the sub trying to hide a smile, too.

			“You just keep telling yourself that, Mischa. Let’s get you home.”

			The cool air outside the club helped sober Mischa enough that he walked reasonably straight with only a little help. Andy still went with them, waiting until Tom had put the drunken Dom securely into the car. 

			“That’ll teach me to order my Dom to drink! I guess it came as a surprise that the meanest Dom around can’t hold his liquor.” Tom shook his head overbearingly. Then he got serious. 

			“Take care of yourself, Andy, okay? Promise me you won’t play with people who aren’t good for you.” 

			Andy blinked. Was it that simple? He suddenly had a lot of unanswered questions. 

			But Mischa had started singing, and Tom looked alarmed. “I really have to put an end to that. Sorry, we have to talk again some other day. Ask Toby for my number and call me, okay?” 

			Andy nodded, and he couldn’t help grinning when Tom opened the car door and something that sounded like Russian was belted out by Mischa. The last thing he heard was Tom’s muttered “Jesus!” before Mischa’s sub closed the door and took off. 

			Andy stood back on the sidewalk, staring after the car without really seeing it. 

		

	


	
		
			5

			CK was fastening the bindings to the padded table in his playroom. Andy was going to be here soon, and CK could just as well do the preparations in advance; that way, he would have more time with his sub. 

			His very sexy sub. The man had gone straight into subspace last weekend, and Andy had been grounded and confident afterward. Happy. Even now, CK’s heart leaped at the thought. He had never met anyone like Andy before, and he hadn’t thought that he would be able to get the cautious sub so far in such a short period of time. 

			Andy had wanted another scene right away, but CK had refused. Getting a crush on your Dom was a normal reaction after a good scene, and CK didn’t want to take advantage of the rush Andy had experienced, particularly after their previous scene. Having a week between seeing each other gave Andy time to think about what had happened and to work with that. 

			Except that they hadn’t really had a week between seeing each other. It had been a coincidence that CK ran into Andy on the street last Wednesday, but since they had seen each other, it would have been downright impolite not to say hello, wouldn’t it? They had been talking on the street corner for more than half an hour before CK felt his stomach rumble and noticed how hungry he was. 

			“Hey, I’m starving. Do you want to go catch some food?”

			Andy had seemed crestfallen, and for a moment, CK worried how his offer could be that unacceptable. 

			“But I’m in my work clothes! I’m filthy!” Andy pointed at his clothes.

			CK skeptically eyed the pale gray trousers with the little streak of varnish on one leg. Andy didn’t exactly look as if he had been mud wrestling.

			“No, you’re not. And we’re not going to L’Espalier; there’s a diner around the corner that I like.” 

			Andy was about to protest again when CK continued. “But of course, if you don’t want to have dinner with me...” CK winked, taking the edge off his offended remark. 

			“Of course I do! I mean...” The big carpenter bordered on being cute when he was as flustered as he was now.

			CK decided to take mercy on Andy. At least that was what he told himself he was doing when he dragged his reluctant dinner partner around the corner to the diner. 

			Andy calmed down when he saw how informal the place was, and they had a really nice time. The food was good, and Andy easily kept up his part of the conversation. It was good to see the relaxed man from their first meeting again; Andy outside of the scene was both confident and interesting to talk to. Time flew by, and CK was almost reluctant to say goodbye when they were standing on the street afterward. CK looked around. 

			“Damn. Too many people. I’ll have to wait to kiss you until Saturday. I’ll see you around two, right?” 

			Andy’s eyes were trained on CK’s lips, seeming completely unable to see any problem with kissing in the middle of the street. Then he nodded a bit reluctantly. “I’ll be there. I’m really looking forward to it.” Then he looked a little sheepish and waved goodbye as he turned and went in the opposite direction. 

			CK stubbornly refused to listen to the little voice telling him that it might not only be the sub who had a crush. CK had spent an inordinately long time thinking about what he would do with Andy this weekend, wondering what would be the best way to push Andy further down the road to recovering from whatever previous events were haunting Andy. 

			There was no doubt in CK’s mind that Andy’s earlier experiences were the key to his cautious behavior, and today, CK intended to find out more about the man. Hence the cuffs. 

			CK pulled them a couple of times, making sure that they would hold even a big guy like Andy. He didn’t expect Andy to like this half as much as the man had liked the harness, but CK needed to know more about his sub before they took this any further. 

			The doorbell rang, and CK let go of the cuffs and cast a last glance at the room. Everything was as it should be, and he went to open the door. 

			“CK! Hi.” Andy was smiling, looking so happy that CK grinned back at him. 

			“Hi, yourself. Come on in. I think I owe you something.”

			Andy looked curious and stepped inside. “Yeah? What do you owe... Oh.” His words were cut off when CK pushed him back against the door, taking his mouth in a very thorough kiss. 

			CK had meant the kiss as a means to getting Andy ready for what they were going to do, a little loosening up. Andy was definitely responsive when CK finally came back up for air, panting and grinding against him. CK admonished himself for losing himself so much in what they were doing, but then he soothed his conscience with the fact that they hadn’t really started their scene. He wasn’t really in Dom mode yet. 

			“So, now we’re even.” Okay, that sounded unbearably smug, even to himself. 

			Andy didn’t seem to mind, though. He still sounded out of breath when he protested. “I think you might owe me just a little more kissing. I’m not sure that was adeq... Ow!” 

			Andy rubbed his buttock where CK had slapped him none too gently. 

			“Get moving, brat.” CK didn’t quite manage the growl, and Andy grinned, thoroughly unperturbed. He only paused to kick off his shoes before he hurried to the playroom. CK chuckled; someone really cared for the state of those freshly treated floors. Then CK followed him to the playroom. 

			Andy stopped inside the door. “What do you want me to do?” His body was relaxed and he was looking directly at CK. It was a far cry from the apprehensive reticence he had shown before, and CK appreciatively let a hand slide over his body. The muscles under CK’s hand were loose, and there was a visible bulge in Andy’s pants. 

			“Safewords first. Then I want to tie you up and talk to you about what you like. I’m thinking a spanking afterward, but if our conversation reveals something more... appealing to you, we’ll go with that.” 

			Andy nodded, adjusting his stance a little. 

			“So, Andy, what’s your stop word?” He kept his hands on Andy the whole time.

			“My stop word is red.” Andy’s voice was firm, his muscles soft under CK’s hand.

			“What’s your slow word?” 

			“My slow word is yellow.”

			“What happens when you use them?”

			“Red stops everything, yellow gives me a break.” 

			“Good. Use them if you need them.”

			“Yes, CK.” It was the first time Andy had used his name this early in a scene; it was a good sign. 

			“Now, let’s begin. Undress.” CK stepped back and crossed his arms over his chest; he didn’t want to miss any of this. 

			Andy started pulling off his clothes. 

			“No, slower. I want to see you.” 

			It never stopped amazing CK how easily the big carpenter got self-conscious. Andy took it stoically, though, slowing down and giving CK a good look at the way his muscles worked when he pulled off his shirt, put it down on the cupboard, and started undoing his pants. He even gave CK a teasing glance before he pulled them off, turning so CK had a fine view of his ass. 

			“Nice.” 

			Andy stood back up, a little flustered. Apparently, his bravado had its limits. 

			“You look so good.” CK walked slowly toward Andy, making sure he saw CK’s admiring glances. 

			Andy squirmed, the compliments apparently still making him uncomfortable. That was something they would have to work on along the way. Today, CK had other plans. It might be less pleasant than Andy expected; he really didn’t like talking about himself. 

			“You feel good, too.” CK pulled his own shirt off and pushed up close, rubbing against Andy’s hard chest as he kissed the man’s neck. Andy gasped, and the sub’s head was tilted to one side in pleasure when CK let him go. 

			“Now, let’s get to it. Hop up.” He turned Andy toward the table. 

			Andy obediently sat on the table. “How do you want me?”

			“On your back, hands over your head.” CK slid a hand up Andy’s arm before he fastened the first cuff. They were solid leather with two buckles and a soft lining, meant to hold without hurting. He closed the other cuff, too, noticing how Andy experimentally pulled at the straps. 

			“You’re not going anywhere.” Andy was fully hard, and his dick twitched at CK’s words. 

			CK just smiled a little and bent down, kissing his bound sub lightly. Then he went down to the end of the table, closing the cuffs around Andy’s feet. He tightened up the fastenings a bit, making sure that Andy was held tight. Andy relaxed visibly as his sub felt how securely CK had tied the straps.

			CK slowly walked around the table, the sound of his steps loud in the room. He stopped next to Andy, placing a hand on his sub’s chest. 

			“Tell me about your first Dom.” 

			Andy’s head went up in surprise, his eyes seeking CK’s.

			“I thought we were going to talk about what I liked?” Andy was frowning. 

			“We are. Tell me about him.” 

			Andy looked at CK for a while, his eyes inscrutable, before he put his head back down. His eyes were trained on the ceiling. 

			“Well, he was an older guy.” Andy lifted an eyebrow, casting a glance at CK. “Or at least I thought so at the time. I was nineteen and he was in his forties. But he was a bit of a bear, and he was really experienced.” 

			“Was he your first sexual experience?”

			“You really do want to know everything, don’t you?” Andy seemed a bit reluctant. 

			CK stayed silent, and after a pause, Andy answered. 

			“No, he wasn’t. I began dating as soon as I started college, and I didn’t meet him until my second semester. But it was my first experience with BDSM.”

			“How did you meet?” 

			Andy made a movement that would have been a shrug if he hadn’t been tied so tightly. “I had a one-night stand who spanked me a bit. I liked it and wanted to learn more about it, so I went to a club that was popular before Slake opened. Ernie could see how green I was and picked me up before any of the sharks got me, as he put it.” Andy smiled a little as he told the story and turned his head toward CK again. His body was relaxed even with the bindings. 

			“What did the two of you do?”

			“The basics, really. Spankings, a paddling, a little power play. He had started talking about a flogger when he had to move out of town. I really missed him.”

			“Did you like what you did with him?”

			“Yes.” The answer came without hesitation. “He went too slowly for my taste, but he knew what he was doing. I think he tried to help me find my subspace, but I was too green at the time to do it.”

			“Then what did you do?”

			“I went back to the club.” 

			That was a glimpse of the old un-talkative Andy.

			“To the sharks?”

			Andy snorted. “Not really. But I found out that not everybody was as skilled as Ernie. I had a couple of disappointing experiences and stopped going there for a long time.” 

			“How were they disappointing?” 

			Another small movement of Andy’s shoulder. “One was really green, very scared of doing anything at all. The second one was so far into his own little power trip that his sub could have been a whipping post for all he cared.” 

			“Did you get hurt?” Andy’s tone of voice had been casual as he described his Doms, but you never knew what lay behind it. CK wanted to know more.

			Andy just shook his head. “No. A little sore after my run-in with Mr. Ego, but otherwise fine. But the scenes were so disappointing that I decided that I must have liked Ernie, not the scene.”

			“What made you go back? After your time away?”

			“I didn’t say I went back.” Andy’s tone of voice was suddenly guarded.

			“I presume you did -- you said that you stopped going for ‘a long time.’ Did I get that wrong?”

			“No. I...” Andy sighed. “It was just that I didn’t go looking for more. After a while, I met a guy, and he took me back to that first club. I was with him for some time, and then I started going to Slake instead. It opened around then.” 

			“Why?”

			“Why what?” Andy sounded impatient, uncomfortable.

			“Why did you go to Slake instead?” 

			Andy shrugged. “It’s a nice club.” His eyes didn’t meet CK’s.

			CK decided to try another way. “How long time were you with him? Were you boyfriends?”

			“Kind of.” Andy pulled lightly at one strap. “Listen, what has this got to do with what I like?”

			“It’s got a lot to do with it. What do you mean by ‘kind of?’” There was something here that Andy wasn’t telling him. 

			“We were together a lot, okay? Just not the usual dating stuff.” 

			“What did you do, then?” CK kept his voice as carefully neutral as it had been the whole time. 

			“Scenes, okay?” Andy’s voice was impatient, strained. “He was really into the BDSM stuff.” 

			“And you weren’t?”

			“I didn’t say that!” The muscles in Andy’s arms were bulging as the sub pulled at the straps. CK was suddenly glad that he had chosen the solid bindings.

			“No, you didn’t; I asked you. Now, answer me.” 

			Andy took a deep breath, seemingly trying to calm himself down. His voice was almost devoid of expression when he went on. 

			“Of course I’m into it. We just had different tastes now and then.” 

			“I know you’re into it.” CK kept his hand on Andy’s chest, rubbing soothingly. But he didn’t let up. “What I want to know is if you were into what -- what was his name?”

			“Bryce.” It sounded as if Andy spat out something bitter. 

			“I want to know if you liked what Bryce did to you.”

			“No, I didn’t, okay? I didn’t like it, and I moved on. Life goes on.” Andy was breathing faster, his hands knotted into fists. 

			“What did he do to you that you didn’t like?” 

			“Listen, it’s not important, okay? I promise to tell you if you do something I can’t handle.” Andy looked pleadingly at CK. 

			“Good. What did he do to you that you didn’t like?” CK wasn’t insensitive, but he wasn’t going to let this go, either. 

			“I said it’s not important!” Andy was shouting by now, his body straining against the bonds. 

			“I decide that. What did he do to you?” 

			Andy roared, the frustration clear on his face. CK bent over, grabbing his sides. “Listen to me. I want you to tell me. Just one thing at a time. Tell me something you didn’t like.” 

			“He didn’t listen!” Andy was breathing heavily, staring wildly into CK’s eyes. 

			“Okay.” CK rubbed Andy’s sides, comforting. “What did you say when he didn’t listen?” 

			“I asked him to stop.” Andy’s voice broke on the last word, but he fought to get back his composure, taking deep breaths. CK held on.

			“What did you ask him to stop doing?” 

			Andy closed his eyes, turning his head away. CK gently put a hand around his chin, turning it back. 

			“Look at me.” CK kept his voice gentle. 

			Andy hesitated, but then he did as he was told to. There was so much despair in his eyes. 

			“What did you ask him to stop doing?”

			“Hurting me. I asked him to stop hurting me. He hurt me, and he hit me, and he fucking raped me, and he never stopped, even when I begged him to!” Andy’s voice broke again, and this time, he couldn’t hold back his tears. He started crying, the sound of his sobs loud and hardly human.

			CK reached down to the emergency release under the table, and then he pulled Andy into his arms, the straps still hanging loosely from the man’s wrists and ankles. 

			“I’ve got you. I’ve got you, Andy.” CK held on as tightly as he could, ragged sobs wracking the body in his arms. 

			“He hurt me! He hurt me all the time.” Andy was howling with pain now, the sound like a wounded animal’s. Then he started coughing when his throat constricted too much for him to be able to breathe. 

			“I have you now. Breathe, Andy.” Andy was lost in his pain, all reason buried under the landslide of emotion that CK’s questions had released. He struggled now, unable to get air. 

			“Breathe, Andy!” CK pushed hard on Andy’s solar plexus, making the air rush out of him, so that he filled his now-empty lungs as a reflex. His eyes shot up, meeting CK’s. 

			“Good. Once again, deep breaths. Make my hand move.” CK held Andy with one hand around his body, the other on his stomach. 

			Andy took a shaky breath, then one more. He kept his eyes trained on CK. 

			“You’re doing fine. Nice and easy, just breathe for a bit.” He rubbed Andy’s stomach, and gradually Andy’s breathing slowed down a little, the crying subsiding, too. When he was sure Andy wouldn’t panic again, he slid his arms around the rigid shoulders, holding his sub close. 

			After a minute, he felt Andy’s arms around him, holding on so tightly that CK almost lost his breath. He didn’t say anything, though, just held Andy’s head with one hand and rubbed the man’s back with the other.

			They sat like that for a long time, and Andy had started shivering a little when CK finally broke the embrace. 

			“I’m sorry.” Andy’s voice sounded rough. 

			“No.” 

			Andy looked up in surprise when CK spoke. 

			“You have nothing to be sorry about. You haven’t done anything wrong; Bryce has. If you apologize, it means that you think you were wrong and he was right, and you don’t.”

			“Fuck no!” Andy looked a little astounded by his own vehemence. But he didn’t apologize again, and CK nodded. 

			“Good. You have something to be sad about, or even angry, and that’s okay. We’ll get you through it. But you have nothing to apologize for.”

			Andy nodded again, seeming dazed. He shivered again. 

			“Let’s go into the living room. The shock makes you cold, and we can wrap you up in some blankets in there.” 

			CK helped Andy swing his legs over the edge of the table before loosening the straps around his arms and legs. Andy carefully stood up. His movements were slow, a little clumsy. He hesitated. 

			“Do you have some tissues?” He gestured at his face. “This is the second time I’ve cried all over you.” Andy’s laughter was a little forced. 

			CK just smiled. “It’ll come off. Here, you do yourself while I do me.” He rubbed the traces of tears and snot off his chest. 

			“Where’s the fun in that?” The innuendo was a brave attempt at lightening the mood, and CK smiled at Andy. 

			“Come on, let’s go.” CK put an arm around Andy, supporting him. 

			Andy’s movements were stiff, probably due both to being tied up and to the emotional trauma. The man had released a lot of sorrow at once.

			CK grabbed some sweats and shirts from the pile just inside the bedroom door, and when they got into the living room, CK dressed Andy before wrapping him up in a blanket and putting him on the couch. The big man looked small as he sat huddled in the corner of the couch. CK put on a shirt as well and sat down next to him, putting an arm around him and pulling him in close. 

			“It’s going to get better.” He was talking into Andy’s hair. “I know you’re exhausted and numb right now, but it’s going to get better from now on. That’s what something like what you just went through does to you.”

			“I have no idea what to do now.” Andy sounded so tired.

			“Right now, you sit here. I want you to get warm, and in a while, I’ll get you something to drink. That’s what you do.” 

			Andy didn’t protest, just leaned a bit into CK. CK rubbed his arms gently, trying to warm him up. He was still shivering, probably more from shock than from being cold.

			“How did you get away from him?”

			Andy pulled up his legs and hugged himself. “He beat me up and raped me and left me on the floor. I called someone when he was gone.” There was almost no emotion left in his voice, just fatigue. 

			“Did your friend take you to the hospital?” CK wanted to know if Andy had at least had his physical injuries treated.

			Andy nodded. “Yeah. He had to carry me to his car.” 

			“How bad was it?”

			Andy shrugged. “Couple of broken ribs, concussion, broken nose, a couple of tears. It wasn’t so bad. The worst thing was that I had let it happen, you know?”

			CK grabbed Andy’s shoulders and stared into his eyes. “Did you ask him to do it?” 

			“Of course I didn’t!” Andy sounded insulted. Then he looked away. “But I didn’t walk away, either, the first time he hit me, like I should have. Or even the first time he kept on doing something I didn’t like even if I said no. I should have trusted myself.” 

			CK pulled Andy back in the embrace. “It isn’t always that simple, especially not if he was good at what he did.” 

			“He was a fucking horrible Dom!” There was bitterness in Andy’s voice when he interrupted CK. 

			“I know. But he was probably an excellent manipulator?” 

			Andy shrugged. Then he sighed and nodded. 

			“And you were inexperienced; you didn’t know what to expect.”

			“He kept telling me that -- that I just needed to get tougher, become able to submit to him.”

			“You submit beautifully; he hasn’t taken that away from you. He hasn’t taken anything from you that you can’t get back.” 

			Andy was silent for a long time. Then he spoke, his voice very quiet. “I thought he had. I thought I was broken. I did try to have scenes afterward, but I kept doing the same fucking thing.” He was frowning.

			“What do you mean?” CK pulled the blanket closer around Andy, keeping him warm. 

			“I kept trying to have tougher scenes, to take more pain. Bryce had told me that was what I was supposed to do. Fuck! I didn’t realize that until now.” Andy slammed a hand down on the couch. His eyes were angry when he stared up at CK. “I’ve wasted the last year because of the lies he told me.”

			“Well, now you know that they’re lies. That’ll make it a lot easier to find out what you really need.”

			“What if I can’t?” Andy hugged himself tighter.

			“I think you already have.” 

			Andy looked questioningly at him. 

			“You’ve found out what you need during the last month. You’ve done so much hard work and pushed so many boundaries; I’m so fucking proud of you. You know what you need physically, you know what you need mentally. The rest is just details: finding your favorite tools, how you like your scenes.”

			“I’m not sure I know anything at all.” There was less despair in Andy’s voice, though. 

			“Oh, you do, even if you’re not aware of it yet.” CK unwrapped himself from Andy. “Let me get you something to drink, okay? Your body needs fluids and some sugar.” 

			Andy nodded, leaning back on the couch. He seemed a little better now, even if his eyes were still red. 

			CK went to the kitchen and made some tea; the hot drink would be good for Andy. He grabbed a soda on his way back to the living room, but stopped in the doorway when he saw Andy.

			He leaned against one side of the sofa, eyes closed and legs stretched out. Andy’s face was drawn even now that he was resting, and CK felt a pang of guilt; it was CK who had caused it, after all. 

			But it had been necessary, and he was going to take care of Andy now. He hadn’t been lying when he had told Andy that the worst part was over. Now, they only had to put together the pieces again. 

			***

			Andy felt a hand on his shoulder and reluctantly opened his eyes. CK was next to him, holding out a soda. 

			“Here. You need something to drink.” 

			Andy took it without protesting, but it wasn’t until he tasted the cold orange soda that he realized how thirsty he was. He drank almost all of it before CK gently pulled the can away. 

			“Easy, now. You can have more in a minute.” CK put the soda down and handed him a mug of tea instead. He took a sip, the heat feeling good as it went down. He felt a bit more clearheaded now.

			“Okay?” CK didn’t say anything else, and Andy just nodded. He was empty, and tired, and a little sore, even if he didn’t know from what. He just felt fragile, not really hurting.

			“You should have a nap when you’ve finished your tea. You’re going to be exhausted for a day or two.” 

			Andy sat up a bit more straight, trying to pull himself together. 

			“I should probably be getting on my way home.” CK had invited him to stay the weekend, but Andy felt like he ought to go.

			CK just shook his head. “No. I’m going to take a couple of days off work, and I want you to stay here at least until Tuesday. You need time to get back together.”

			Andy felt the relief rushing through him. That meant that he didn’t have to get up right now. And maybe even that CK would hold him again like before. He nodded. 

			“But I have to call my boss. I think my phone is in my pants.” He started to unwrap himself from the blanket, his hands stiff and slow, but CK stopped him.

			“No, stay here; I’ll get it for you.”

			Andy didn’t even protest. He really was tired. 

			CK came back with the phone and handed it to him. “I’ll be in the kitchen.” Then he left, giving Andy some privacy, and only returned when Andy had hung up. 

			“Jeff’s coming over.” Andy felt sheepish. 

			“Your boss? Here?” CK sounded surprised. 

			“Yeah. He was the one who picked me up after Bryce had...” Andy shrugged. “He worries. I had to give him your address when I told him that I would be going home with you. And now he insisted on coming over.” 

			CK still looked a little taken aback, but nodded. “It’s always a good idea to have some backup.” 

			CK came over and sat down next to Andy again, pulling him into a close embrace. Andy sighed, the feeling of CK’s body against his essential to him right now. 

			“Is he going to try to talk you into going to work?” 

			“What? No! He really does worry. A bit too much, probably. He goes to Slake, too.”

			“Yeah? I don’t know anyone from the club yet; I get distracted by a certain carpenter every time I go there.” CK’s voice was gently teasing, and Andy let go of the tension in his shoulders he hadn’t even been aware of. They sat like that, Andy soaking up the warmth and security from the body next to him, until the doorbell rang. 

			“Let me get that.” CK carefully removed his arm and went to answer the door. 

			Andy could hear raised voices from the hallway, and he recognized one of them as Jeff’s even before his boss barged into the living room, CK following closely after the man, a less than pleased expression on CK’s face. 

			“Andy? Are you all right?” Jeff was looking around, but stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Andy. Then he hurried toward the couch where Andy was sitting. 

			“Where are you hurt?” Without waiting for an answer, Jeff removed the blanket and pulled up Andy’s shirt. Satisfied, he carefully leaned Andy forward and lifted up the shirt again, inspecting Andy’s back. Andy met CK’s eyes over Jeff’s shoulder, feeling a little foolish. CK was watching Jeff’s every movement, seemingly ready to interfere the moment something went out of hand. 

			Andy put his hands on Jeff’s shoulders and gently pushed himself back. “I’m not hurt. Really. And don’t inspect my ass, too.” He pulled his shirt down. 

			At least Jeff appeared to be embarrassed. “I would if you weren’t fucking sitting on it,” he grumbled. CK relaxed slightly behind him, eyebrows raised in an unspoken question to Andy. 

			“I’m fine. CK didn’t hurt me, and neither will Jeff. Satisfied?” He stared at both of them. Jeff had the decency to look chastised. CK just nodded. 

			“I’ll be in the kitchen. Yell if you need me for anything.” With a pointed look at Jeff, CK went into the kitchen. He left the door open behind him. 

			“You look like shit. What the fuck did he do to you?”

			Andy snorted. “Thanks for that.” He reached down to pull the blanket back around his shoulders. Jeff still watched him expectantly, so he gave up stalling. 

			“We talked, okay?”

			“You don’t end up looking like you do now by talking.” 

			Man, Jeff was one of the most stubborn people Andy had ever met. CK excluded, of course.

			“Yes, you do. He tied me up and asked me about who I’d been with, what I’d done.” Andy couldn’t meet Jeff’s eyes. “I told him everything in the end. About the rape, too.” 

			“Fuck, Andy.” Jeff might sound gruff, but his arms were solid when he hugged Andy tightly, one hand in Andy’s hair. “You didn’t have to do that,” Jeff said when he pulled back. 

			“Yes, I did.” Andy finally managed to look up. There was compassion in Jeff’s eyes. “It was time. I couldn’t go on like I was.” 

			“And this CK taught you that?” Jeff still sounded skeptical. 

			“Yes, he did.” Andy didn’t break eye contact. 

			“Okay.” Well, you couldn’t say that Jeff wasted time with things he couldn’t change. “So, what are you going to do now?”

			“I don’t know.” All the fuss about Jeff coming over had forced Andy to respond; now he slumped, what little energy he had left used up. “CK thinks I should take a couple of days off. He wants me to stay here.”

			“Do you trust him?” Jeff’s words did nothing to hide the fact that he, personally, didn’t. 

			“I do.” Andy wasn’t sure of much at the moment, but he knew that CK was good for him. “And I could do with a little rest.” 

			That was an understatement; he felt as if he was going to fall asleep soon. That or fall apart; he wasn’t quite sure which. 

			“You’ve always taken things to the extreme. I guess you had to do the same this time.” Jeff got up and went to the kitchen, leaving Andy blinking on the couch. 

			“Take care of him, okay?” Andy could hear Jeff’s voice through the open door to the kitchen. “I’ll hold you responsible if anything happens to him.” That was a threat if there ever was one, but CK didn’t look in the least offended when he walked Jeff out. Andy pulled the blanket closer around himself; it felt colder in here somehow.

			“How about that nap now?” 

			Andy started; he hadn’t noticed CK coming back into the living room.

			“Okay.” He had started shaking again. CK went over and helped him lie down, covering him up in an extra blanket. Andy couldn’t hide his shivers. 

			“Shh, you’re okay.” CK lay down next to him. It suddenly made sense that CK had an enormous couch; there was almost enough room for the two of them. “It’s the emotional reaction; you might be a bit fragile for a while. Don’t worry about it. You just need to nap and eat and let me take care of you, okay?”

			It sounded like something he could do. It also sounded like all he could do, so Andy nodded, closing his eyes. CK put those big arms around him, squeezing him. The pressure and heat from CK’s body was just right, and little by little, Andy stopped trembling.

			“Just rest for a bit, then I’ll go start dinner.” 

			Andy cuddled in. He was so worn out that he was asleep in minutes.

			***

			He woke up what felt like hours later, alone on the couch. The smells wafting into the living room from the kitchen told him where CK was, and his stomach rumbled in response to what smelled like lasagna. The cushions were soft under him, and he let himself take in the feeling of being warm and comfortable.

			He had told CK. 

			Andy winced at the thought, but at the same time, he knew there had been nothing else to do. CK had pushed so hard that Andy had had no other choice than to give in. Now he felt empty, the residue of the unbearable shame he had been carrying for so long giving him a vague feeling of being too naked, too exposed. He made a little noise and sat up, unwrapping himself from the blankets before he managed to stand. 

			“Hey. Nice nap?” CK’s voice sounded just as kind as always. Andy looked up, but he didn’t quite manage to meet CK’s eyes. He stood indecisively, huddled a bit and swaying lightly. He finally took a hesitant step toward CK. Then CK’s arms were around him, and he didn’t have to act strong anymore. He could just lean in and close his eyes. 

			“Mmm, you feel nice.” CK’s embrace was firm, hands gently rubbing Andy’s back. Andy let himself be held, never opening his eyes; he couldn’t handle being watched right now. All he needed was to breathe and lean hard.

			CK kept rubbing, movements getting slower and more deliberate until he was massaging Andy’s back and shoulders. It pushed the breath out of Andy when CK found a sore spot on one shoulder.

			“Did you hurt yourself pulling at the bindings?” CK kept up the massage, carefully loosening up the sore muscles under his large hands. 

			“No. It’s probably just from sleeping on the couch.” Talking to CK’s shoulder felt a little silly, and with a sigh, Andy pulled back, shyly meeting CK’s eyes. They were calm as always, unworried. 

			“Better now?” 

			“Yes?” Was CK still talking about his shoulder?

			“And the rest of you?” CK’s hands were on his arms now, warming more than massaging. 

			“The rest of me is...” “Fine” just wouldn’t cover it, and CK would never let Andy go before he got some answers. CK was like that. 

			“I feel... naked.” Andy looked into CK’s eyes again, meeting only acceptance. “And I’m not sure how I feel about that. Telling you was necessary, but it’s still...” He shrugged and turned his head away. 

			“I’m not afraid.” 

			Surprised, Andy looked back up. 

			CK’s eyes were kind. “I’m not afraid of anything you feel. You can be angry, sad, relieved, happy -- I can handle it. Don’t worry.”

			Andy stared at CK, feeling the tension leaving his body. It was almost too much, and he felt his eyes tearing up. 

			CK stroked his cheek and kissed him lightly on the mouth. “Don’t worry,” CK repeated before slapping Andy’s butt lightly. “Come on. Kitchen. We need to keep you fed.” 

			Andy padded after CK, feeling a little confused. Most of all, though, he felt that he was going to be all right. 
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			When they were going to bed that night, Andy found himself standing in the middle of the floor, not knowing what to do. 

			CK had fed him, good food, and it had stabilized him, made him feel less fragile. They had spent a couple of hours on the couch after that, watching some movie while Andy tried not to think. 

			Now, though, he was in a bedroom with a man. He had slept with CK before, he reminded himself, and CK hadn’t done anything. Nothing like Bryce, lying on Andy’s back, keeping him down, the man’s breathing loud in Andy’s ears and the words, the repeated “Slut! You’re such a fucking slut!” stabbing into his mind while the pain was stabbing into his body where Bryce’s cock was pounding into him again and again...

			“Andy?” 

			Andy looked up, gasping as he realized that he had been holding his breath. He felt cold, hugging himself tightly.

			“Come to bed with me?” CK’s arms were reaching out for Andy as CK lay in the bed, wearing boxers, a kind expression on his face. It was a question, not an order, and that made all the difference. 

			Anyway, Andy knew that it would be impossible to talk CK out of caring for him, holding him. That knowledge calmed him down, and he let go of his own arms, walking to the bed and gingerly lying down in CK’s arms, head on CK’s chest. 

			“Good.” There was a world of satisfaction in CK’s voice as he put his arms around Andy. “Are you okay to sleep in that?” Andy was still wearing sweats and t-shirt. 

			“Yeah.” It felt safe to be wearing clothes right now. 

			“Okay.” CK reached up and turned off the light before he put both arms back around Andy. 

			“So, I can stay here a couple of days?” He thought CK had said something about it, but he kept forgetting things. 

			“You can stay for as long as you want.” 

			“Thanks. I think I need to rest a bit.”

			“You can rest all you need.” 

			Andy carefully reached out one arm, holding CK lightly. CK pulled the blanket over him and sighed, shuffling a bit. 

			“Good night.” 

			“Good night.” Andy closed his eyes, and to his own surprise, he fell asleep in a few minutes. 

			***

			He woke up with a start, the feeling of being held down so vivid that he kept fighting even as he sat up, panting. 

			“Easy. You’re awake now.” The sudden light was blinding him. He didn’t recognize the figure in front of him, and it made him scramble back, instinctively trying to get away. 

			“Andy! It’s just me. Wake up.” 

			Even as he fought to get his hands free, the memories started coming back to him. CK, CK’s bed, CK’s sheets wrapped tightly around him. 

			“Let me help you.” 

			Andy felt the sheets give way and he stumbled out of bed, needing to get away from what had kept him imprisoned. His hands were shaking from adrenaline. God, he hated that dream.

			“Are you back now?” CK stood up, but the big man didn’t make any attempt to get close to Andy. Andy blinked, trying to wake up properly, and realized that he was standing in the middle of the bedroom floor. He felt foolish, waking up CK like that. He nodded, not knowing what to say. 

			“Did you dream about what happened to you?” 

			Andy nodded again. It had been the usual dream, the one that brought him back to that last night with Bryce. It was so long time since the last nightmare that he had thought he was over it by now.

			“Okay. You’ll need some dry clothes.” 

			Andy hadn’t noticed it until now, but he was drenched in sweat. The well-known, stale smell of wet clothes and night terrors hit his nose, and he grimaced. 

			“I’m disgusting.” His voice sounded odd. 

			“No, you’re not, but you need a shower. You’re cold.” 

			He suddenly realized that he was, and he was beginning to shiver with it. He let CK lead him to the bathroom, clumsily trying to get rid of the t-shirt and sweats. Everything was clinging to his damp skin, and he nearly fell in his attempt to get the pants off. 

			“I got you.” CK steadied him, and Andy managed to get the clothes off, letting CK’s hand support him. Then CK guided Andy into the shower, following him under the warm spray. The water felt good, and so did CK’s hands when CK started washing him, cleaning him of the horrible smell of fear. 

			The feeling of the water flowing over his skin finally made the last traces of the dream disappear, and Andy allowed himself to lean on CK for a minute. He realized that CK had never undressed completely, still wearing boxers while washing him, and he briefly wondered about it. Then he pulled back. 

			“I’m sorry,” he mumbled, not looking up. “I didn’t mean to wake you up.”

			“It’s not a big deal.” CK turned off the water. “You wake up, I comfort you, we go back to sleep. Nothing to be sorry about.” He took off his underwear and stepped out of the shower to get a towel, drying himself and pulling on another pair of boxers before turning to Andy. He gently pulled Andy out of the shower, using the scratchy towel to dry Andy. Then he gave Andy a quick hug before he stood back, handing Andy another other pair of boxers. 

			“Can you grab some sheets? They’re in the closet in the hallway.” 

			Andy blinked; apparently his nightmare really wasn’t a big deal. He went out and found the requested sheets, and they had the bed remade in a few minutes. It felt really good when he got back into it, staying close to CK.

			“I haven’t set the alarm clock; we can just sleep in tomorrow. And the day after that, and Tuesday, too.” CK sounded very satisfied with that, and he turned off the light, putting his arm around Andy.

			“Can I ask you something?” Andy asked a minute later into the darkness.

			“Sure.”

			“Well, you said in the beginning that you only wanted to have one scene a week with me, but now I’m staying with you.”

			“You are.” CK pulled him a bit closer.

			Andy tried again. “I just wondered why? I mean, why couldn’t we meet more often in the beginning?”

			“Well.” CK hesitated. “You see, when the scenes are really good, the sub can get a crush on the Dom -- just because the Dom’s the mediator of the strong emotions released by the scene. It’s not fair to exploit that. A week in between gives the sub some time to put the scene into perspective.”

			Andy nodded, head still on CK’s chest. It did sound reasonable, even if he thought that he got more perspective by being with CK than by staying away from him. “But what about now? What changed?”

			CK cleared his voice. “Yes. Well. It seems that the Dom got a crush on the sub, too.”

			Andy lifted his head, trying to see CK’s eyes through the darkness, but he couldn’t. 

			“Really?”

			“Yes.” 

			Andy could have sworn that CK sounded just a little sheepish. 

			“That’s okay.” Andy put his head down on CK’s chest again. He lay there, listening to CK’s breathing. It was very okay.

			***

			Andy woke up slowly, the feeling of being rested so unusual that he kept his eyes closed and enjoyed the soft bed and the warm sheets surrounding him. The very soft bed. Unusually soft. He shuffled around a bit and felt a hand caressing his hair. 

			“Morning. Slept well?” 

			Andy opened his eyes, blinking a bit. Right, CK’s bed. And CK in it, of course. With a naked upper body.

			“Anybody there?” CK smiled at Andy, his voice gently teasing. 

			“Yes. Good morning, I mean.” He stretched a little. Then he couldn’t resist the temptation to push in close, one arm around CK’s stomach. He closed his eyes again. 

			“Hey, aren’t you going to get up?” CK didn’t sound particularly unhappy, though, and his hand in Andy’s hair felt really good. 

			“I am. In a minute.” 

			CK chuckled, his caresses light and good. 

			“I had a complete meltdown yesterday, didn’t I?” Andy opened his eyes but didn’t look up at CK. 

			“You did. It was about time, I think.”

			That man said the weirdest things. Andy sat up, watching him questioningly. CK shrugged. 

			“You were fighting so hard to forget that you couldn’t move on. Now it’s all out in the open, and you can work with it. It’s a lot healthier.” 

			Andy thought about that. “I guess you’re right,” he said, somewhat reluctantly. “I just don’t feel healthy. I feel...” He shrugged. 

			“What do you feel?” CK pulled Andy’s pillows up so Andy could sit next to him. That way, Andy didn’t have to look at him, and it made answering a lot easier. 

			“Stupid. Embarrassed. Relieved, and not bad, but embarrassed.” 

			“Because of yesterday or because of what happened to you?” CK’s voice was as calm as always. 

			“Well, both. But mostly because of what happened to me.” He had been such an idiot to stay. 

			“It would be really easy to say that you don’t need to feel that way, but that’s the point with abuse, isn’t it? It’s not logical.”

			“It’s not?” Andy had never discussed this with anybody.

			“No. If you had been beat up, then it could be traumatizing, but it would just be bad, wouldn’t it? With abuse, it’s the mixture of good and bad that really messes with the mind of the victim.” 

			“I don’t get that. Getting hit wasn’t good. I didn’t like it.” Bryce had tried to convince him over and over that he really liked it, and he didn’t. Not one bit. 

			“I know you didn’t, but there were good things, too, weren’t there?” CK looked at him, eyes calm. “Most abusers are kind now and then, or really apologetic after they’ve hit the victim, or the sex excites you even if it’s not voluntary.” 

			“I didn’t like it!” Nobody should accuse him of that, not even CK. 

			“No? Because it’s very normal if you did. Partly because of the physical stimulation -- you can come even from a rape, you know -- and partly because it’s a way of survival. Your mind clings to the good parts.” 

			Andy was staring at CK, the thoughts churning in his mind without making any sense. 

			“How do you know all that?” He finally managed to speak, and his voice sounded more than a little suspicious. CK didn’t seem to notice, though. 

			“I had a friend who got abused. I learned a lot in order to help him.” 

			“I never knew. Not any of it.” Andy felt strangely cheated. It seemed there was a lot he had never known about. 

			“Maybe you weren’t ready. I know someone you can talk to if you want to make it easier for yourself.” 

			“Make what easier?” Andy was really not ready to talk to some kind of therapist.

			“Understanding what you’re feeling and why. I can help you with a lot of the BDSM-related things, but it will give you a shortcut to recovery if you talk to someone who knows more about the technical stuff -- how people react to things like you’ve been through, for example. It might help with your nightmares, too.”

			Andy deliberately ignored the comment about his nightmare; he really didn’t want to talk about that. “A shortcut?” 

			“Yeah. You get better faster -- why not?” CK shrugged.

			There was absolutely nothing Andy could answer to that. Or rather, nothing he wanted to answer. Not right now, at least. 

			“I’ll think about it. Do you want some breakfast?” 

			Before he could get out of bed, CK grabbed his arm and held him back. “You will, right? Think about it?” CK’s voice was entreating. 

			Andy nodded. “I will,” he promised. 

			Maybe taking a shortcut wasn’t such a bad thing after all. 

			***

			They went for a long walk in the Common after their late breakfast, the crisp air feeling good against Andy’s skin. The sun was pale, and it was a little too windy to be a really beautiful day, but Andy still felt as if this was the first time in a while that he could breathe properly. It almost made him feel giddy, and he talked and laughed while he walked alongside CK. 

			CK listened, smiling back at him without saying much and laughing out loud once when Andy told the long and complicated story about a client who insisted on ordering shelves of a certain thickness only to find out that they couldn’t hold more than a few books. 

			“And then it turned out that she had decided on that thickness because it matched some sort of numerology thing. They looked nice, though, and she insisted that they would bring her luck.” Andy chuckled at the thought. His cheeks felt a little sore; it felt like he had laughed more during the last couple of hours than he had for years. 

			“Well, she could start a vase collection, like me.” CK sounded a little rueful. 

			“Oh, your shelves aren’t purely ornamental. They’re just not bookshelves.” Andy inched closer, bumping into CK a little. CK put an arm loosely around him and squeezed him before letting go again. They were in a public place, after all.

			“Are you ready to go back? The car isn’t far from here.” 

			They must have walked in a circle; Andy hadn’t paid attention to anything but CK and the feeling of lightness that filled him. Now, suddenly, he realized that he was exhausted. 

			“Yeah. I could use some time on the couch.” Before he could stop himself, he yawned. 

			“Let’s go home so you can nap.” 

			“I don’t need to sleep.” Andy’s protest was only half-hearted. God, he felt tired all of a sudden. It was a real relief to see CK’s car on the street near the park entrance. 

			“Is this normal?” He leaned his head back and closed his eyes when he could finally sit down in the front seat of the car. 

			“Being tired after what you went through yesterday? Yes.”

			“Well, that, and being a little... unstable.” He had been talking and laughing a minute ago. Now he felt worn. 

			“You’ll probably experience some mood swings in the beginning. It’ll pass.” CK’s words were matter of fact; it was the big hand on Andy’s thigh that really comforted him. 

			He was almost asleep when they got back to CK’s apartment. He aimed straight for the couch, sitting down in the corner of it. 

			“I just need a minute.” He didn’t even open his eyes as he spoke. 

			He heard CK chuckle, and then he was helped out of his jacket and shoes before CK put a blanket over him. 

			“Sleep tight.” Andy was out like a light before he could apologize for being bad company. 

			***

			CK went into the living room to wake up Andy. The big man was curled in the corner of the couch, hugging the blanket. His face was more relaxed than it had for a long time, and he had slept peacefully. He needed to eat, though, and CK had plans for him tonight. CK sat down on the couch next to him, gently stroking his arm. Andy stirred and sighed. 

			“Is it... Hey, CK.” Andy closed his eyes again, hand landing on CK’s leg. The easy way he sought comfort from CK made CK smile, reaching out to stroke his hair. 

			“Time to wake up. You don’t want to miss dinner, do you?” 

			Andy blinked his eyes open, looking a bit more awake.

			“It’s evening already? Did I sleep all day?” He sat up.

			“No, but I thought we could cook together, and there’s a lot of chopping ahead of us.” 

			“Hey, I can chop with the best of them.” Andy pulled away the blanket and got up. CK followed him into the kitchen. 

			“What’s on the menu?” Andy studied the kitchen curiously. 

			“My specialty.” CK followed, starting to get vegetables out of the cupboard. “It’s a mixture of chili and gumbo and stew. It’s good, but you can peel and chop all day if you want to make a large portion.” 

			“Bring it on.” 

			CK let a hand slide over Andy’s back before handing over the potatoes. It was as if he was drawn even more than usual to Andy today, and he didn’t see any reason to keep his distance anymore. 

			“You can start with those. You have to peel them and cut them into cubes.” He turned on the radio before he started in on the peppers. 

			They worked without saying much, listening to the music and commenting on it now and then. It was classic rock, and Andy seemed to like it; he swayed a bit to the rhythm and even sang along to the chorus once or twice. It was good to see him as relaxed as he was now. In their earlier scenes and even outside of them, he had been so very aware of every little move, thinking and trying to avoid any mistakes. It wasn’t exactly hard to understand why, now that CK knew Andy’s history. 

			CK had no illusions; one breakthrough wouldn’t be the cure of each and every one of Andy’s problems. But it was a good start, and CK intended to do everything he could to help Andy get better. There was one thing that was bothering CK, though. 

			“Last night,” he began. This wasn’t easy; he normally took great pride in being in control of himself. “When we talked after we changed the sheets.”

			“Yes?” Andy turned to him and looked questioningly at him.

			“What I said...” God. CK didn’t want to say anything, but he had to.

			“About you having a crush on me?” There was a slight twinge in the corner of Andy’s mouth. 

			Jesus. It wasn’t the sub who was supposed to make things easier for the Dom. “Yes. I don’t want you to feel pressured in any way. I shouldn’t have told you about it, not this soon.” 

			“You still think I only have a crush on you because you gave me a couple of good scenes and helped me?” Andy’s voice was even. CK was impressed with the way Andy was handling this; he seemed a lot more balanced than CK felt right now.

			“It would be a natural reaction.” CK stubbornly refused to say what he felt, because he didn’t know if it was a fair judgment or just wishful thinking. 

			“Okay.” Andy nodded. “I guess I just have to stay with you until I can convince you otherwise.” Andy turned back to the vegetables. CK felt happiness trickling through him, and he fought hard to contain his smile. 

			Andy caught it, though, when he turned to CK again. 

			“For your information, I think the crush started when you kissed me in the club that first night. You rocked my world before you did any of your magic, you know?” Andy stepped in close, and CK had to put down his knife. Andy gently cradled his head and kissed him, those lips so soft against his own. The kiss was sweet, almost tender, but CK was still breathing heavily when Andy pulled back. 

			“Yeah. I’ll just wait you out.” CK blinked as Andy returned to his vegetables. 

			“That’ll...” CK had to clear his voice. “That’ll work, I guess.” 

			Andy smiled, but kept his eyes trained on the chopping. 

			CK once again cursed the fact that he was never able to guess what was going on in Andy’s head -- for another reason than usual this time, though. 

			***

			Dinner was good; there was something about cooking together that Andy really liked. There was no stress, and the chili-gumbo thing ended up tasting really good. Even though it came nowhere near to being a stew, despite what CK kept claiming. It didn’t hurt that CK had been just a little shaken up by Andy’s declaration earlier on, either; the man was very sweet when he was flustered and trying to hide it. 

			CK’s reservations probably made sense. Andy had seen that particular psychological mechanism CK had mentioned in more than one instance at the club, and he had experienced it to a certain degree, too, back when he had started exploring the scene. It wasn’t the case this time, though -- he was very sure of that. That first kiss had been... 

			“Good thoughts?” CK let his hand slide around Andy. 

			“Very. I was thinking of you.” Andy put down the pot he had just finished cleaning and turned to CK. He had only kissed the other man once when CK gently pushed him back. 

			“What...” The confusion threatened to turn into something else, and he looked questioningly at CK.

			“I want to do a scene with you. Now.” CK’s eyes were calm and steady.

			“Now?” Andy couldn’t believe it. “I... So soon? I don’t think I’m ready.” There was no way he could do anything like that right now.

			“That’s why I want to do it now. I don’t want you to have time to think and get scared. You feel good now; you’ll feel even better with the scene.” 

			“I did feel good. Until you started talking about whipping me.” Andy began getting angry; CK had no right to do something like that so soon after Andy had laid himself and his past open. 

			“Nothing like that. I promise you. No whips, no cuffs, no pain.” CK’s voice was just as calm as before, and Andy felt his anger slipping away, leaving only confusion. He frowned. 

			“But what else... You said you wanted a scene?” 

			“Yes. But no pain, no tools, no bonds. We’ll negotiate your limits right here. And I want you to think about them; they might be a lot different after what you went through yesterday.”

			Andy tried to get a hold of the jumble of feelings that were rushing through him, from his reluctance to leave this warm cocoon of security, to thoughts about what his limits really were, to a growing curiosity as to what CK would do to him without using any tools or hurting him.

			“You don’t have to think so much.” CK’s voice was kind. “Just trust me. I’m not going to harm you.”

			Before Andy could think, he nodded. Anxiety rushed through him when he realized that he had just agreed to a scene. 

			“But I don’t want to have sex. I mean, only...” He looked down, gripping the edge of the counter in his hands.

			“I can’t fuck you? Or we can’t do anything at all?” CK didn’t sound angry, just as if he were talking about everyday things.

			“You can’t fuck me. Anything else is fine.” As a matter of fact, his dick just might think that it was very fine. Being near CK seemed to have that effect on it.

			“Okay. No pain, no binding, no anal sex. That sounds okay to you?”

			Andy nodded, mutely. He could do that, even if he most of all wanted to curl up on the couch again, eyes closed and as near to CK as he could get. Ignoring the world.

			CK nodded and turned to go. 

			“Oh, and no humiliation.” Andy had no idea how he had gotten the courage to say that, but he didn’t want to take it back. He wasn’t going there anymore. “That’s a hard limit.” 

			CK looked almost pained, and then the man’s arms were around Andy in a firm embrace. “That’s always a hard limit, okay?” His voice was soft as he spoke into Andy’s ear. “You don’t even have to say it; it’s a given from now on. No more humiliation.” 

			Andy nodded, allowing himself to take in the feeling of CK’s hard body against his own. He let his arms slide around CK, too, and pushed close. 

			All too soon, CK pulled back and smiled. “Come on, Andy, before you get cold feet.” 

			“Damn. I thought I was distracting you.” 

			CK chuckled and put an arm around him, steering him toward the playroom. “Oh, you’re very distracting. But this will be good.” CK sounded confident, and Andy relaxed a fraction.

			His heart was still hammering when he stood in the middle of the playroom, though. He glanced at the table, nerves flaring when he considered what CK would do to him, where the Dom would put him. 

			“Where do you want me? Should I undress?” Andy studied the frame, the table, all the while picking at the hem of his t-shirt. 

			“Don’t. Look at me.” 

			Andy managed to let his eyes meet CK’s for a short moment; then he bowed his head, trying to steel himself for whatever would come.

			“No. Look at me.” CK gently lifted Andy’s head until he couldn’t look anywhere but at CK. 

			“What’s your stop word?” The ritual was well known, and it calmed Andy a little to fall into it.

			“My stop word is red.” For the first time ever, he briefly considered what would happen if he used it. Not right at this moment -- he wasn’t that scared -- but about what would happen if he said it during one of their scenes. He actually trusted CK to stop. The only thing was, he didn’t want everything to stop yet.

			“Good. What’s your slow word?”

			“My slow word is yellow.” That was something else; it wouldn’t ruin everything with CK to use that. At least he didn’t think so. 

			“Good. I want you to use them if you need them, okay?” CK sounded as if he meant it, and Andy routinely nodded. It made CK’s eyes narrow a bit, but he continued. 

			“There will be no pain, no bindings. Just you and me, okay?” 

			It should probably have calmed Andy down, but it also meant that he had nowhere to hide, nothing to take his mind off what happened to him. He forced himself to stay quiet, though, and nodded again. 

			“Okay. We’ll start now.” CK slowly, deliberately took hold of Andy’s shoulders and pushed, forcing him to take a step backward. 

			“Yes.” There was a world of satisfaction in that one word, and Andy let himself be pushed, step by step, until his back hit the wall. 

			CK was watching Andy with an intense expression in his eyes as he slowly reached down and took Andy’s hand in a firm grip. He never took his eyes from Andy’s, and it felt as if he were staring right through Andy. 

			Andy tried to hold still, to be obedient. But he was still so raw, and it was too much.

			“Fuck! I can’t do this.” Andy shook his head, the feeling of being completely exposed in front of CK too overwhelming. Being dressed didn’t have anything to do with it. 

			“Yes, you can. Take a deep breath.” 

			Andy tried to break eye contact, restlessly shuffling his feet. 

			“Andy! Look at me.” 

			Andy turned his head back to CK’s stare, couldn’t do anything else. The Dom was towering over him, seeming much bigger than him right now. 

			“Now, take a deep breath.” 

			Andy gasped; he hadn’t realized that he had been holding his breath. 

			“Again.” 

			He managed to take a breath, and then another, the air feeling good.

			“Remember the first time? This is like then.” CK slowly lifted Andy’s hand over his head, holding it tight before reaching for the other and repeating the movement. Then Andy was caught by the strong man in front of him, his wrists held by CK’s hands and his eyes by CK’s eyes.

			“I’m so naked.” Andy clenched his mouth shut, his words sounding so stupid to himself. 

			“I know. You’re here, aren’t you?” 

			Andy frowned, not understanding what CK meant. 

			“It’s just you and me, and you’re not going to hide from that.” 

			CK held him, didn’t let him go, and Andy just stood still, breathing. Slowly, he accepted the situation, CK’s grip around his wrists and the eyes that saw everything he did, everything he felt. The feeling changed from being too much to being just right. It was CK who held him, CK he submitted to. Andy felt the excitement rushing through his body.

			“Yes. Like that. Now stay with me.” CK moved one hand to hold both of Andy’s wrists, and with the other, he started pulling Andy’s pants down. Using one hand made the process slow and a little clumsy, and his hand brushed Andy’s dick. 

			It felt good, and squirming to get another touch, Andy realized that he was fully hard. CK smiled and kissed him, but the Dom didn’t repeat the movement.

			“Let go. Give in to what I make you feel.” CK tightened the grip around Andy’s wrists, and Andy felt his breathing getting faster. The man in front of him was strong, and he would have to fight to get free. It was such a novel experience to actually be smaller than the man he played with, and it only increased his awareness of his own submission. 

			Then CK had finally worked Andy’s pants down enough to wrap one hand around his dick, and Andy sighed. CK began stroking him, the hand around him tight and good.

			The feeling of his arms being held firmly and his need being taken care of was exquisite, and Andy let his head fall back against the wall, closing his eyes. 

			“No, look at me.” 

			Reluctantly, Andy opened his eyes again. CK was watching him, the big man’s eyes shining, and Andy couldn’t hold back a small whimper when CK’s thumb slid over his sensitive head. CK wasn’t holding back at all, making Andy’s need flare faster than it had in a long time.

			“Oh, yes. You look so good like this.” CK’s words were far away, the pleasure from the firm grip around Andy’s dick filling him up. He rocked forward, once again realizing that he was caught by CK’s hand around his wrists. The knowledge made the excitement rush through him, and he moaned, so close. 

			“Come for me.” The words were hardly out of CK’s mouth before Andy bucked up, crying out as the come spurted out of him, his world going white with pleasure. 

			The aftershocks shook him, and then CK’s arms were around him, supporting him as his wobbly legs gave out under him. He slid to the ground, leaning hard on the wall. He felt CK sit down next to him and leaned on CK’s shoulder, trying to catch his breath. 

			“That was a scene?” Andy sounded a bit more disbelieving than he had intended. Maybe it had something to do with the way he was still panting. 

			CK just chuckled, and Andy opened his eyes, looking at his Dom. The man seemed very pleased with himself. 

			“It was, and a good one. You surrendered to me and accepted what I did to you. It was wonderful.”

			“It was good.” Andy pushed closer, and CK reached out to hug him. Andy wanted more, though, and he shifted a bit to get it. He had to take off his nasty sweats first, and he used them to clean himself up before he straddled CK. The other man looked a little surprised. 

			“Thank you. That was amazing.” Also a little frightening at the beginning; he had no idea why it had felt so overwhelming, but it had. It had ended being so good, though.

			He leaned in and kissed CK. CK was eager, pushing into their kiss, and as Andy inched closer, he realized that CK hadn’t come. 

			“I think you have a little problem here?” Andy playfully ground against the hard cock under him, grinning as CK gasped. 

			“You don’t have to...” 

			Andy had already moved back, pulling CK’s sweats down so he could get to the man’s hard cock. There was a little moisture in the slit, and CK whimpered when he licked it off. Andy looked up in surprise; he wasn’t used to Doms being that open about their own pleasure in a scene. They usually played it as cool as possible. He experimentally licked from under the head back to the slit. 

			“Oh, my God!” CK jerked, the pleasure clear in the man’s moan. His Dom was watching him, and Andy bent and took CK into his mouth, licking around the head. 

			“God, yes. Please.” The air rushed out of CK, and the muscles in his belly shook every time Andy tongued that sensitive spot just under the head. 

			He enjoyed teasing CK, doing it over and over just to hear those sounds; then he wrapped his lips around CK’s cock and went deeper. 

			CK moaned, beyond words now, and pushed his hips up, forcing his cock deeper down Andy’s throat. Andy grabbed CK’s hips, encouraging him to go on, and CK ran his hands through Andy’s hair as Andy swallowed him completely, making him shout out. He bucked, and Andy pulled back, sucking the head before swallowing him again. CK shouted again and came deep down Andy’s throat while Andy kept swallowing around him, pulling the last drops of come out of him.

			CK’s breathing was harsh, and he was still whimpering when Andy pulled back and straddled him again to kiss him. His kiss was sloppy and eager, and Andy couldn’t help smiling. 

			“Good?” He knew it had been; it was clear from the dazed expression in CK’s eyes.

			“Fuck, yes. Boneless.” 

			Andy grinned; swearing and incomplete sentences were good signs. Andy kissed CK again and pulled him close, hugging him until the man’s breathing had slowed down to normal. It happened fast; someone was in good shape. 

			“That wasn’t bad.” Andy held on to CK, unwilling to let go.

			“You thought it would be?” CK’s tone of voice was only half teasing as he looked up at Andy. 

			“I... No. Yes. I mean...” He had to think before he continued. “I just... I couldn’t take a real scene, you know? I knew that, and it scared me like shit that you insisted on doing it anyway.” 

			“This was a real scene.” CK let one hand slide up and down his arm, CK’s other arm still around him. 

			“Oh, you know what I mean.” There hadn’t been any whips or cuffs or screaming.

			“No, as a matter of fact, I don’t think I do.” CK sat up a bit straighter, tugging him closer. “The letters -- what do they stand for to you?”

			“What letters?” Andy looked searchingly at CK. He was too relaxed to get worried, but it sounded as if this was important to CK. 

			“BDSM. What do they stand for?” 

			“Well, bondage, discipline, sadism, masochism. Everybody knows that.” Bryce had certainly beaten it into Andy.

			“No, you see, that’s not the only interpretation. But this explains why you didn’t think what we just did was a scene.” 

			“But what other interpretations are there? Everybody calls it BDSM.” 

			“Yes, but not everybody means the same thing. To me -- and to a lot of others -- it stands for bondage, dominance, submission, and masochism. What’s missing in that definition?”

			Andy didn’t have to think for long. “Pain. The pain’s missing.” 

			“Yes. Well, and no, because pain is usually a part of the masochism, and sometimes of the domination, too, but it’s not necessary, you know? And sometimes, it’s just a means.”

			Andy slowly nodded. “I... I think I get that. It makes sense, at least. But what about the feeling when you’re out of your body because of the pain, just floating away? How can you get that without hurting?” 

			CK let his free hand slide over Andy’s cheek to his neck, holding him carefully. “I don’t want to take you out of yourself. I want you here, I want you to go so deep into your pleasure, into your submission to me, that you’re filled with what we do. I want you right here.” His words were fervent. 

			Andy looked down. “I’m not sure I can do that.” He couldn’t meet CK’s eyes. “I don’t know how to.” He wanted to, though. He had a feeling that it was what had made the scene last week so good; the feeling of surrender was much stronger when he didn’t hide behind the pain. 

			“You’re already doing it.” 

			He lifted his head to see a tender smile on CK’s face. “You did it before, when we kissed that first time, when we had the first scenes. It’s so beautiful you wouldn’t believe it.”

			Andy could feel his cheeks burning. CK laughed and pulled him into a tight hug before letting him go.

			“Well, my bare-assed lover, I think it’s time to go clean up.”

			Andy suddenly felt very naked, only wearing a t-shirt. “Hey, you’re just as bare-assed.”

			“I didn’t say I wasn’t. And I like yours.” CK squeezed Andy’s butt and kissed him soundly before getting up, reaching out a hand and pulling Andy up, too. Andy couldn’t resist leaning in to get another kiss. 

			“Thanks.” Andy’s voice was low, and he wasn’t sure that CK understood that he meant to thank his Dom for so much more than the help getting up. CK hugged him tightly without saying anything, though, so maybe CK did.

			***

			CK’s explanation made sense -- a lot, even -- but that didn’t mean that Andy wasn’t shaking with nerves Monday night when they went into the playroom again. CK stopped him in the hallway just outside the room.

			“You’re okay.” 

			It always surprised him when CK said things like that. Like the man was completely sure that Andy would be all right. 

			“It’s just a scene like yesterday.”

			“Yeah. Except for the bindings and the flogger.” Andy clenched his hands to keep them from shaking so much. 

			“I won’t give you more than you can take. I promise you that.” CK kissed him, a gentle, almost chaste kiss. “And I don’t want you to be afraid when you go home. This way, you’ll have had two scenes and you’ll know that you’re still all right when you leave. It’ll give you less to worry about. Does it make sense?” 

			“Yes.” Andy nodded. “Sense hasn’t a lot to do with this.” 

			“Okay.” CK just accepted that like he did everything else. “Let me take you through it, okay? I won’t let you fall.”

			Those words loosened something in Andy, made it possible to nod again and follow CK into the playroom. It didn’t take away his nerves, though. He gave his safewords, trying to find some comfort in the familiar ritual. It didn’t do much to calm him. This was his first encounter with pain after his breakdown, and he felt terrifyingly vulnerable. 

			“The straps first, yes? Remember, you like this. And it’s just me.”

			“Yeah, it’s you.” Andy took a deep breath. “Can I be nervous?” 

			“Sure. I’ll take you through it.”

			 Andy stepped in between the frame and closed his eyes, trying to keep his breathing even. He wanted to do this, wanted CK to be right. 

			CK tightened the first strap around his arm, fastening a cuff to his wrist and pulling the hand up until he was tied up firmly. Repeating the movement at the other side, Andy was held fast. He tried to swallow, but his mouth was completely dry. He didn’t open his eyes. 

			CK kept on tightening the straps around his body and his legs, even between his feet, until he could hardly move. The sounds of the leather snapping shut and holding him tightly were as good as last time, but his nerves wouldn’t let go. He was shaking apart, and he closed his fists and ground his teeth together, desperately trying to get a hold of himself. 

			“You’re just shaking. It’s okay.” CK stepped close, embracing him in a tight hug.

			“Sor... Sorry.” Even his teeth were chattering. 

			“It’s just adrenaline. Let it happen.” 

			Andy sobbed once as he did what CK told him to. He accepted the trembling, taking a shaky breath as he rested his head on CK’s shoulder, waiting for it to pass. 

			“Yes.” CK rubbed his back, touched every bit of skin exposed between the straps, reminding him where he was and why he was here. With CK, because of CK. Andy opened his eyes and raised his head, only trembling a little now. 

			“Take another moment. No need to rush.” 

			Andy gratefully let his head sink back down, taking a couple of deep breaths to steady himself.

			“Yeah, like that.” CK’s voice was low. “Good job.” 

			“I don’t understand that!” Andy pulled back as much as he could to look at CK. “You keep saying that, and I’ve no idea what you mean. You’re doing all the work, getting me to where I’m supposed to be. I’m doing nothing; I’m tied up, for God’s sake.” 

			He felt a little shaken when he realized how agitated he sounded, and he bent his head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to...”

			“It’s okay. Look at me.” 

			CK lifted Andy’s head until he was forced to look into his Dom’s eyes. “You’re doing a good job because you’re working hard to stay with me, even if you’re nervous. You’re not trying to pull back to make it easier for yourself; that’s hard work. I know that.” 

			Andy nodded. He didn’t know what to say. It was hard work; it just wasn’t supposed to be. It was supposed to be easy to be tied up in a comfortable position by someone you trusted, and it would have been if Andy wasn’t so messed up. 

			“You’re thinking so much.” There was a gentle smile on CK’s face. “Let it go for a while, okay? Stay with me instead.” He reached out for the flogger, and the sight of that put an effective stop to Andy’s thoughts. 

			“Oh...” He started as CK let the tails of the flogger slide over his back. The feeling was stronger than he was used to, and he swallowed nervously, steeling himself for the impact of the first blow. 

			“Ah! Sensitive. Sensitive.” 

			CK had given him a light slap, only enough to sting his ass, but the feeling was so strong that he shook in his bindings. He took a deep breath, trying to stay on top of the myriad signals his stressed-out body was sending to his brain. 

			The next blow hit him, a little harder, and he cried out, leaning away from the sting. “CK! I don’t think I can do this. I feel so much.” 

			“Yes, you are sensitive, aren’t you?” CK stepped in close and let the tails of the flogger run like water over his face and chest. Andy took a deep breath, smelling the warm smell of leather and gasping a little when the ends of the flogger brushed first his nipples and then his cock. 

			“Remember, it’s good. This is what turns you on.” CK let the tails run over his shoulders, his chest, his dick. The feeling made him shiver. “This is what it’s all about; this is the scene. This is what I want you to feel.” 

			Andy lifted his head with a jerk, staring at CK. 

			His Dom was smiling, eyes happy. “This is what the letters are all about. This is it.” 

			CK’s words made Andy shiver, and something clicked inside of him. He closed his eyes, surrendering to whatever CK wanted him to feel. 

			“Yes.” There was a deep satisfaction in CK’s voice. “Give in to it. I’ll catch you if you fall. Keep talking.” 

			Andy felt the next slap to his butt, more of a warm pain this time. He gasped, moving his head to the side where CK stood without opening his eyes.

			“I’m right here.” 

			Another blow, hard, stinging this time, and Andy cried out. It felt good, and he did the same with the next blow, and the next. He opened his eyes, unable to take his eyes off CK where the Dom stood to the side, bare upper body shining with sweat as CK swung the flogger in another hard blow that made the pain and liberation spread through Andy.

			“Yes! Yes, please, CK, please.” 

			Another blow, and he lost eye contact with CK, letting his head fall forward, lolling like he was drunk. Then CK was there, lifting up his head and pushing close, holding him tightly in spite of the straps. 

			“Yes, thank you, please, please...” Andy didn’t even know what he was asking for, and he began crying, his body heaving with great sobs as he let go of everything, let CK catch him and hold him. The intensity of his crying was overwhelming, and he pushed his head hard into the crook of CK’s shoulder. CK just held him tighter, whispering encouraging words in his ear that he couldn’t understand, but they still soothed him, told him that this was all right. That he was all right. 

			His crying slowly subsided, and he sniffed as he lifted his head. CK carefully wiped the tears away from his cheeks. 

			“Are you okay?” 

			Andy nodded. He was exhausted, and his ass stung, but he felt twenty pounds lighter and strangely present in the room. 

			“Yes, you are.” 

			Hearing those words only confirmed Andy’s feeling of wellbeing, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the feeling of CK touching him and massaging him while the Dom loosened the straps holding him still. 

			“Are you going to fall?” 

			There were only the straps holding his arms left. Andy shook his head. 

			“Okay. Open your eyes.” 

			Andy did as CK told him to, watching as CK undid the last cuffs around his wrists. He took a step toward his Dom, swaying a bit when the ground seemed to be somewhere far below him. 

			“Oh, you’re floating.” 

			Andy cast a glance at CK, who smiled encouragingly at him. “It’s fine; just enjoy it. Let’s get you to bed.”

			“Are you coming, too?” His voice sounded odd as he let CK support his wobbly steps. 

			“I...” CK stopped him, embracing him again. “I am,” CK whispered into Andy’s ear, squeezing him tightly, one hand around his neck. 

			Andy nodded and leaned heavily on CK; standing like this was really nice. CK chuckled and pulled back, a bit reluctantly. 

			“We really need to get you into bed before you fall asleep.” 

			Andy just nodded; talking was unnecessarily demanding at the moment. 

			In the bedroom, Andy headed straight for the bed while CK undressed. He had already closed his eyes when CK shook him, demanding that he sit up to get something to drink. He grumbled a bit, but the cold water was good, and he drank thirstily. Then he lay down again, reaching out for CK. 

			CK turned out the lights and got into bed, arms wrapping tightly around Andy. Andy put an arm around him as well, the skin soft over the hard muscles. “I think I get your alphabet soup now.” 

			“My alph... Oh, you mean the abbreviation?” CK chuckled, and Andy could feel the laughter shaking the muscles under his arm. 

			“Yes. I get it now. Thank you.” He leaned up and gave CK a gentle kiss before lying down again. 

			“You’re welcome.” CK’s voice was quiet. He kept his arms around Andy, and Andy fell asleep before he could say anything else.

			***

			CK’s eyes kept straying to the man walking next to him. It was a nice day, much warmer than Sunday, and they had left their coats in the car before going for a long walk in the park, just strolling around and talking a bit. Andy looked good, grounded. 

			“Are you okay to go to work tomorrow?”

			Andy sounded surprised. “God, yes, I have to go to work.” He laughed. “I’d totally forgotten about the rest of the world. But yeah, I am.” 

			He gently bumped CK’s shoulder. “I’m really grateful, you know? Thank you for putting me back together.” 

			CK put an arm around Andy. “You’re welcome. I won’t say ‘anytime,’ because you won’t need that again. Now you just need to find your feet.” 

			CK lifted his face to the sun, enjoying the peaceful walk.

			“I want to find them with you, though.” Andy’s voice was firm, and CK cast a glance at him, surprised at the sudden assertiveness in his voice. “I know you’ve already done a lot for me and that I should just have realized these things on my own, but I still want to play with you. At least, I do if you want to be with me.” The firmness of his words contrasted with the color in his cheeks and the sudden tension in his shoulders. 

			“I want to be with you.” 

			CK saw the relief in Andy’s eyes, his posture regaining some of the confidence from before, and the feeling was echoed in CK, the fluttery feeling of being wanted and wanting someone right back.

			Andy’s words had caught his attention, though. “What makes you think that you should have done this alone?” 

			Andy shrugged and started walking again. The man really wasn’t comfortable talking about his past, even if he had become much better at it during the last couple of days. 

			“I should have just stopped him from doing it. Said no, walked away, something. Anything. I’m not exactly a weakling.” Andy was walking slowly, looking down at the gravel covering the path.

			“It wasn’t your fault.” CK was not going to let Andy get away with putting himself down.

			“That’s bullshit. I’m not some innocent victim in this.” 

			“That’s exactly what you are.” 

			“You don’t know how it was! It wasn’t as if I didn’t act up. I talked back to him and refused some of the things he wanted me to do. Sometimes I was really provoking.” 

			“You could have fucked every member of the Sox in his living room, and he still wouldn’t have had any right to hit you.”

			“No, but...” 

			“But what?” 

			“I should have just walked away! Why the fuck didn’t I just walk away?” Andy had stopped and turned to look at CK again. The expression on his face was pained.

			“Why didn’t you?”

			Andy made a resigned hand gesture. “I don’t fucking know, okay?” 

			CK just waited. 

			Andy started walking again. “I didn’t know I could, okay? I didn’t know that it wasn’t okay, what he did to me.”

			CK reached out for Andy again, ignoring the tension of the muscles under his arm as he put it around Andy’s shoulder. “I think that’s a pretty good explanation.”

			“I shouldn’t have...” 

			CK interrupted Andy before he could finish the sentence. “I think it’s a very good explanation. How should you be able to walk away if you didn’t know that you could -- or even that you should?” 

			Andy tried to speak again, and CK shook his head. 

			“No, you should think about this. You’d act differently today, but you didn’t have the experience to do it then. I think it’s as simple as that.” 

			“This something your therapist taught you?” Andy sounded slightly hostile.

			CK smiled. “No, it’s something my friend was taught by his therapist. He was really stubborn, though. It took him months to acknowledge it. Nothing like you.” 

			Andy snorted. “I think I’ll refrain from answering that.” 

			“I think that’s a very wise decision.” CK chuckled and pulled Andy closer. 

			Andy looked at him in surprise. 

			“You don’t have to figure everything out in a few days. You’ve done more work in the last couple of days than most people do in a year. It’s really impressive.” 

			“It’s all due to you.”

			“You really do believe that, don’t you?” CK stopped, a thoughtful expression on his face. “I think you should take some credit for what you’ve done.”

			Andy wouldn’t meet his eyes, mumbling something. 

			CK laughed out loud. “You really don’t like being praised, do you?” He pulled Andy in close. They were in a quiet corner of the park, and he just held on. “I like that about you. As a matter of fact, there are a lot of things I like about you.” He suddenly didn’t know what else to say. Fortunately, Andy squeezed him tightly, and he didn’t have to say anything at all.

			***

			“Too bad you didn’t bring your work clothes here; I’d have loved to see you in those.” CK winked, grinning when he saw how Andy’s cheeks colored. 

			Andy just very slowly eyed CK’s body, taking in his business suit, and by the time those wandering eyes got to CK’s crotch, CK had to adjust his suddenly very tight pants. Then it was Andy’s turn to smile, a knowing look in those blue eyes.

			“You have a thing for a tool belt, do you?” 

			“You have one of those?” CK’s mouth was suddenly dry. 

			Andy laughed. “I do. And we better not talk any more about it if I want to be at work on time.” He picked up his keys. “See you tomorrow?” 

			They had a date -- dinner at an Italian restaurant.

			“Definitely. I’ll call you tonight?” CK leaned in and gave Andy a quick kiss. 

			“Sure. I think I’ll be home around five.” 

			“Okay. Take care.”

			CK stayed leaning on the door jamb to watch Andy leave before he closed the door. His meeting wasn’t until nine, and he had plenty of time to get another cup of coffee before he left. 

			The apartment felt strangely empty, though, and he restlessly walked around, cup in one hand. He ended up in his playroom, lost in thought as he let his hand slide over the padded table. 

			He had had no idea what the scene on Saturday would do to Andy. He’d suspected that he would get a reaction, but he hadn’t thought that it would be that violent, or that Andy would trust him enough to give him that much. It took a lot of guts to let go not only once, but in their following scenes, too. CK was impressed; his carpenter was a very brave man.

			Only, Andy wasn’t really his carpenter. If Andy took his advice to go see someone, any self-respecting therapist would teach Andy the word “projection” before anything else. CK’s brain told him that it was wrong to exploit Andy’s feelings, that the man might be unable to distinguish between gratitude and real attraction to CK. He sighed and sat down on the table, sipping his coffee. 

			The trouble was that every time his brain ordered CK to stop seeing Andy, something else inside him curled up in pain. He really, really didn’t want to let go of Andy. It was bad enough having to wait until tomorrow to see the man, and he was already planning their next scene. 

			Apart from that, he had a feeling that it would be pretty hard to get rid of this new version of Andy. CK smiled as he remembered the confident statement Andy had made about waiting CK out. Maybe he needed to take his own advice: give in and stop thinking so much. He laughed out loud into the empty room and got up to leave, feeling a lot better all of a sudden. 
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			He ended up picking up Andy from work the next day. CK had finished early, and Andy had been late, and it seemed easier just to meet at the site where Andy was working. CK parked his car at the curb, rolling down the car window and watching the upscale building complex in front of him while he waited for Andy. From the outside, the buildings appeared to be finished, but the surroundings were still bare soil with leftovers from the scaffolding lying around. 

			“Someone’s going to get fucked tonight, huh?” 

			CK started; he hadn’t seen Andy and Jeff walking up from behind the car. 

			“It’s a dinner date, Jeff!” CK could see Andy rolling his eyes at his boss as they got closer. 

			“Yeah? When the fuck has that ever meant you couldn’t get fucked?” Jeff grinned at CK, who nodded, not knowing if he should be offended or not. He looked at Andy. 

			“Well, it certainly doesn’t in your world, Jeff. You’ll fuck anything that walks.” Andy didn’t seem the least bit insulted, and there was a confidence in his pose that CK hadn’t seen before. He seemed capable and professional. Even though CK might not be an entirely neutral judge of that. 

			“Hell, they don’t have to be able to walk for me to fuck them; I’m open-minded. Have fun, boys.” Jeff whistled as he crossed the street and got into a car parked opposite CK’s. 

			Andy got into the car next to CK, leaning over and giving CK a quick kiss. “Hi, CK. Sorry about that, it’s just Jeff.”

			“That man has a fucking big mouth.” 

			Andy laughed, the sound open and good. “He does. I think he does it to hide that he’s got a big heart, too. But he certainly took some getting used to when I started working for him. I was still in college.”

			“I could imagine. He doesn’t exactly sound like a professor.” 

			“No, there’s a long way from ‘The discourse of linguistic re-conceptualizing of political structures’ to... well, Jeff-speak.”

			“The discourse of what?” CK didn’t consider himself stupid, but he had understood about three words of that, if you took “the” and “of” out of the sentence. Two, if he were forced to explain them.

			“The title of my senior honors thesis.” Andy sounded a bit sheepish. “I wrote about glasnost and perestroika. In the Soviet Union.”

			“Sure, I get that. Well, the difference, at least. Okay, that was the only thing I got.” 

			Andy laughed. “That’s what I mean. Oh, are we going to my house?” 

			“Yes.” CK looked at Andy. “I supposed you want to get changed first?” 

			“I do; I definitely need it this time.” Andy wasn’t sweaty, but his clothes did show that somebody had been painting near him.

			“What are you working on? The complex seemed pretty much finished.”

			“It is; Jeff’s firm normally does indoor work, mostly custom. Hence my expertise in bookshelves.” Andy flashed another smile at CK. CK found that he liked this version of Andy more and more. “This is just a job Jeff took to help out a friend who couldn’t finish on time, and I got on the project since I ‘fucking couldn’t be bothered to show up Monday morning when the interesting fucking work was beginning.’” Andy’s imitation of Jeff was remarkable.

			“He said that?” CK had had a pretty favorable impression of Jeff thus far. That was changing quickly. 

			“He also pulled me aside when nobody saw it and questioned me until he was sure I was okay. He’s a good guy. It’s just the way he is.” 

			“Hm. If you say so.” CK reserved his right to mutter something unintelligible at that. Luckily, he was interrupted by their arrival at Andy’s house. 

			“You want to come inside? I’ll just have a quick shower.”

			“Sure.” CK followed Andy inside the house. There, CK forgot how to move when the carpenter meticulously undressed, from shoes all the way down to and past his underwear. Andy didn’t look up until he had picked up the pile of clothes.

			“Oh! I...” Andy seemed as if he had totally forgotten that CK was even there. “It’s just that my clothes are dirty. I get sawdust all over the house if I don’t take them off here.” He looked a bit flushed.

			“Hey, no need to apologize to me, baby. I fully appreciate your cleanliness.” 

			“Yes? Because, I mean, I’m...” Andy seemed to be stuck, lost in watching CK watching him.

			“Going to take a shower?” CK didn’t even try to keep the tease out of his voice.

			“Yes! I mean, yes...” Andy fumbled with the bundle in his arms and turned to the bathroom, giving CK a very, very nice view of his naked backside. He had muscles in all the places that mattered, and they weren’t grown in a gym like CK’s. CK enjoyed the sight until the door closed behind Andy.

			CK told his more than half interested cock to find something else to do and walked into the living room. Just like last time, it was meticulously clean and very tidy. CK had thought that leftover pizza boxes and at least one forgotten sock was standard equipment in any bachelor’s home, but that certainly wasn’t the case here. It once again struck him how complex Andy was; nothing was what it seemed like with him. In the beginning, it had almost made CK turn his back on this sub; now, it was what kept him intrigued and wanting to learn more about the man. 

			“Ready to go?”

			Andy apparently meant it when saying “a quick shower.” Or perhaps CK had been lost in his thoughts. Andy was a favorite subject of his, after all. 

			“I’m really hungry,” Andy added.

			CK let his eyes glide over Andy, taking in the khakis and the shirt with the top button undone. He did nothing to hide his appreciation, and Andy’s cheeks looked a little hot.

			“Definitely. Let’s get something to eat.”

			***

			“You said that you studied political science -- how come you’re working as a carpenter now?” 

			They were halfway through the very good appetizers, different kinds of bruschetta that made CK’s mouth water. He had asked the question to learn more about what made Andy tick. Apparently, this question did.

			“Listen, I chose it, okay? There’s nothing wrong with working with your hands.” Andy’s hand was curling around his napkin.

			“I never said there was. I was just interested in the difference between the two.” CK kept his voice neutral. 

			Andy sighed. “I’m sorry. It’s just that it’s kind of a sensitive question. Bryce kept nagging me for months when I told him I was going to settle for a BA instead of going for a PhD. He was such a snob.” Andy’s mouth twisted in a bitter grimace. 

			“Why did you?” 

			Andy gestured, looking a little agitated. “It just wasn’t worth it, you know? I was in one of my professors’ office one day, and he was revising an article he was writing. I made a remark that it must be awesome to be able to use all of your time on something you’re really interested in. He told me that he had had four hours that week to actually work on the article -- the rest of his time was spent on administration and grading papers and faculty meetings. Right then and there, I decided that I didn’t want that. I love the field, but I couldn’t live with that. Besides, I hate teaching. Hate it.” 

			It wasn’t often CK heard Andy talking so animatedly about anything. 

			“Why do you hate teaching?” 

			Andy still held the piece of bread he had grabbed before he started his monologue on university life. “There are too many games. Students trying to guess what the professor wants to know and professors trying to guess what will make the students rate them well. And apart from that, there’s the game about guessing which article subjects the journals will be likely to accept. Not to mention faculty politics. Now, that makes the Cold War seem simple in comparison.” 

			CK laughed, and Andy stopped talking, seeming a bit surprised. “You really made up your mind, didn’t you?”

			Andy shrugged. “I did. I thought a little about trying to get into some privately-financed think tank, but, well...” 

			“Well what?” 

			Andy looked surprised at the question. CK had a feeling that nobody had paid any real attention to the man in a long, long time. 

			“It’s difficult to find somewhere where you can just do research. Anyway...” Andy fiddled a bit with his napkin. “It was in the same period when things with Bryce started getting bad, and I just wanted to get away from anything related to college as quickly as possible. Then my grandfather died and left me the house. Jeff helped me -- with the renovations and a lot of other stuff. What about you -- you’re working with computers, right?” 

			It was a blatant attempt at changing the subject, but CK didn’t call Andy on it. It was dinner, after all, not a scene. 

			“I am. I’m the translator between the hardcore programming guys and the customers. It turns out that not all clients know the exact meaning of VPS and H-Sphere, while none of the programmers knows the meaning of ‘something like that program with the cute little blue logo.’ I tell the clients what they need and the programmers how to meet those needs.” 

			“You must be really good at your job. You’re all about meeting needs.” Andy’s voice was only half teasing. 

			“You know, I think you’re right. I’ve never thought about it that way before.” CK watched Andy thoughtfully. Andy looked away, a little self-conscious. CK had never met someone so bad at accepting a compliment before. He decided to change the subject. 

			“You said you did mostly custom jobs. I thought you had to be trained to do that?” He had imagined Andy doing grunt construction work, something you didn’t have to be a trained carpenter to do. 

			Andy smiled, real affection in his eyes. “It’s all my grandfather’s doing.”

			“The one who left you the house?”

			Andy nodded. “Yeah. He was a cabinet maker, had a one-man company. I spent every weekend since I was five or six in his workshop. I made my first table when I was eight.” 

			CK must have looked skeptical, because Andy grinned.

			“Okay, he might have helped me a bit with the measuring, and it wasn’t a big table, but I still made it. I was so proud.”

			“He sounds like a great guy.”

			“He was. I really miss him.” There was sadness in Andy’s smile.

			“So, he’s the reason that you got to work as a carpenter?”

			“Well, he’s some of it. After learning how to make furniture, I started working construction during the summer in high school – to get some extra cash, you know?”

			CK nodded. 

			“The guys made me their pet project, trying to see how much they could teach ‘the kid’ over the summer. I learned as much those two summers as most people do in an entire apprenticeship. In college, I began working for Jeff in the holidays.” 

			“Are you doing indoor work only?”

			“Yes, mostly small places and custom jobs. Jeff doesn’t want anything to do with the big jobs because it would require him to abide by union rules. And he’s really, really not a fan of somebody telling him what to do. We don’t complain; we get at least standard union wages plus benefits and bonuses.” 

			They kept on talking through the meal. It was nice for CK to be out of a scene and not have to orchestrate every mood. He found himself relaxing more than he had done for a long time, talking and laughing and just having a good time. 

			Andy was different, too. He had looked so confident in his work clothes, and that didn’t change all evening. This wasn’t a scared sub -- this was a man, good at what he did for a living and socially competent. Well, unless you tried to praise him. It still seemed difficult for him to talk about the abuse as well, but there was nothing strange in that.

			CK had a hunch that this was how Andy was before Bryce. It was the same man that CK would like to see in scenes. Andy had been through a tough time, but CK was convinced that he could regain his confidence as a sub, too. 

			And CK was determined to do his utmost to help Andy find it.

			***

			Andy stepped in the door when CK opened it, and CK pulled him in close and kissed him before the man could say a word. Andy appeared slightly dazed when CK finally pulled back.

			“Mm, I’ve wanted to do that for days now.” Since Thursday night, to be precise, when CK had given Andy a lift home and kissed him goodbye outside Andy’s house. CK had wanted to stay, and Andy had stared after CK with longing as CK had left. CK’s precautions to protect Andy made less and less sense, even to CK.

			Andy grinned. “I’m not holding you back.” The man’s slightly crooked smile reminded CK that his blue balls were entirely of his own doing. He carefully refrained from answering that remark.

			“How have you been?” Andy sat down, taking off his boots. 

			“Fine.” 

			CK’s lifted his eyebrows, and Andy hurried to continue. 

			“I actually mean it. It was good to be back at work.”

			“And?” There were times when you had to be the Dom, not the man. Now was one of them. 

			Andy didn’t even try to get out of it. “I’ve decided that I had good reason to break down.” 

			“Yeah?” It might not sound like much, but CK had a feeling that this was important to Andy.

			“Yes. It happened, and it was bad. Maybe I should have gotten out earlier, but it still happened, and it wasn’t good for me. Now I just need to figure out how to get all the way back together. You helped a lot, you know. I’m really grateful for that.” Andy’s eyes were calm, direct. 

			“You’re welcome. Let’s go to the playroom.” CK had plans, and they were Dom-and-sub plans, not commiserating plans. And definitely not sitting-around-drooling-over-a-gorgeous-man plans. 

			Andy nodded and got up, only looking slightly nervous. He followed CK into the playroom, gave his safewords, and undressed when CK asked him to do it. 

			CK removed his shirt. He liked the balance between being dressed in front of a naked man and still being undressed enough to create a bond with his sub. 

			“I’d like you to lie down on the table.” 

			Andy had been standing straight, seeming reasonably calm. Now the reluctance showed on his face. 

			“You’re not going to do that again? Please, CK.” 

			CK reached out, gently massaging Andy’s shoulders. “You’re going to be fine. Lie down.” 

			Andy didn’t budge, his eyes pleading. It was the closest CK had seen Andy to downright rebellion. “Please don’t make me do this, CK. Not this soon.” 

			The begging in Andy’s voice cut right through CK, and for a moment he doubted his own plan. Then he cursed himself; this was what happened when you got too fond of a sub and stopped being a Dom. He stubbornly refused to listen to the little voice telling him that he would never have been able to help Andy the way he had if he hadn’t been fond of him. 

			“I know you can do it.” CK didn’t try to talk Andy into this. Instead, he held the man’s shoulders with firm hands and pushed Andy down onto the table. This was a scene. He was convinced that it was going to be good for his sub. Andy would have to safeword to get out of it. Apart from that, it would be hard, but probably more so for CK than for Andy. The man had had the same misconceptions for so long that changing them wasn’t going to be easy.

			Andy made a sound halfway between a moan and a sob, and the betrayal was clear on his face. But he let himself be pushed down, and he didn’t resist when CK tied up his hands and feet. 

			“Good.” CK let his hands slide over Andy’s body, making sure that the straps didn’t chafe and giving his sub the physical contact that Andy needed right now. He ignored the way Andy turned away from him, allowing Andy the time needed to sink into the feeling of being restrained. 

			He saw how Andy’s body slowly relaxed, and he let his hands slide over Andy’s chest, rubbing the muscles there on his way, before sitting on the edge of the table, holding Andy’s head loosely between his hands. 

			“Who abused you?” 

			Andy seemed startled by the question and he forgot to look away. “I... Bryce did. But it wasn’t exactly ‘abuse.’”

			“Why not?” The questions had to be so short that Andy had no other choice than to answer.

			“Because... I already told you this.” Andy was looking uneasy.

			“No, you didn’t.”

			“We were together for a long time, okay? And when that’s the case, then it’s not all black and white anymore.”

			“He hit you. That’s pretty black and white.” 

			“You don’t get it!” The impatience radiated off Andy’s body. He grabbed the straps and pulled them tightly before he made a visible effort to relax. “It wasn’t one-sided. Not always, at least. I could have handled things better and avoided a lot of it.” 

			CK nodded. This was a recurring theme. “You know I don’t curse much, right?”

			Andy seemed completely taken aback by CK’s question. “I... Yes. But...” 

			CK interrupted him. “I’ve even punished subs for swearing at me. There was this one guy who just couldn’t stop himself; I had to punish him so often that he left my place with a butt full of bruises every single time we had a scene.”

			“Okay.” Andy looked as if he had decided to humor CK, but he still seemed puzzled.

			“Now, I want you to swear at me.” 

			“What? No. Why...?” 

			“Swear at me.” 

			“I don’t want to be punished!” Andy pulled at the straps, clearly bewildered. 

			“Swear at me!” CK stood up, leaning over Andy’s prone body, hands on Andy’s shoulders. He knew he came across as very intimidating this way. 

			“But why would I?”

			“Swear at me!” CK was shouting now.

			“FUCK YOU!” Andy shouted, too. Then he looked a little sick as he realized what he had done. 

			“Good.” CK pulled back a little. “Now, you just swore at me. I could punish you for that.”

			“That would be fucking mean!”

			“Yes!” CK grabbed Andy’s head again, holding him securely and staring into his eyes. “That would be fucking mean. And it would be my decision to be mean. Not yours.”

			Andy blinked, and CK could almost see the thoughts churning in his head, the arguments he found and rejected again. 

			“Not yours,” CK repeated.

			Andy was quiet for a minute. “It’s not the same.” It didn’t sound as if he believed his own words.

			“It is, and you know that.” CK let go of Andy’s head and patted his sub’s shoulder. Then he began undoing the straps. 

			“I... What are you doing?”

			“Letting you up, of course.” 

			“This is it?” There was disbelief in Andy’s voice.

			“Yes. I wanted you to understand something about the dynamics of power in your relationship with Bryce. You understand it; no need to go on.”

			“I never said I agree with you.” There was a stubborn note in Andy’s voice. 

			CK just smiled. “You didn’t have to.” He undid the last strap. 

			Andy accepted CK’s outstretched hand and let himself be pulled into a sitting position. 

			“This is it?” Andy repeated. “I go home now?” 

			“I hope not.” 

			The look of relief on Andy’s face was echoed deep inside CK. 

			“You’re welcome to leave, of course, but I hoped that we could cook and hang out and that you might want to spend the night.” CK held his breath; this was the first time that he had asked Andy to stay without some sort of purpose behind it. Without it being a scene.

			“Okay.” 

			CK felt the little happy butterflies in his stomach flutter and admonished himself for being foolish. All teenager with this crush of his. 

			“Wait. Does staying mean that I agree with you?” Andy stood up and followed CK out of the playroom, grabbing his discarded clothes on the way. 

			CK rolled his eyes. “You do agree with me.” 

			“I never said that!” 

			Andy kept grouching while he put on his pants. In the end, CK had to shut him up by kissing him thoroughly. It was a tough job, but someone had to do it.

			***

			A couple of days later, CK was on his way to meet Andy again. They were having dinner, not a scene, because those only took place once a week. In the car, CK was thinking back on the weekend. 

			It had been the best weekend CK had had in a long time. They cooked something that started out as curry soup and ended up as, well, something different that still tasted amazing, but you definitely didn’t need a spoon to eat it anymore. Andy laughed his ass off when he saw CK lifting the lid of the pan and incredulously watching the thick mass bubbling away. 

			“How the fuck did that happen?” 

			“Hey, it’s your recipe; don’t ask me. And you don’t swear, remember?” 

			“And you don’t agree with me, remember?” 

			They had kept that one going most of the evening, and in the end CK had to shut up Andy the only way he knew. It had been an amazing night.

			The silly thing was that the bickering was amazing, too; Andy was stubborn and easygoing and... Solid. Stable. There was a man there now, not just a broken sub. 

			The realization was almost enough to make CK’s headache go away. Almost; then it came back in full force, and CK moaned. It probably hadn’t helped any that he had been so eager to keep his date with Andy that he had worked nonstop since before seven in the morning. He hadn’t even managed to finish, and he would have to get in early tomorrow, too. He sighed and rubbed his forehead as he drove toward Andy’s house.

			“Hi, CK.” Andy’s voice was happy when he opened the door, but his face got concerned when he saw CK. “You look beat; are you okay?”

			“Just a headache; I’ll be fine. Do you happen to have some Tylenol?” He bent down to undo his laces and grimaced when he got back up. God, his head hurt. 

			“I do. Come on, sit down while I get it for you.” 

			CK didn’t even protest, but took off his jacket and tie and sank down in a chair in the living room, closing his eyes and trying to ignore the pounding. He didn’t even open them when he felt Andy’s hands on his shoulders, massaging him carefully. 

			“You’re tense. Here, take the pills.” 

			CK reluctantly opened his eyes to swallow the pills. The water was amazing, and he emptied half the bottle in one go. Then he closed his eyes again.

			“We have a reservation in half an hour. I’ll just sit for a minute while the pills kick in, then we’ll go.” 

			CK sighed with the feeling when Andy’s hands came back, digging into his sore muscles. 

			“No, we’re staying here. You need some rest.” 

			“Okay.” 

			Andy’s hands stopped for a second when CK agreed to that. Then Andy resumed the gentle movements, going all the way up CK’s neck. CK moaned, letting Andy manipulate his head. 

			“Do you have migraines? They’re sometimes triggered by something you eat; did you have anything unusual today?” 

			CK deliberately didn’t shake his head. “No, I haven’t had anything to eat at all. I was just too busy with a system that isn’t working the way it’s supposed to.” 

			The massage stopped, and CK reluctantly opened his eyes. 

			Andy was looking at him. “You haven’t eaten anything at all?” 

			CK felt like a little boy being admonished by his mother, but he had to admit it. “No. Well, coffee, and a soda.” 

			Andy shook his head. “No wonder you’ve got a headache. Have some more water while I order some food.” 

			CK just obeyed; he hadn’t felt this miserable in a long time. Returning from the kitchen, Andy gave him another bottle of water and made him lie down on the couch. 

			“Have a nap until the food arrives, okay?” Andy put a blanket over him and sat next to him on the couch, gently massaging the muscles in his jaw that felt like they were never going to loosen up again. CK let himself doze off, enjoying the quiet attention. 

			When the food arrived, he slowly sat up, feeling marginally better. He didn’t think he could eat, though, until he caught the smells of lemongrass and ginger. 

			“Thai?” 

			“Yes. Here.” Andy handed him a carton and a fork and sat down next to him. It tasted so good that he managed to eat something in spite of his nausea. Then the food really did help, and he dug in. He could see Andy smiling at him out of the corner of his eye. 

			“You were hungry.” Andy put an arm around him.

			CK knew that he should admonish Andy to eat some more, but the arm around him felt too good to complain. He sighed and leaned back, letting himself be held. 

			He didn’t know how long he had been sitting like that when Andy woke him up by running a hand through his hair. 

			“I... Oh. Sorry. I fell asleep.” CK blinked, trying to wake up. 

			“You did. Let’s get you to bed.” 

			CK wanted to protest; it was really early, and he hadn’t had a chance to talk to Andy at all. Andy just pulled him up, though, and he was tired enough to follow Andy into the bedroom without any complaints. He stood still while Andy undressed him, and then he collapsed on the bed without even brushing his teeth. He heard Andy chuckling, and then the sheet was pulled up around him. 

			“I’ll be there in a minute, okay?” 

			CK nodded without opening his eyes.

			He was asleep before Andy made it back to the bedroom, but he woke up once during the night, pulling Andy closer to him. Andy didn’t wake up, but shuffled closer and put an arm around him. It felt good, and CK made a mental note to himself to revise that stupid once a week rule that he had put up.

			***

			CK woke slowly, arms splayed out, feeling very, very good. There were little licks and kisses wandering down his chest to his stomach and one hip, and he lazily pushed up to get more. He opened his eyes wide when he felt something soft and warm engulfing his cock, and he looked down to see Andy kneeling over him, taking in his dick all the way.

			“God, you look good.” 

			Andy glanced at him in surprise, and CK reached down and caressed Andy’s head. 

			“Oh, Jesus!” 

			Andy swallowed around him, making him push up, desperate to get more. Andy just grabbed his hips, pulling him closer. 

			CK let go and gave him everything, fucking his mouth and crying out. 

			It was so good, and he couldn’t hold back anymore. He came in Andy’s mouth, the come pumping out of him again and again until he was completely spent. He lay back down, groaning as Andy cleaned him up. Then he had an armful of very happy lover, and he gave Andy a messy kiss, tasting himself there. 

			Reaching down, he realized that Andy hadn’t come yet. He took a firm grip of the man’s hard cock, the precome making it slick. 

			Andy moaned, trying to muffle the sound by hiding his head in CK’s chest. He was so excited that he came quickly, giving a quiet whimper as he shook with his orgasm. CK held him tightly until he came down, enjoying the close contact. 

			“Good morning.” 

			Andy lifted his head, a contented grin on his face. “Very good.” 

			CK kissed him, a lingering kiss that didn’t seem to end. “What time is it?”

			“I have to get up soon.” Andy sounded reluctant.

			“Me, too. That system won’t fix itself, I’m afraid.” He gave Andy one last kiss. “Thank you for taking care of me. I was so beat yesterday.”

			“You’re welcome. It was nice to pay you back a little for all the things you’ve done for me.” Andy got out of bed before CK could answer him. 

			CK wanted to go after Andy, but a look at the clock told him that that wasn’t an option. He sighed. They had another date Saturday; he would just have to take care of that misconception then. 

			They had time for a quick breakfast, Andy insisting that CK got something to eat. CK didn’t complain. He did kiss Andy thoroughly, though, before they went out the door. 

			“As bad nights go, this one ended pretty well. Thanks, baby.” 

			Andy reddened just a little, but he still smiled, the happiness showing in his eyes. “Any time.” 

			“I just might take you up on that.” CK smiled and went to his car.
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			CK was pacing, walking from the table to the chains on the wall and back again, the playroom in the club suddenly seeming small. He felt the adrenaline surging through his body as usual before a scene. It was a heady feeling, and he relished it as he always did. 

			However, this would be different, and he wasn’t quite sure how Andy would react to his plans. He had actually had to stop himself from calling the whole thing off this morning, and he was still admonishing himself, telling himself again and again why he did this: because it was going to be good for Andy. 

			And hot. CK stopped in the middle of a step. Seeing Andy like this was going to be really hot. He had been so absorbed in his plans to heal Andy that he had forgotten how amazingly sexy the man was. Not least when Andy was pushed out of the shell built up during almost a year of abuse, the sensual, sensitive man behind the battered sub revealed little by little. That was what drove CK, not just some philanthropic aspiration. And he had a feeling that this scene was going to reveal a completely new side of Andy. 

			The door opened, and Andy walked into the room. CK had been worried how he would react to the change of scenery -- they hadn’t had a scene here since Andy’s horrible beating. Andy seemed relaxed, though, the by now habitual smile on the man’s face when he saw CK. 

			“Hi, CK.” 

			CK got up, slowly, and walked closer, letting his eyes slide appreciatively over Andy’s body. He never stopped being amazed how good the carpenter looked, and he didn’t do anything at all to hide his admiration. 

			Andy had stopped dead in his tracks, and CK could see him swallowing. CK didn’t give him time to get any more flustered than he already was but bent down and kissed him until he was breathing hard. 

			“Hello. Good to see you. Take off your shirt, but keep the rest of your clothes on.”

			Andy seemed a little surprised, but he kept on his jeans and boots. He looked good enough to eat like that, and CK had to make a serious effort not to maul him right there and then. 

			They did the safeword ritual, and CK carefully watched Andy while he gave his safewords. He seemed well balanced and more than a little aroused, judging from the bulge in his pants. It was perfect for what CK had planned. 

			“This is going to be a very different scene.” 

			Andy’s eyebrows went up a little. “All your scenes are different.” There was a teasing note to his voice, and it made CK feel warm and good inside. This was a long way from the man who couldn’t even bear being kissed unless he was deep in scene.

			“This is more different than usual. I’ve made an appointment with a young guy who’s going to be here in about twenty minutes. His name is Rick, he’s pretty new to the scene, and I want you to be his Dom.”

			“You want me to do what?” Andy blinked. 

			“I want you to be his Dom. Take him through a scene.”

			“No fucking way.” The answer came immediately; Andy didn’t even get flustered as he usually did when he tried to refuse something. 

			“Yes, you will. Your scene is his scene. I want you to top him.”

			“No. I can’t do that. No.” Andy pulled away until he had his back against the wall. 

			“Yes, you can.” 

			Andy just shook his head, one hand clutched tightly around the edge of the cupboard along the wall. He had the expression of a cornered animal on his face. 

			“Please, CK. Don’t make me do this. Please, don’t. I can’t. I just can’t.” He kept shaking his head, kept up his litany of refusals until CK stepped in and grabbed his shoulder. 

			“Easy, Andy. Easy.” 

			Andy didn’t stop babbling, and CK held his head between both hands. 

			“Time out, Andy. Yellow!” Using the man’s own safeword finally startled Andy enough to silence him. 

			“Listen to me.” He gently stroked Andy’s cheek with his thumb. “I’d never, ever do this if I wasn’t sure you could do it, and do it well. Never.”

			“I don’t want to do this.” Andy’s voice was almost a whisper.

			“Why not?” 

			“I’ll just hurt him.” There were tears in Andy’s eyes, and CK kissed him, gently and reassuring, until Andy got calmer and kissed CK back. 

			“You would never hurt him.”

			“But I don’t know how to do it!” There was a note of desperation in Andy’s voice.

			“Yes, you do. I don’t want you to do any crazy Japanese bondage games. He’s new; it’s not going to take much to give him a good experience. Think about what you would have liked in one of your first scenes. How should it be?”

			It said a lot about Andy’s strength that even now, with something that was so clearly out of his comfort zone, he still made an effort. “It should be easy. Good. Safe.” 

			“Yes. Exactly.” CK rubbed his shoulders, Andy calmer now. “Give him a scene like that.” 

			“But he doesn’t want somebody like me.” It sounded like Andy was getting less reluctant, though.

			CK chuckled. “Oh, yes, he wants you. He’s seen you at the club; he was close to drooling when I suggested this to him.” 

			Andy raised an eyebrow. That clearly came as a surprise to him. “Does he know that I’m a sub?” 

			“No. And I don’t think you should tell him. Listen, Andy: I really, really think that you’ll be good at this. You’ve had a lot of time to think about what makes a scene good lately. You’ll know what you’re doing.” 

			“You really want me to do this?” Andy looked searchingly into his eyes. 

			CK never broke eye contact. “Yes. Because I think you can, and because I think it’ll be good. For you and for him. There’s a security camera on the wall; I’ll be on the other end of that. You won’t be alone.” 

			“You think I can top someone?” 

			CK smiled. “Yes. And I think you’re already starting to think about what you’d like to do to him.”

			Andy’s cheeks got a little flushed, but he didn’t deny it. “I guess so.” Then he seemed to make a decision. “Okay. Okay, I’ll do it.” He sounded nervous. “Any advice on what I should do?” 

			“Keep it simple. Don’t blow his mind. Easy, good, safe -- that’s a good place to start.”

			Andy nodded. “I’ll only use a paddle, though. I don’t have the skills to use a whip.” 

			“A whip would be too much anyway. I think that’s a good call. And remember, a scene is more than just the paddling.” CK smiled to Andy, and he saw understanding dawning in Andy’s eyes before Andy nodded.

			They spent some time picking out a paddle and studying the room, planning the scene. CK let Andy make the decisions, and he did it well, seeming still more confident in his new role. 

			“One last thing. Two, actually.”

			Andy looked patiently at him. 

			“First: take your time, he’ll be nervous. And second: enjoy it. It’s going to be fucking hot.” 

			Andy’s eyes went big in surprise when CK swore, and CK smiled and winked. Then he went to answer the door.

			***

			Andy felt the excitement rushing through him as he heard the knock on the door. His first thought when CK had asked him to do this was that he would be absolutely useless as a Dom. However, there was apparently no doubt in CK’s mind that he could do this. Stubborn man. 

			Annoyingly often, CK was right, too -- and this might be such a case. The thought of taking someone through one of his first scenes was exhilarating. If this was what CK felt before a scene, then Andy could begin to understand why the Dom did it.

			The door opened, and a young guy stood outside. 

			“Hello, sir. Can I come in?” The boy looked nervous, and Andy immediately remembered how it was to be that new. God, that felt like a long time ago. He also remembered what he had wanted in a Dom, and he stood straight, exuding a confidence that got more real every minute. 

			“Hello, Rick. This is Andy. He’s going to have a scene with you today.” 

			The young guy stepped into the room, another man following him with a possessive attitude. Rick said hello to Andy. Then he turned to the man behind him, seeming a bit ill at ease.

			“This is my boyfriend, Lance. He’s fine with me being here, but...” 

			“I’d like to watch.” The man didn’t even bother saying hello, and the request sounded suspiciously close to an order. Andy had to hide his surprise. Behind Lance, CK appeared to be completely taken aback. 

			Just perfect. A nice little jealousy drama on top of everything else. Andy stood up straight, keeping his voice polite, but firm.

			“No. At least not this time. This is for Rick, not for you.” The sub shouldn’t have to divide his attention between his Dom and his boyfriend. 

			Andy nodded to Rick. “Stay here.” 

			Then Andy gestured to Lance and walked the man out of the room. Lance looked a little bewildered, but he did follow Andy out into the hallway. There, out of sight of his boyfriend, he seemed to deflate. He looked pleadingly at Andy.

			“You’ll take care of him, right? I don’t get this, but I want him to be happy. Don’t hurt him too much.” The swagger had completely disappeared from the man’s face. 

			Andy nodded, feeling more favorable toward Lance now that he wasn’t being a possessive asshole. “I’ll take care of him. Would you like to wait here? I’ll get you when the scene is over.” 

			Lance nodded, and Andy left the man sitting in a chair close to the main room. He had a sub to take care of. 

			“Have fun.” CK passed him in the doorway, smiling at him. Andy smiled back. That was exactly what he intended to do. Then he turned his attention to his sub as he heard the door closing behind him.

			“So, Rick, you’re new to this?” Andy walked closer to the sub, who looked nervous, his hand fiddling with the hem of his shirt. 

			“Yes, sir.” 

			“What have you done so far?” Andy kept his voice calm, friendly.

			“Not much. I... I had a spanking, that’s all.” 

			God, he looked embarrassed. It was very sweet. 

			“From your boyfriend?” 

			“No. He’s not into this at all. I’m sorry for the way he acted. He doesn’t really know what to think about this whole thing.” 

			“You don’t have to apologize for what he did.” Andy was distracted for a brief moment when he thought how CK was going to react to Andy saying those words. “Have you heard about safewords?” 

			Rick nodded. “Yes, sir,” he added hastily. 

			Andy just smiled. “Good. I’ll hear them in a minute. Normally, we would negotiate your boundaries now. But since you’re new, you don’t know what you like and don’t like. So tell me about what you’ve been fantasizing about.”

			The poor boy blushed ten shades of red. “You mean...?” 

			Andy crossed his arms over his chest and waited. It was quite clear what he had been asking. 

			“I... The spanking was really cool.” 

			Andy couldn’t remember ever having been that self-conscious, but then he hadn’t had a real scene like this until several months after he started learning about the leather world. 

			“And?” Andy had to have something to work with. 

			“I like the idea of kneeling in front of somebody.” Rick spoke so fast that you could hardly make out the words. 

			“What about being tied up?” The blush would have answered his question even if Rick hadn’t managed to nod. 

			“Toys?” 

			Rick shrugged. “I don’t mind them, sir.” He did like using the honorific, though. 

			“Limits? I understand that you don’t know them yet, but is there anything that scares you or you don’t like the idea of?” 

			“I... I’d rather not be fucked.” Rick looked down. “That would feel like cheating.” 

			“Okay. What else?” 

			“I’m not sure about whips, you know? I think they would be more painful than I’d like right now.” 

			Andy nodded. There were a lot of other things that should have been on a new sub’s list -- blood, scat, and lasting marks were off limits for a lot of players and way out of Andy’s comfort zone, for example -- but Rick didn’t know that yet, and Andy would keep him safe. 

			To his own surprise, Andy was getting excited by the thought of that. He would take the boy through this. 

			“Good. We’ll begin now. What’s your slow word?”

			“It’s wide receiver. Sir.” 

			Andy sighed inwardly. He began to understand why so many people used the classic safewords.

			“Good. And your stop word?” 

			“End zone, sir.” 

			Well, it was a good choice, and neither of them would use either phrase accidentally.

			“Good. Wide receiver and end zone. I expect you to use them, and I want you to tell me when something feels good or when something scares you. We don’t know each other, so I need you to tell me, okay?”

			“Yes, sir.” Rick seemed nervous and very excited. 

			“And I’ll tell you what to do all the way through. You can’t do anything wrong. If I want you to change something, I’ll just tell you.”

			“Yes, sir.” There was relief on the sub’s face, and he relaxed a little. 

			“Now, undress.” 

			Rick pulled off his shirt, so eager that he dropped it on the floor. 

			“Slower. I want to watch.” 

			Rick blushed on every visible part of his body, but he did slow down. 

			Andy suddenly understood the rush of having someone do exactly what you told them to, just because it pleased you. It felt really, really good, and Andy let the feeling surge through him, his cock already hard. 

			The young sub undressed, putting his clothes in a heap on the floor near the wall. If Andy had been into discipline, he would have ordered the sub to fold everything up nicely, but this was a first time. Easy, good, safe. 

			“Stand up straight.” 

			Rick did, hands automatically in front of him to hide his nakedness. 

			“Let’s teach you a standard pose. First of all, hands on your back. I want to see you.” 

			There was a slight whimper as Rick obeyed. 

			“Good boy.” 

			The words made Rick’s cock twitch. The boy was definitely into power play and obedience. Andy slowly walked around him, pushing his head up and pushing his legs farther apart by tapping the inside of his thighs. 

			“Yes. Nice.” Andy let his hands slide over Rick’s body, letting his appreciation show. CK had taught him a lesson in how to make a sub feel desired. It worked; Rick was fully hard now, and the sub’s breathing was fast.

			“I’m going to make you suck my cock in a minute. On your knees, in front of your Dom.” 

			Rick’s moan was loud, filling Andy with awe of the power of his words. 

			“Then I’m going to bend you over the table, strap down your hands, and paddle your ass. You’re going to be sore, and very hard, and if I feel like it, I might let you come.”

			“Yes, sir.” Rick’s voice was hoarse. 

			“On your knees.” Andy had hardly finished the sentence before Rick was kneeling in front of him, reaching up to unzip his pants. 

			“No. Not yet.”

			Rick pulled his hands away as if he were burned, and he bowed his head. “Sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to...” 

			All Andy could see of him was a glimpse of his burning cheeks under his hair.

			Andy put both hands on his head. “Don’t apologize. I’ll tell you what to do, and you’ll do it. Mistakes are corrected, not punished, okay?” Andy caressed Rick’s head, lifting it until he looked into Andy’s eyes.

			“Yes, sir.” The boy still seemed a little insecure.

			Andy kept his hands comfortingly on Rick’s head and watched his sub, taking in the sight of a naked man kneeling in front of him, waiting to suck his cock. 

			“You look so good on your knees like that.” 

			Rick blushed furiously, and Andy could tell the exact moment when he realized the situation he was in. He didn’t move, though, and Andy let a hand slide over his head before letting go. 

			“Good boy. Now, open my pants.” 

			Rick obediently went to work, carefully undoing the button and lowering the zipper. He gazed up at Andy, a questioning expression on his face. 

			Andy rewarded him with a smile. Then he reached into his pocket to retrieve a condom. He held his sub’s eyes while he slowly unwrapped the rubber and rolled it on. He usually didn’t use one for oral sex, but wanting to keep CK safe had changed that. And the boy certainly didn’t seem to mind. Rick’s eyes were trained on the process. 

			“Exactly like that. Now suck my cock.” 

			Rick uttered a little, helpless sound that went straight to Andy’s cock. The only thing better was the feeling when Rick’s eager lips surrounded his dick. 

			“Oh, yes. That’s nice.” 

			Rick was enthusiastic and a little clumsy, his technique not great, but the sight of him was amazing. 

			Andy never took his eyes off the sub, his sub, sucking his cock because Andy had ordered Rick to do it. It was a heady thought, and Andy pushed deeper into his sub’s mouth. 

			Rick gagged and pulled back. 

			“You’re doing fine. Come on, do it again. Take my cock.” 

			Rick swallowed a couple a times and took a deep breath before he went back to work, sliding Andy’s cock as deep as he could get it. Andy moaned, reaching down to caress his head again. 

			“Look at me.” 

			Rick looked up in surprise, and Andy held his sub’s eyes while he pushed a bit deeper into Rick’s mouth. Rick took it, eyes darkening with desire. 

			“You’re going to make me come. Such a good boy.” 

			Rick whimpered around his cock, and the vibrations were enough to make Andy cry out and come, pushing all the way in.

			It clearly took Rick by surprise, but the sub did his best to keep up, swallowing around Andy’s cock deep in his throat and coughing a bit, unable to quite take it. It was such a high to know that it was Andy who made him look like that, kneeling and submissive and depraved. 

			Andy pulled out and patted Rick’s head appreciatively while he got rid of the condom. “That was fucking hot, boy. You’re so sexy on your knees like that.” 

			Every time he mentioned the sub’s position, Rick’s cock twitched. It was so hard that Rick might have come had the blowjob gone on for much longer. 

			“Get up, boy.” 

			It wasn’t elegant, but Rick managed to scamper into a standing position while Andy put himself away. Andy reached out to steady him when he swayed. 

			“Dizzy?” 

			“Nah. Stiff legs. Sir, I mean.” Rick tentatively bent one knee at a time. 

			“You’ll get used to it. Are you ready for your spanking?” 

			Rick stared at him, mouth a little open. Andy lifted an eyebrow. 

			“Yes, sir! Sorry. Not much blood in the right places at the moment.” 

			Andy laughed. A sub relaxed enough to make jokes was a good sign. 

			“Come over here and tell me which cuffs you’d like.” Andy opened the cupboard and showed Rick what he could choose from, from iron chains over standard wrist cuffs to the sturdy double cuffs. The sub’s hands lingered over the double cuffs.

			“Nice choice. They’ll keep you down nicely while I spank you.” Andy was aware that words excited Rick a lot. The time had come to see if the real thing did, too. 

			Andy put the heavy double cuffs on Rick, pulling them tight enough to immobilize his fingers. Rick’s eyes shifted between the cuffs and Andy’s face, and if anything, he only got harder when they were on. Andy put a hand around his back and led him to the table. 

			“Bend over, boy.” Andy knew that his strict order was going to affect the boy, and the half-swallowed groan was sweet. It wasn’t only Rick who got off on sounds. He fastened the cuffs, making sure they held Rick bent over the table, ass nice and accessible. 

			“Are you ready to take your first paddling, boy?” He slid the paddle over Rick’s cheeks, letting the sub feel the smooth leather. 

			“Yes, sir. Please.” 

			Oh, fuck, that was hot. Andy let the first slap fall. 

			“Oh, shit!” There was surprise in Rick’s voice, and he pushed forward, away from the pain, until he couldn’t get any farther. He gasped, but then he pushed himself back into position. 

			“Yeah, it hurts, doesn’t it? Talk to me.” Andy hit the sub again.

			“Stings! God, didn’t think... Oh!” 

			Andy set up a steady rhythm, giving Rick some time to recover between the slaps. He used enough force to make it realistic; Rick deserved to know what a real paddling felt like. But he carefully monitored the sub, listening to the boy’s sounds and seeing how much Rick fought to get away from the pain. When the boy cried out, Andy took a break, caressing the red ass in front of him.

			“Your ass looks so hot. It’s all red now, and I can almost see how much it stings. Is it bad?” He could also see Rick’s hard cock; it seemed that a paddling was just the right amount of pain for this sub.

			“It really stings, but this is nice... Ah!” 

			Andy had grabbed one ass cheek hard, and Rick moved first away from the pain, then back into it. 

			“I think you’re ready for the rest of your paddling now. You can take ten more.” It wouldn’t be easy for Rick; he was already sore. But he needed this to be real, to experience how submission felt even when it hurt and you didn’t want to do it anymore. That was what made the scene genuine, made you surrender for real. 

			Andy gave him the first five slaps, keeping them hard and the rhythm even. There was distress in Rick’s whimpering by then, and Andy bent down. 

			“You’re doing this for me; you’re taking my pain because you’re my sub. It’s so hot seeing you like this.” 

			Rick just whimpered and put his head down, accepting Andy’s caress of his red ass. Andy gave him time, rubbing his sore butt.

			“You have five more to go. Ask me for them.” 

			For a moment, Andy thought he had gone too far. Then he heard Rick’s hoarse voice.

			“Please, sir. Spank me.” 

			“Good boy! You can shout or cry all you want.” 

			Rick did; he screamed when the first slap hit him, and he didn’t stop before the last of the five slaps hit his ass. Then he collapsed on the table, breathing hard. 

			Andy undid the cuffs with calm movements before pulling Rick up, into his arms. The sub didn’t resist, and Andy hugged the boy while he rubbed Rick’s back, listening to the sub’s harsh breathing getting easier. Andy closed his eyes, enjoying the feeling of Rick pushing close and slowly coming down. Then Rick’s relaxed posture changed slightly, into a light, but very noticeable rubbing against Andy’s leg. 

			Andy smiled, pushing Rick away enough to see the man’s face. “Such a good boy. You took that so well. And you’re still hard, aren’t you?” 

			Rick blushed fiercely, but he whimpered and pushed closer when Andy’s hand closed around his hard dick. 

			“Yes. Good boy. Come for me.” 

			It only took a few seconds, and then Rick cried out as the come spurted out of his dick, body shaking with his climax. He closed his eyes as the aftershocks went through him, and then his legs went slack under him. 

			“Oops.” Andy almost didn’t catch the sub, and he had to hoist the limp body up in his arms a couple of times until he could get a firm grip around Rick. Rick just mumbled something and didn’t cooperate at all, head lolling forward and resting against Andy’s chest. Andy snorted and lifted him up, carrying him to the bed in the corner of the room. 

			Andy put the boy down, checking that he was lying comfortably on his side before getting a towel to clean him up. Rick just grumbled and pushed his head further into the pillow when he felt the wet cloth on his genitals, and Andy smiled before tucking him in. 

			“I’m going to get your boyfriend. Are you okay to be alone for a minute?” 

			Rick opened his eyes and reached out for Andy’s hand. 

			“Thank you. That was really cool. Even though you didn’t exactly go easy on me.” Rick touched his ass, gasping with the pain. 

			“You’re welcome. I can get you some cream for that. Or do you want to remember this for the next couple of days? Whenever you move, you’ll remember that you got tied up and paddled.”

			If Rick pushed his head any further into the pillow there was a real risk that he would suffocate. He mumbled something. 

			“Sorry?” 

			“I want to remember it!” The poor boy looked flushed. “Can you get Lance for me now?” 

			Andy kissed him lightly on the forehead. “Yes. You did very well, by the way. Bye, Rick.”

			He went outside, where Lance was now sitting in the chair closest to the room. The man stood up quickly when Andy came over. 

			“Is he okay?” Lance seemed nervous. 

			Andy smiled reassuringly. “He’s fine. Go snuggle with him. You can stay the night if you want.” 

			Lance didn’t have to be told twice. Andy caught a glimpse of the tenderness on his face when he saw Rick, then the door closed after him.

			“That was impressive.” 

			Andy turned; he had completely forgotten about CK watching everything. Andy leaned in and kissed CK until the other man was out of breath.

			“What was that for? And why did you stop?” 

			Andy laughed, feeling almost high after the scene. “That was amazing. So, what does the teacher say about my performance -- do I get a nice grade?” 

			CK leaned back in, taking another kiss. “That was a straight A, and you know it. Apart from dropping the sub at the end; you clearly underestimated your ability to melt a man’s brains. And his legs.” 

			Andy grinned. “Yeah, he went all boneless on me.” Then he got a bit more serious. “Thank you for giving me that, CK.” 

			“You’re welcome. I wanted you to see how it felt to be on the other side of it.” 

			Andy laughed again. “So this is the CK lesson of the day?” 

			CK looked a bit flustered, and Andy leaned in. “I like your lessons, okay?” They had gotten him far already. “So, what was this one about?”

			CK reluctantly answered. He still seemed a little embarrassed. “It was about giving and taking. You kept thanking me for what I did for you; I wanted to show you that I get as much back as I give.” 

			“You definitely proved your point. God, that was hot. The way he got excited when I ordered him to do something, and the way he reacted to the cuffs. And the sight of him on his knees. Mm...” Andy couldn’t help smiling, and he had a feeling that he looked like a very satisfied man.

			CK cocked his head. “I’m glad you liked it. And by the way: you, my boy, are a switch.” 

			Andy felt the joy draining from him, and he suddenly didn’t feel like smiling anymore. He pulled back, frowning. 

			“No. I’m not.” He turned around, walking down the hallway toward the rest of the club. All of a sudden, he just wanted to get out. 

			CK caught up with him just before he reached the doorway, though, grabbing his shoulder and turning him around. 

			“What’s up? There’s nothing wrong with being able to be both sub and Dom.” 

			CK clearly didn’t get it, and it ached all the more to have to spell it out to him. “You don’t sub, do you?” 

			CK looked confused. “No, I don’t. Why do you ask?”

			“I want to be with you. I don’t want to fuck around. Is that what you want me to do?” This was getting uncomfortably close to being “the talk” about their relationship and where it was going, and it wasn’t a conversation that Andy had pictured taking place here -- and definitely not so soon. 

			“No! I don’t.” CK frowned, seeming surprised. Then he seemed to pull himself together and looked into Andy’s eyes. “I want to be with you. Just you. But what you just did wasn’t cheating -- do you think it was?” 

			“Fuck no!” Andy was shouting, and a couple of heads turned in the main room. “You asked me to do it, so it can’t be.” 

			“Exactly.”

			“But if I’m a switch and you don’t sub, then I’d have to cheat to get what I need. Unless you’d arrange it for me every time.” 

			“Oh.” CK blinked, the implications clearly not something he had thought about. “I see what you mean.” He shook his head. “But hey, I can arrange it if you want me to; we’ll figure out the practicalities. The main thing is that I want to be with you. For real.” 

			Andy had a feeling that he looked just as shell-shocked as CK. “For real? Not just scenes? No more one scene a week rule?”

			“No more fucking rules. Even though it did make sense.” 

			Andy rolled his eyes, but he felt the happiness welling up in him. “You just insist on always getting the last word, don’t you?” He had a really hard time hiding his silly grin.

			CK didn’t even try to hide his. “That’s what Doms are for, Andy.” He leaned in and kissed Andy, taking a solid grip of Andy’s jeans and pushing in close. Someone wasn’t unaffected by the scene, relationship talk or not.

			“Are you all... Oh.” It was Tom, watching them worriedly until he saw them kissing. 

			Andy pulled back. 

			“It seems I just got myself a boyfriend.” Andy couldn’t stop grinning. 

			“Ah.” Tom nodded sagely. “Then I get why you were shouting.” 

			“Hey!” Mischa leaned over Tom’s shoulder, and Toby pushed in closer on the other side of Tom in the doorway. It suddenly reminded Andy very much of a puppet theater, and he snorted.

			“Glad to be able to entertain you, guys,” Andy said, one eyebrow lifted. 

			Mischa pulled back, looking a little embarrassed. Toby, on the other hand, just grinned. 

			“Congratulations, boys.” The owner of the club turned and left, suddenly appearing to be very busy. 

			Andy lifted an eyebrow and looked at CK, who had a confused expression on his face. “I don’t think we have to tell anybody, CK. Toby will spread the word.” 

			CK moaned and hid his head in Andy’s shoulder. Andy comfortingly patted his back. 

			“Shh, you’ll be fine. At least the man only has about, what, two hundred, three hundred close friends?”

			CK’s groan was loud enough to be heard all the way into the main room.

		

	


	
		
			9

			CK parked his car in front of the half-finished building. The surroundings were less messy than they had been a week ago when he had picked Andy up here, but there were still people on the site, painting the newly added fence. He got out of his car and went inside to look for Jeff.

			After asking one of the painters, CK found Jeff in an apartment on the first floor, explaining to one of his employees why it wasn’t a good idea to put up shelves that weren’t level. CK had never ever heard sentences in which the actual words took up so little space compared to the f-word. 

			“So don’t fucking fuck with me like that anymore, you listening to me, fucker?” 

			The carpenter nodded frantically and set to tearing down the shelves again. 

			“Fucking kids don’t know how to use a fucking simple tool. They’ll be the fucking death of me. CK, right?” There was no pause between the two sentences, and CK had to concentrate to answer. 

			“Yes. I wonder if you had a couple of minutes to talk to me?”

			“Sure.” Jeff walked out of the building, CK next to him. “So, was he a good fuck?” 

			CK stopped, narrowing his eyes. “That’s none of your business.”

			Jeff turned around, watching him with inscrutable eyes. “Now, that’s where you’re wrong. Andy is very much my business.” 

			CK refused to budge even a little. “Not that part of his life, no.” 

			Jeff stepped closer, staring CK down with a posture so threatening that CK closed his fists, preparing himself for his first fistfight since he was a kid. 

			Andy’s boss wasn’t as tall as CK, but he was a lot wider, and somehow CK thought he knew how to use every pound of his body. CK steeled himself for what was coming.

			Then Jeff suddenly laughed out loud and slapped CK’s shoulder as he stepped back. 

			“I like you. A little fucking prissy in my opinion, but hell, every man to his taste. And it seems you’re Andy’s.” Jeff walked over to a stack of leftover pallets and sat down, beckoning CK to follow him. “So, what do you want, man?” 

			CK had to make a serious effort to adjust to Jeff’s changing moods, but he managed to unclench his fists and sit down next to the carpenter. 

			“I want to know what happened to Bryce.” It had been nagging CK ever since Andy mentioned the abusive asshole for the first time. Andy didn’t seem concerned about meeting the man, and CK wanted to know why. 

			“Hell, that’s none of your business, buddy.”

			“I think it is. I picked Andy up after his breakdown; I want to know if we risk running into that guy somewhere.” 

			“’We?’ Are you moving him in?” CK began to suspect that Jeff was far from the simple, aggressive guy he pretended to be. In any case, he wasn’t simple.

			“No.” At least they hadn’t talked about that. “But we’re together.”

			“Huh. And now you want to be his knight in shining fucking armor?”

			“Yes.” CK shrugged. No way around admitting that.

			There was a slow, crooked smile spreading on Jeff’s face. “I think I might like you.” 

			The idea of that seemed almost as threatening to CK as having Jeff against him. He pulled himself together, though.

			“Good. Then tell me about Bryce.” CK really wanted to know.

			“Don’t ask. Just fucking don’t.” 

			CK opened his mouth to protest, and Jeff grabbed his arm, hard. 

			“I mean it. You don’t want to know.” Jeff was deadly serious, all of his earlier bravado gone at once, and CK suddenly got a feeling that knowing really wouldn’t be a good idea. He nodded slowly. 

			“Okay. But he won’t bother Andy?”

			“No.” Jeff didn’t look away. “He’ll never, ever bother Andy again.” 

			Jeff took a deep breath as if shaking something off. “Andy thinks Bryce moved across the country, and I want it to stay that way. Don’t tell him anything.”

			“I don’t know anything.” CK didn’t, not for sure, anyway.

			“I’d do anything for him.” Jeff’s face was serious. “He was such a happy boy when he started working for me, and then that asshole came along and broke him. Bryce deserved everything that happened to him.” 

			“He’s not broken. Not anymore.” Andy was strong. CK was determined to help him recover fully, but he was well on the way on his own, and CK was so proud of him for that.

			“He says the same thing. But the boy’s got a bad habit of saying he’s okay when he isn’t.” Jeff shrugged. 

			“I know. And of doing all the wrong things to get what he needs. Have you ever played with him?” From what CK had seen so far, he had no problem imagining Jeff as a hardcore Dom. 

			“No fucking way. He’s into far tougher shit than me.” 

			Well, maybe there really was more to Jeff than the gruff exterior. 

			“Apart from that, I had a bad feeling that he was out of his depth. I just didn’t know what the fuck the boy needed. So I did nothing.” Jeff kicked at the gravel with one of his heavy boots. 

			“That was probably smarter than you think it is.” 

			The big man next to CK wouldn’t look at him. “Yeah? Because I feel like I’m a fucking coward.” 

			“Don’t beat yourself up over this. It isn’t easy; I made mistakes, too.” CK still winced inwardly as he remembered the beating he had given Andy at the club. It had been the completely wrong thing to do, and he had still done it in his attempt to help. 

			“Yeah? Anything I need to make you pay for in a dark alley somewhere?” 

			“I thought you had come to the conclusion that you liked me?” 

			“Yeah, that was probably too fucking soon.” Jeff didn’t do anything to get up, though. 

			“What I wanted to say is this: he needed someone in his corner, and you gave him that. Thank you.” 

			CK had never seen the carpenter uncomfortable, but Jeff seemed ill at ease now. “This is turning into a fucking tear-jerker. Can I go now?” 

			CK smiled. “Is it a trade thing that carpenters can’t handle praise?” He stood up and held out his hand. Jeff hesitantly got up and took it, the carpenter’s handshake exactly as crushing as CK had expected it to be. 

			CK nodded to the other man and turned to leave. Jeff grabbed his arm, and CK turned back. 

			“I’m not a murderer.” Jeff was serious. “I want you to know that.” 

			CK looked thoughtfully at him. Then he nodded. “I’ll take your word for it.” 

			“You better. One more thing: You’re getting possessive. Only do that if you’re ready to back it up. And don’t coddle him.” Jeff nodded to him. 

			“I’m not...” CK’s words were hanging in the empty air as Jeff walked away. 

			***

			CK pulled up in front of Andy’s house, killing the engine and grabbing his bag and jacket before going to knock on the door. 

			“Hi, CK!” Andy was smiling at him, reaching out and pulling him inside the house. He leaned in, kissing Andy thoroughly. Jesus, it was good. They had only been apart for a few days because of CK’s business meeting, but it felt like a lot longer. He finally managed to pull back. 

			“Good to see you again.” Andy’s eyes were a little unfocused, and CK leaned back in and nipped at his lip. 

			“Hey!” Andy blinked, seeming to wake up from his trance.

			“You invited me to dinner -- are you going to let me starve out here on your doorstep?” CK had a feeling that cooking wasn’t one of Andy’s hobbies.

			“You’re well into the house, and you’ll get fed all right -- I only need to put the steaks on the grill.” 

			CK grinned; if not cooking meant steaks, then he wasn’t going to complain. After all, his own cooking was somewhat... random. The occurrence of it as well as the results.

			He was going to do one other thing, though. Making sure that Andy saw what he was doing, CK held out his jacket and let go of it, leaving it to lie on the floor in an untidy heap.

			Andy frowned and went to pick it up.

			“No.” 

			Andy hesitated, watching him uncomprehendingly.

			“I dare you.” CK couldn’t keep the little smile off his face. 

			“You dare me to do what?” 

			“To let it be.”

			“But it’s messy!” There was outrage in Andy’s voice.

			“And?” 

			“And, but...” 

			“I’ll even bet you that you won’t be able to let it be.” CK was openly teasing by now. 

			Andy crossed his arms in front of him. “Yeah?” Speaking to the man’s stubborn streak was apparently a good idea, because Andy nodded. “What will I win?” 

			CK laughed out loud. “You have to let it be until tomorrow.”

			“Until tomorrow? But why?” It sounded as if CK had asked Andy to run around his house in the rain, naked. 

			“So you can win any sexual favor you may desire?” CK wagged his eyebrows suggestively. 

			Andy stepped closer, reaching out for CK. “And what makes you think that I can’t get that anyway?” 

			With the way Andy kissed him, CK really didn’t have any good answer to that. Luckily, his stomach growled so loudly that Andy pulled back in consternation -- then laughed. 

			“It seems we have to feed you before you start chewing on my furniture.” Andy turned around, glaring at the jacket on the floor. “Since you’re so determined to mark your territory, you can leave your ugly piece of clothing on my nice floor. But only so I can have you fuck me senseless.” 

			CK almost stumbled when he heard Andy’s words, and he could see on his lover’s face that Andy didn’t miss it. Andy did show enough mercy not to comment on it, though, and CK was grateful for that. 

			***

			They had dinner outside, even though it was actually too cold for it. CK had to borrow a jacket from Andy, who grumbled about people leaving their clothes on other people’s floors and then mooching on their victims. But it was almost like summertime, standing side by side at the grill, waiting for the meat to cook. Andy got some potatoes from the oven and a salad from the fridge, and then they sat down to eat. 

			CK gaped when he saw how much Andy ate. 

			“What?” Andy sounded a little defensive. “I work hard, you know.” 

			“Oh, I know. That’s still quite impressive.” Andy probably didn’t eat more than before; CK just hadn’t really paid attention to it before now.

			Andy had made a small mountain of meat and potatoes disappear. He wasn’t exactly emptying the salad bowl, though. 

			“You should have some more of this, too.” CK put some more salad on Andy’s plate. 

			Andy cocked his head. “You’re taking this whole boyfriend thing very seriously, aren’t you?” 

			CK was this close to blushing. They hadn’t really had a chance to talk about that since they had seen each other Saturday. Or perhaps it was just CK who avoided the subject every time Andy tried to bring it up. 

			“You should eat your salad. It’s good for you.” CK didn’t quite manage to meet Andy’s eyes.

			“I know. Are you going to be like this?” Andy sounded thoughtful.

			CK was blushing now; there was no way around admitting it. “Yes, I’m afraid so. Is it weird?” He was protective by nature, and Andy really brought it out in him. 

			“I think it’s sweet.” Andy leaned over the table and kissed him, making him blink from surprise. “But you should expect me to push back. I’m not a weak little sub outside of the playroom.” 

			“You’re definitely not a weak little sub inside it, either.” And CK wasn’t just talking about Andy’s experience as a Dom. “And I got myself a boyfriend, not just a sub, am I right?” God, his cheeks were burning now. 

			“You did. You’re really not used to talking about these things, are you? Your face is a little... Well, let’s just say it’s a good thing we’re outside.”

			CK ducked. “I’m... No, I’m not.” He took a deep breath. “I used to work so much, I never had time for, you know...” He shrugged helplessly.

			“Relationships?” 

			CK nodded without saying anything, watching the food on his plate intently.

			“You’re younger than you seem, aren’t you?” 

			CK looked up in surprise, meeting Andy’s eyes for the first time since they had started talking about this. There was a kind expression in his boyfriend’s eyes.

			“I’m twenty-eight. Why do you ask?”

			Andy laughed, but it wasn’t a mean laugh. “Because you come across as thirty-eight with all of your self-control and authority and carefully thought-out lessons. It’s okay,” Andy reached out to take his hand. CK couldn’t keep the feeling of embarrassment from showing on his face. “Hell, it’s more than okay. I like that you care. Just remember to make space for yourself, too, okay?” 

			CK couldn’t help staring. 

			“Like your rules that were all for my sake, even though they made you miserable? Or when you had the headache,” Andy continued. “You wanted to go out to dinner anyway, because you had promised me that. It’s okay not to be perfect.”

			CK felt a tension deep inside of him that he hadn’t even been aware of subside. He smiled a little. “This sounds suspiciously like one of my lessons, doesn’t it?” 

			Andy grinned. “It does! You must be really good at them. Or perhaps I’m just really good at listening!” He laughed out loud again, and CK couldn’t help leaning over to kiss him again. Andy was so happy these days, so incredibly far from the broken sub CK had met only a few months ago.

			They finished the rest of the dinner, and CK was amazed to see that there were actually more than enough leftovers for Andy to make sandwiches for the following day. 

			“I might have to buy something, too.” Andy cast a speculative glance on the small mountain of meat in the plastic container he was about to put into the fridge. He looked up in surprise when CK laughed. 

			“It’s just... Never mind. So, do you want to play or just hang out?”

			CK heard Andy’s small intake of breath, and then his boyfriend hastily closed the fridge. “Did you bring anything exciting? I’d love to play.” He sounded eager and a little horny. 

			CK smiled. “I have a paddle, really wide, but padded. It gives a lot of feeling, but not too much pain, if you get what I mean.” 

			“Well, I’ll have to try it to find out, won’t I?” Andy sent him a flirtatious smile and sauntered into the bedroom. 

			CK smiled to himself as he found the paddle and two nice leather cuffs in his bags. With the way Andy had taken to bondage, his boyfriend would love the combination of the cuffs and the paddling. CK felt his pants get a little tighter at the thought. 

			When CK entered the bedroom, Andy was standing in his usual position. His head was held high, though, and CK smiled. It looked really good on him. 

			They did the safeword ritual, and then CK reached for the cuffs. 

			“Hands.” 

			Andy obediently reached out both hands, and CK took his time making sure the single cuffs were secured safely. He made the leather snap when he closed them, and Andy was fully hard when he was done. 

			“Let’s see. I think I want you across the bed, ass up. Take off your pants only.” It would make Andy feel even more naked.

			Andy cast a surprised glance at CK; then he obeyed. 

			“Reach out your hands in front of you, as if you were bound. Yes, like that.” There wasn’t anything to fasten the cuffs to, so they would have to do it like this. It wasn’t bad at all; Andy would have to work to keep himself still.

			Andy crossed his hands over his head as if he were bound and adjusted his position, moving his arms a bit. CK gave him a moment to shuffle around.

			“Okay, that’s enough. Lie still.” 

			Andy didn’t quite manage, some tension staying in his body and making his shoulders twitch almost imperceptibly. 

			CK noticed, and giving Andy a little more time to adjust, he walked behind his sub. Andy was almost still by now.

			“I’m going to start.” CK put a heavy hand on Andy’s back to keep him grounded. 

			“No! Yellow!” 

			Andy was up so fast that CK didn’t manage to grab him, and he stumbled a couple of steps back, swaying a bit and breathing heavily. 

			“Andy! Are you okay? What happened?” CK kept his movements slow in order to keep from scaring his sub, but he did manage to get close enough to touch Andy, gently letting his hands slide up and down Andy’s sides. 

			“Yeah.” Andy sort of shook himself, almost looking surprised. “Yes, actually, I’m fine. It just reminded me of something with Bryce, and I didn’t want that. So I safeworded.”

			“You’re really okay?” CK kept his hands on Andy, rubbing his boyfriend’s shoulders. 

			“Fine. Really.” There was a stubborn note to Andy’s voice now.

			“You safeworded.” 

			Andy’s eyes met CK’s, insecure “Yeah. Is it okay?” 

			“You safeworded.” CK could feel the smile spreading on his face. “It’s amazing.” 

			“How... Mnn.” 

			CK saw Andy’s eyes open wide in surprise, and then he was too close to see any more when he kissed Andy thoroughly. He pushed close, feeling Andy’s hands scrabble around until they wound around him tightly. He deepened the kiss, caressing Andy’s neck with one hand and holding the man tightly with his other hand. CK was gasping when he had to pull back for air. 

			CK pushed Andy down on the bed, ignoring the squeak as Andy hit the mattress. Then CK got rid of his own clothes. He didn’t even give himself time to enjoy the sight of the naked body in front of him before grabbing the lube and condoms in the drawer and letting himself drop down on top of Andy.

			He might have been less than careful, because he heard the breath whooshing out of his boyfriend. It was nothing that a kiss didn’t cure, though, and Andy moaned out loud when CK finally managed to get the slick out of the tube and slathered it generously on Andy’s ass. He couldn’t stop kissing Andy, and he felt more than heard the man’s excitement when CK pushed a wet finger into Andy’s ass. Andy opened right up around CK’s fingers as always, and CK moaned into their kiss as he hastily added another finger and then another. 

			“Ready?” CK was out of breath as he fumbled with the condom. 

			“Jesus, yes. Hurry.” Andy only just let him get the condom on, then his boyfriend pulled him down, and he let himself sink deep inside that wonderful, yielding opening. 

			Andy cried out, and for a moment, CK was afraid that he had hurt the man. Then Andy impatiently pulled at his ass.

			“Come on!”

			CK wanted to laugh, but then Andy tightened around him, and he groaned and pushed as deep as he could. 

			Andy bent his head back, closing his eyes in pleasure. 

			CK wanted to take in the sight, but he had to move, had to pull out and push deep again, and then again. There was no rhythm to it, just a burning need that demanded to be sated. His hand was still glistening with lube, and he took a firm hold of Andy’s dick. 

			Andy shouted out, eyes wide open now. CK found that place inside Andy, and it made Andy gasp every time CK ground against it. The pleasure was clear on his boyfriend’s face, and CK let himself be swallowed up in it, pushing deeper and faster, the pace getting frantic as the need for release made his back tighten up and his hips slam into Andy as fast as he could. It was clean, animalistic desire, and with a roar, he came deep inside Andy’s body. It was so intense that the world went gray for a moment, and he only distantly registered that Andy gave a hoarse cry as his boyfriend came, too. 

			When CK was back, lying over Andy’s body, he was still panting for breath. It didn’t keep him from kissing Andy, though, a messy, happy kiss that would have gone on forever if he didn’t have to pull out to get rid of the condom. He bent over the edge of the bed and grabbed his t-shirt, using it to clean up first Andy, then the lube from his own hands. 

			After taking care of his boyfriend, CK lay back down and snuggled in closely. God, that hard body felt good next to him. 

			He had only just closed his eyes when Andy started laughing. CK looked up, curious. 

			“It’s just -- I’m still wearing socks and a t-shirt.” Andy pointed at himself. 

			CK couldn’t help but giggle; there was something thoroughly un-sexy about a man in nothing but t-shirt and socks. Well, if it hadn’t been Andy, of course. 

			“Is that your standard reaction when your sub safewords? Because then I might have to do it more often.” 

			Andy was still smiling, but with a shock, CK realized what he had done. Or rather, not done.

			“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” Jesus, how could he had been so careless?

			“Oh, no, you don’t. I said I was fine, and I don’t lie.” 

			CK blinked. No, Andy didn’t lie, but still...

			“I don’t. Period.” 

			CK felt chastened at Andy’s tone of voice. Encouraged, too. 

			“So, why the... enthusiastic reaction?” Andy had a crooked smile on his face. He really didn’t seem traumatized in any way. Very sated, yes; traumatized, no.

			CK had to take a deep breath and tell himself that trust went both ways. If Andy said he was okay, then he was. And he did look all right.

			“You safeworded.” It seemed so obvious to CK.

			“I know. I had expected a long talk afterward. Well, I just did it without thinking, but still.” 

			“That’s just it. You just did it. Don’t you get what that means?” 

			Andy was one big question mark. “Not really, no.”

			“It means that you trust me. And yourself, too, actually. You trust me to stop and yourself to know when it’s too much, and it means that everything gets better. Safer. And a lot hotter, of course.”

			“Safewording is a turn-on for you?” Andy sounded astounded.

			“It’s not like that!” CK felt his cheeks burning, and Andy’s grin didn’t make it any better. “Okay, maybe it is. It’s just that... You trust me now.” He got serious. “That’s huge.” 

			Andy nodded, slowly. “I guess I get that.”

			“Do you want to tell me why you safeworded?” Even if CK’s first reaction had been less than what the Leatherman’s Handbook recommended, he still wanted to know.

			“It wasn’t that serious, as a matter of fact. It just reminded me of a situation with Bryce, and I didn’t want to relive that, and suddenly, I realized that I didn’t have to. I didn’t have to be close to a breakdown to safeword; it was just an unpleasant situation that I wanted out of. And so I did.” There was still a little disbelief in Andy’s voice. 

			“Okay.” Andy really didn’t sound traumatized. “Was it anything in particular? I’d like to know so I can work with it.”

			There was a twitch around Andy’s lips, but he didn’t say anything about CK’s last remark. Instead, he answered the question. “It was the position. I’ve been over your knee or standing up the other times, and suddenly, I couldn’t see you, and then that hand on my back felt like you were holding me down.” 

			“And Bryce used to do that to you?” 

			Andy shrugged, looking uncomfortable for the first time in a while. “Yeah. He often tied me up on my stomach or held me down. He liked the power trip it gave him.” There was anger in Andy’s voice now. 

			“The annoying thing is that I like that position,” he continued. “There were just too many bad memories coming back to me.” 

			CK pulled him in close. “Don’t worry, we’ll work with it. Now I know to let you see me or have you over my lap. It probably won’t even happen again, but if it does, you just let me know.”

			“I just might if it gets me laid like that.” 

			CK didn’t know if he was supposed to keep on apologizing or analyze the whole scene step by step. He had almost decided on the last approach when Andy spoke again, completely making him forget his plan. 

			“I’ve thought about my last scene, by the way.” 

			CK groaned inwardly; the whole Andy as a Dom experience was another thing he had been supposed to help Andy through. It was just that there didn’t seem to be much that bothered Andy at the moment.

			“I’ve thought about it, and I’ve decided that it was okay. I’m not going out to pick up subs, but it was okay to do it, and it was hot. There’s nothing wrong with that.” Andy’s voice was firm. 

			“Nothing at all. Are you okay with the fact that you’re a switch?” CK was still Dom enough to zoom in on what wasn’t said as well as what was. 

			Andy shrugged. “I think so. Or rather, I am, because it was hot, but I don’t want to have scenes on my own, and I don’t want you to, either.” He looked slightly shocked after he said that. 

			“I didn’t plan to.” Just the thought of playing with anyone but Andy seemed deeply wrong to CK. “But let’s make it a deal: no playing around and no scenes with strangers, except when it’s something like last time at the club.” 

			“Something where we’re both present.” Andy seriously took his hand and shook it. Then CK snorted. 

			“You really have to either undress or get some briefs on, Mr. Bareass.” 

			Andy goosed him, and the whole thing developed into a genuine pillow fight. Safewording, sex, and minor violence: all in all, a perfect evening.

			***

			CK woke up late the next morning. They had spent most of the night making love, and now it was past nine. The bed next to him was empty, which was a shame. Morning blowjobs were one of his favorite things. 

			He got out of bed, determined to find out where his lover was. CK found Andy in the living room, where Andy was standing, arms crossed, and staring at the jacket on the floor. 

			Tearing his eyes off the body that looked like a Greek statue, CK walked over to Andy. 

			“Counting down the seconds until I take it away?” 

			Andy turned his head to take a kiss. “No, actually. I’m making my peace with it.”

			CK must have looked puzzled.

			“You see, yesterday, I took it as a challenge at first. I wanted to show you that I could leave it here. It still bothered me so much, though, that I had to think of it as a part of submitting to you. You know, doing it because you told me to do it.” 

			“Jesus, were you thinking of all that while we had dinner?”

			“Hey, neuroses take a lot of work to uphold.” Andy didn’t bat an eyelid. “But then I came out here this morning, and I realized that that jacket has nothing to do with me. If you like having it there, then peace be with it; I don’t have to control it. I don’t have to hold everything together.” Andy smiled, eyebrows lifted. “And so, Mr. CK, it seems that your work has borne fruit.”

			CK leaned in, kissing Andy soundly. 

			“Have I been that good?” Andy teased.

			It was all very well to loosen up a sub; being teased wasn’t a part of the deal. CK leaned in to kiss Andy again to prove that point, but Andy just pushed him back again, laughing. 

			“No, no, no, answer my questions, Mr... Wait. What is your name, actually?” Andy frowned.

			CK groaned, both inwardly and out loud. “I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.”

			“No, really, it can’t be that bad.” 

			“Let’s just say that there was a reason why I left Chicago.” 

			Andy looked flabbergasted. “No way. That can’t have been the reason? Because people learned your real name?” 

			CK just nodded. Someone had found out, and then there was the offer of a promotion. No need to stay after that. He leaned in again, trying to kiss Andy. In vain. 

			“Really?”

			CK sighed. “Really. It’s either execution or emigration if you find out. The first one yours, the second one mine. Listen, haven’t you just won a bet?” 

			The glint in Andy’s eyes told CK that he hadn’t heard the last of this. Andy took a firm grip of CK’s arm, though, pulling him into the bedroom.

			Then he had his wicked way with CK. At least Andy had his priorities right. 

		

	


	
		
			10

			Andy could hear CK whistling as he came to answer the door. He was all smiles when he opened it, and Andy couldn’t help smiling, too. Seeing CK had that effect on Andy lately.

			“You’re very cheerful, aren’t you”? Andy stepped into CK’s apartment. He felt the butterflies in his stomach. It was a little silly, really, but Saturday still felt like scene day, even though they saw each other almost every day now. And scenes meant exciting things, even with the really rough scenes behind them. 

			He was completely distracted from anything but his excitement when CK pushed him up against the wall and kissed him. As thoughtful as CK was, Andy really liked it when his Dom got a little forceful. 

			Okay, who was Andy kidding? CK was fucking hot when he got all rough. Andy was all for the talky-feely part of CK, but this was just plain fun. 

			CK pulled back, grinning when he saw how fast Andy was breathing. Jesus, Andy was hard, enough that the pants bit into certain parts. Andy squirmed. 

			“Hard to stand still?” CK laughed at his own joke. Someone was really having a good time. Of course, CK’s pants seemed to have more room for being happy about seeing his boyfriend.

			Andy rolled his eyes and tried to act exasperated. He didn’t even come close to pulling it off. Instead, he took a firm grip on his pants and tried to make more room for himself.

			“Mmm...” CK was staring at him as if he were something edible, and Andy felt his cheeks redden. 

			“So, what are your plans for today?” Apart from actually wanting to know what they were going to do, the question had the added bonus of getting CK’s attention off Andy’s body. 

			“Oh, you’re going to hate it.” CK sounded so cheerful that Andy was sure he had misheard the man. 

			“What?” 

			“You won’t like it one bit. I will, though.” CK started walking toward the playroom, and Andy followed out of habit. 

			He took the two steps up into the quiet, white room, automatically letting his eyes stray to the padded table. Andy had never done so much hard work as during the times when CK had tied him up there. 

			“Yep, you’re going onto the table again. Undress, please.” 

			Andy blinked. CK’s joy combined with what he was asking of Andy was surreal. “I’m... Do I really have to?” 

			It had been such fucking hard work the other times, and he had come totally unprepared for something like that today. He kind of thought they had moved somewhere different in their relationship by now, but perhaps he was wrong. 

			CK got a little more serious. “Yes. And don’t worry, it’s not going to be anything like the other times I tied you down here. Get to it, boy.” He smacked Andy’s butt lightly, and hesitantly, Andy undressed.

			They did the safeword ritual, and CK kept being uncannily cheerful while he tied Andy down. The cuffs felt really good, and CK smiled when he saw Andy’s cock twitching as the leather snapped shut. 

			“Are you comfortable? How does the table feel?” 

			CK had taken his shirt off as usual, his toned upper body towering over Andy. It looked really hot, and Andy felt even more naked before him. In a good way, though, and he had to concentrate to answer. 

			“It’s soft, really comfortable. I can smell the leather. It’s good.” It made him hard. 

			“You look good, too.” CK’s eyes appreciatively wandered over his body, and Andy had to look away in embarrassment. He hated it when CK did that. If he wasn’t too deep in the scene to care, it made him cringe.

			“Yes, that’s just it, isn’t it?” 

			Andy met CK’s eyes again. Andy didn’t have a clue what he meant. Because CK couldn’t read minds, he just couldn’t.

			CK smiled. “You just hate getting a compliment, don’t you? So, today’s lesson is telling you over and over again that you’re fucking gorgeous.” 

			“Oh, Jesus, no.” He was never going to survive this.

			CK laughed. “Oh, Jesus, yes. And I’ll keep on going until you get it.” 

			“I knew it was going to be bad when you curs... Oh.” Andy was distracted when CK let a hand slide up his inner thigh. Mmm, that was good. He cast a glance at CK when he heard a soft laugh. 

			CK was watching him while caressing his thigh, eyes shining. His Dom looked so good that Andy almost forgot what CK intended to do. 

			“You have no idea how hot you look like this.” 

			Andy groaned and turned his head away. CK just laughed at him.

			“You’re so fucking strong, and still, you’re tied down because I want you to be tied down.” CK’s hands slid up his arm to where the cuff held him down tight. “I really like the way these look on you.” CK bent down and placed a soft kiss just next to the cuff, making Andy shiver. 

			“Oh, yes. And I like the way you react to me. When I do this,” CK let his fingers slowly glide up Andy’s arm, finding the sensitive skin just before the armpit, “I can see it in your eyes, and I can feel it here.” CK’s other hand touched Andy’s stomach. 

			Andy was breathing fast now. CK’s hands felt so good, and the man’s touches almost made his words bearable. Almost.

			“You’re so hot like this. God, you look good.” 

			Jesus. He couldn’t do this. For the first time ever, Andy considered using his safeword even though he didn’t really need it. He wasn’t panicking or anything, just...

			“My favorite part of you is your shoulders, right here where they turn into your chest...” 

			CK’s hands followed his words, and the touch was the only thing keeping Andy from really freaking out. He pleadingly stared at CK, unable to speak. 

			“This is really hard for you, isn’t it?” CK seemed surprised, more serious than before. 

			Andy only nodded. He could hardly look at CK. 

			“That’s okay. But I’m not going to stop.” 

			Andy groaned out loud. Then CK’s lips were on his, and he clung to them, seeking comfort in the familiarity of being kissed by CK. 

			“I’m not going to let you fall, okay?” CK had pulled back a little, voice low as he stroked Andy’s hair. 

			Andy managed to nod, taking a deep breath. 

			“I’m still going to enjoy every inch of you.” 

			Andy didn’t even know himself if his moan was from exasperation or from the feeling of CK’s lips just under his jaw. 

			“I like your neck,” the lips caressed him a little lower, “and your ears,” the next kiss was just in front of his right ear, “and the way you move when I do this,” and Andy closed his eyes and moaned as CK found that spot just under his ear. He was straining in his bonds by now, the feeling as CK sucked up a mark there encompassing him fully. 

			“Yeah, I like that,” CK’s voice wasn’t quite steady as he lifted his head, and Andy looked up at him again, “but not as much as this,” and then he had his mouth around Andy’s nipple. Andy arched, crying out with the pleasure of it. 

			CK let go way too soon, and Andy cried out again, in disappointment this time. 

			“Shh, you’re okay. You’re so hot like this, tied down and excited for me.” 

			Andy writhed, but it was to get more; he didn’t care what CK said anymore. CK just smiled and kissed his stomach. 

			“Your muscles here are amazing.” So were CK’s lips, slowly, way too slowly, wandering down Andy’s stomach. He was tight as a bowstring now, holding his breath in anticipation as CK licked the skin low on his stomach, right next to where his dick felt as if it was about to explode. 

			“Do you see how much I like the way you look?” CK pulled back, but Andy’s disappointment was brief, given the way CK slowly lowered his zipper. The Dom reached in and pulled out his rock-hard cock, moisture clear in the slit. 

			CK moaned as he touched himself for the first time. “You make me so hard.” 

			Before Andy had registered what was happening, CK was straddling him on the table. 

			“Oh, yes.” CK pulled out his balls, too, gently caressing them and moaning quietly with it. Andy was mesmerized with the way CK looked, eyes closed and chest heaving with his heavy breathing. Then he opened his eyes again and smiled down at Andy. 

			“Do you see me?”

			Andy nodded frantically. God, yes, he saw CK.

			“All this because you look so good.” CK bent down and kissed him, saving him from answering. “All this because you make me so excited. You see it now?” 

			“Yes.” Andy saw the lust on CK’s face, the way his eyes shone when he watched Andy, the way his heavy breathing made those big muscles move in his chest and stomach. 

			He saw it. 

			“Good.” There was a wealth of satisfaction in CK’s voice, and then Andy shouted out as his Dom grabbed his cock, too, rubbing it together with CK’s. 

			“So good. Jesus, so good.” Andy moaned, the feeling of CK’s hands around them too good to keep in. His sounds mixed with CK’s groan, CK starting to stroke them together. 

			“Please!” Andy didn’t know what he was asking for, if he wanted it to go on or if he wanted to come right now. 

			CK bent down, never taking his hands off their cocks as he kissed Andy, his lips and tongue and hands the only thing in Andy’s universe. Andy strained against the bindings, the feeling of being tied down and taken care of so good. 

			Then he didn’t think anymore, caught between CK’s lips and CK’s hands, and he let himself fall, shouting out into CK’s mouth as he came. The pleasure went on and on as CK pulled his come out of him until CK roared in release, too, their come mixing on Andy’s stomach. 

			Andy just lay there, breathing hard and staring up at CK. 

			CK wiped his hand on his thigh and reached down to release the cuffs. 

			Andy couldn’t move, and he just let CK hold his head gently, his boyfriend’s little kisses slowly bringing him back down until his breathing was almost normal. He couldn’t tear his eyes off CK. The man’s eyes were shining as CK was staring at him.

			Then CK opened his mouth to speak. 

			“I lo...”

			“No!” Andy interrupted him. 

			CK blinked, a look of surprise going over his face. Then he sat up, the hurt in his eyes quickly replaced by a closed-off expression as he scrambled off the table. 

			“I’m sorry, I didn’t...” CK didn’t look at him.

			“No. You don’t get it.” Andy sat up, wincing a bit at the ache in his sore shoulders. CK automatically reached out to steady him, and Andy took a firm grip of CK’s arm, not allowing his boyfriend to let go. 

			“It’s not like you think. Let me explain this, okay?” Andy never took his eyes off CK’s, willing the man to stay with him. 

			CK slowly nodded without saying anything. He still looked hurt, but at least he seemed willing to listen. 

			“When I was with Bryce...” 

			CK frowned and tried to pull back. 

			“No, listen. It’s important.” He wasn’t going to let CK go, least of all now. “When I was with Bryce, he used to say ‘I love you’ when he wanted me to do something for him that I didn’t want to do.” Even saying the words himself made him cringe inside.

			“You know what he did to me, right?”

			CK nodded.

			“And he used those words to manipulate me into it. So every time I heard them, I knew something really bad was coming up, and in the end, those words made me feel sick every fucking time he said them.” 

			“Jesus, baby.” 

			Andy didn’t know how to continue, but he didn’t have to; CK’s hands were around his face as his boyfriend gently kissed him. 

			“It’s okay. It’s okay.” 

			The kiss went on and on, soft, undemanding lips on his until Andy finally felt like he could breathe again. 

			“I’m sorry, but I had to tell you.” Andy couldn’t seem to let go of CK’s shoulders. CK didn’t seem to mind, though, keeping a gentle hold of his head. 

			“It’s okay. I get it. But...” CK looked away for a moment, and then those gray eyes were on his again. “I like you.” There was no doubt what those words meant.

			Andy stared at him. “I... I like you, too.” Then he laughed, so happy. “I like you.” 

			CK started laughing, too, hugging him and pulling him up until he was standing up, fully buried in CK’s embrace. His boyfriend’s body was shaking with laughter, and it felt so good to stand like this that Andy never wanted to let go. 

			Finally, CK pulled back, wiping the tears of laughter from his eyes.

			“We’re so weird, you know that?” Andy shook his head in disbelief. 

			“We’re not. And it works for us.” 

			Andy snorted. 

			“And you look so good.” 

			“You’re not going to let that one go, are you?” Again, Andy didn’t do exasperated well. 

			“Nope.”

			Andy sighed. He guessed he had to get used to it. After all, CK liked him.

			Epilogue

			Andy walked down the hallway toward CK’s door, humming to himself. The letter in the inside pocket of his jacket almost felt as if it were alive, so full of promises and change and energy. Or maybe that was just him. 

			Andy smiled to himself. Nothing was decided yet, but the people at the think tank had been very optimistic about the possibility of funding his scholarship. Someone there had actually read his senior honors thesis; he still couldn’t quite wrap his head around that. And the article he had published last month was what had gotten him the interview. Now he couldn’t wait to discuss everything with CK. 

			Mm. CK. 

			Andy was just about to lose himself in daydreaming about CK’s last “lesson” when the door next to CK’s opened. He almost collided with the blonde girl coming out of it when they both aimed for CK’s door. 

			“Oh! Sorry. I didn’t mean to run you down. Are you 4E? It seems that I’ve stolen your mail.” She smiled and handed him a stack of mail.

			“That’s okay; I’m not seriously wounded.” He smiled at her. “And no, I’m not, but I’ll give it to him.” 

			“Great, thanks.” She was gone before Andy could respond. 

			Andy was still smiling when he knocked at CK’s door, and the smile didn’t get any smaller when he finally saw his boyfriend. 

			“Andy! Come on in.” There was always that happy smile on CK’s face when he opened the door. The kiss against the wall was completely in keeping with tradition, too. You’d think it would get old, but Andy was out of breath and more than half hard when CK finally pulled back. 

			“Wow. You haven’t lost your touch, have you?” 

			CK grinned. “I hope not. Are you taking revenge for the jacket?”

			Andy stared at him; he didn’t have a clue as to what CK meant. 

			“You’re scattering mail all over my nice floor. I thought you might be feeling vengeful.” CK didn’t look especially put out, though. That teasing glint in his eyes promised more of those kisses. Soon.

			“Oh! Sorry. Your neighbor got your mail by accident and she gave it to me.” Andy bent down and picked up the envelopes, putting them on the table inside the door. 

			Then his eyes caught one of them and he picked it back up. 

			“Oh, sweet Jesus, no.” CK grabbed the officially looking letter from the bank out of Andy’s hands, but it was too late. Andy slowly looked up at him, blinking. 

			“Your name is Clark Kensington?” Andy tried really hard not to laugh. 

			CK groaned out loud. “See, now I have to kill you. Or emigrate, but I like this apartment, so I’ll have to kill you.”

			“What were your parents thinking?” Andy didn’t manage to keep his snicker back. 

			“They were comic book illiterate, okay? And stay here, please; I’ll just go get a knife.” CK looked mortified.

			“Shut up.” Andy pulled him in close, kissing him until the tension disappeared from CK’s shoulders. “I won’t tell anybody, okay?” He couldn’t help the twitch of his lip, but otherwise he managed to stay serious. 

			“Yeah? Really?”

			“Really. Your secret is safe with me.” 

			There was a look of profound relief on CK’s face when Andy kissed him one last time before dragging him into the living room, still smiling. 

			He could keep a secret. After all, it wasn’t every day you found out you had your very own Superman. 

			End.
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