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THE LITTLE CEO



Phex Blanchet seems to have it all. He’s a successful CEO, his house is ginormous, and he drives the car of his dreams.

But he lacks a Daddy.

Nothing relaxes Phex more than sinking into his little headspace, where he can play with cars or trains, drink from sip cups, and wear pull ups.

But it’s hard without a Daddy.

Sadly, no matter how hard he’s tried, he can’t seem to find a Daddy who wants him the way he is. Until he meets club owner Devlin “Daddy D” McHale.

Could Daddy D be the perfect Daddy Phex has been searching for this whole time?

The Little CEO is an 18k ageplay short story featuring an exhausted little, a sweet, caring Daddy, and all the hurt comfort your heart can handle. Plus, the happiness of endings. This story previously appeared in the Dirty Daddies Anthology 2021.
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Devlin McHale made his usual evening round through Paradise, the small, intimate gay BDSM club he’d owned for five years now. Even though he was tense with anticipation, he greeted regulars by name, watched a flogging demonstration for a minute or two, checked in on the private rooms, then finally made his way to his favorite area of the whole club: the playroom for Daddies and their littles. Would he be there again, the boy he couldn’t get out of his mind?

As a Daddy Dom himself, he’d always favored the playroom, but lately, he had a different reason to spend the rest of his evening there after walking the rounds. The same reason why he carried David Baldacci’s latest thriller under his arm, counting on being able to spend some time reading. He’d timed it perfectly, judging by the clock.

“Daddy D!” one of the littles greeted him as soon as he walked in. The boy running straight into his arms was super cute in his Superman onesie, a diaper creating a lovely round bottom.

“Hey, Danny-boy.” He hugged the chubby little tightly, then winked at his Daddy. “Are you being a good boy for your Daddy?”

Danny nodded. “Always, Daddy D.”

He ruffled his hair. “I know. You’re the sweetest boy there is. Your Daddy is a lucky man.”

Good thing the man knew it too, always singing his boy’s praises and treasuring him like the adorable little deserved. He’d been Devlin’s boy for a few weeks a year before, but then his Daddy had visited the club, and that had been that. Devlin hadn’t regretted a thing, knowing he and Danny wouldn’t have worked out in the long run anyway. And how could he begrudge the boy his utter happiness?

He greeted a few more regulars, making sure to keep things light and casual, especially with the boys he knew were looking for a Daddy. They were all eager, and a few were technically his type, but he didn’t feel any sparks. He’d had boys his whole life, but lately, he was tired of it all. Not of being a Daddy but of only serving as a temporary Daddy. He wanted a boy of his own, someone to settle down with, to share a future with…but none of those boys appealed to him.

Oh, he knew they’d be perfect with just the right amount of brattiness to deserve an occasional spanking, which, he had to admit, was something he loved. But to him, they all felt too safe. Boring, even. He needed something else. Someone different and fresh. A challenge. A unique boy who needed him and him alone, who wouldn’t settle for any other Daddy. Foolish to think he’d ever find anyone like that, of course, but he couldn’t help himself…just like he couldn’t help feeling that maybe he would be the boy Devlin had been looking for.

He chatted for a bit with a new Dom and his boy and then made his way to the back where he saw him. The man always chose the corner farthest from the door, away from everyone else. He never interacted with anyone, always focused on his play, and he did that with full intensity. Today, he’d taken out the bins with the railroad tracks, and he was building a big track, his tongue peeping out from between his rosy lips. Clearly diapered and dressed in a jeans shortall with a Minions T-shirt, he didn’t stand out in any way…except for one.

He always came by himself, which intrigued Devlin. The club was open to everyone, including subs without a Dom, so that part wasn’t so unusual. But the fact that he always wore a red bracelet that said he didn’t want to be approached by a Dom was. How could a little come on his own and not want a Daddy? Did he already have a Daddy? If so, where was he? Why would any Daddy allow his little to come to a club like this one by himself?

Not that he was in any danger. Paradise had strict rules, and Devlin enforced them rigorously. Consent was the cornerstone, and everyone’s bracelets were to be respected at all times. So he didn’t worry about the man being approached by a Dom when wearing red. But still, a place like this wasn’t a space where Devlin would ever want a little to be on his own. Especially not consistently.

How many times had the man come in now? The first time Devlin had seen him had been right after Easter, so that must have been six weeks ago. For six weeks, the man had come in twice a week, never interacting with anyone…and after playing for maybe an hour, he always fell asleep, napping on the floor for about an hour before he left.

Devlin found a chair in a dark corner of the room where he could sit and observe him. He’d looked up his name after the first week. Phex Blanchet, thirty-eight years old. With a unique first name like that, a quick Google search had quickly provided more information. He was the CEO of Blanchet Renewables, a company he had founded eight years prior that had become a market leader in renewable energy options for consumers and small businesses. Two years earlier, the company had done a successful IPO, and ever since, the value of the stocks had tripled, making Blanchet a wealthy man by any standard.

What was the millionaire CEO of a successful company doing in a small, gay BDSM club? One would think that if he wanted to play with trains, he could afford to build an entire track in his backyard. Or one of the twenty rooms in the luxurious villa he owned just outside the city that came with a pool, a private tennis court, and a six-car garage. Google had proved to be a veritable source of information on Phex Blanchet. Openly gay and single, no mention of a boyfriend ever. Not even a date. And with every word Devlin had read, his curiosity had grown even more. What was the story here?

He was cute as a little and hot as a man. Devlin estimated him an inch or two shorter than his own six feet two, with a much leaner build. Smooth and sleek, almost like a jaguar. But maybe that was also because of his black hair and his olive skin, which hinted at a Latino heritage or maybe Indigenous. His moves were sensual, though Devlin doubted Phex intended them that way. Maybe it was more a case of Devlin having a bit of a dry spell and desperately needing to get laid, but watching Phex turned him on.

Phex’s movements were getting slower, and then he yawned, blinking. Devlin knew what would come next. Phex had never deviated from the pattern. And there he went, reaching for the binkie that was clipped to his shortalls and plopping it into his mouth, then grabbing a blankie that was always on the floor next to him. He sagged sideways onto the floor, closed his eyes, and within seconds, he was asleep, suckling his binkie and clutching his blankie.

Devlin waited two minutes to make sure he was asleep, then did the same thing he’d done for the last few weeks. He got up, grabbed his book, and sat down on the floor next to him, keeping watch and making sure no one dared to wake him. Why he felt so protective of a man he didn’t know, he had no idea, but he followed his gut. Phex needed someone to guard him, and so Devlin would.

Within minutes, he’d gotten sucked into his book, everything around him fading except for the story…and the gentle smacking sounds of the soundly sleeping man beside him.
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Phex awoke slowly, first registering the background noises, then becoming aware of his surroundings. Oh, right. He was in Paradise. He’d managed to fall asleep again. His body wasn’t fully awake yet, stuck in that dreamlike state between sleep and wakefulness, pleasantly heavy and warm. The headache he’d come in with had retreated, and his mind felt calm and clear.

How long had he slept? He checked his watch. An hour. Good. Time to go home. He’d gotten what he came for, so no more dallying. He had work to do, as much as he hated to admit it to himself. If he could, he’d stay here for much longer, but he couldn’t.

He turned his head, startling when he spotted the man sitting next to him on the floor, engrossed in a book. Good god, how had he missed him before? The guy was hard to overlook. Even sitting, he seemed big, dressed in jeans, his furry upper body bare. God, he was hot. Phex itched to touch the dark hairs on his chest, run his hands through it, maybe play with his nipples, which seemed to beg to be sucked on. Not that he’d give in to the urge. He knew better by now. Daddies were not for him.

But what was the guy doing, sitting so close to him? He pushed himself into a sitting position. “Excuse me, can I help you?”

With a jolt, the man glanced up from his book, looking stunned for a moment. “Sorry. I’m…I didn’t see you were awake. Did you sleep well?”

His voice was deep. “Excuse me?”

“I asked if you slept well.”

“Why are you asking?”

The man’s smile was friendly, his blue eyes soft. “Just showing interest.”

Phex tapped his wristband. “I’m not interested in being approached.”

The man’s smile faltered. “I know, and I promise you I’m not approaching you. If I’d been aware of you waking up, I would’ve been gone before you noticed me. I seem to have forced you out of your little headspace. My apologies. I’ll leave you alone.”

He pushed himself to his feet, his book under his arms. What had the man been doing on the floor next to Phex in the first place?

“What were you doing?” Phex asked, getting up as well.

The man turned around. “When?”

“You were sitting here when I woke up. Why?”

The man hesitated for a moment. “I was…guarding you while you slept. Making sure you were safe, that no one disturbed you.”

Phex ignored the tenderness that statement triggered inside him. He couldn’t afford to get all mushy over a Daddy again. It never worked out anyway, and he’d only end up getting hurt. Again. “The only one who disturbed me was you. Please leave, or I’ll report you to the club.”

The man’s lips trembled as if he was holding back a laugh. “I was already walking away, and you stopped me. I’m happy to leave, but you’ll have to let me.”

He didn’t seem impressed by Phex’s threat to alert the club. Why not? From what Phex had understood, the owner ran a tight ship. It was one of the reasons why he’d become a member at Paradise. “Are you close with the owner?”

“Excuse me?”

“I asked if you were close with the owner. My warning to alert the club didn’t seem to have much of an impact on you.”

“One could say the owner and I are close. About as close as can be, actually.”

Husbands? Boyfriends? Phex ran the options through his head, but none of them rang true. Then it hit him, and he wanted to slap himself. “You are the owner. You’re Devlin McHale.”

Devlin nicked his head. “I am indeed, and I apologize again for bothering you. That wasn’t my intention.”

“Why me? Why were you guarding me?” Phex swept his arm to indicate the room. “I’m far from the only one here.”

“But you’re the only boy without a Daddy.”

“I’m not—” He stopped, clenching his teeth. How on earth had he gotten into this conversation with a complete stranger?

“You’re not what?”

Phew straightened his shoulders. “I don’t want a Daddy. I don’t need one.”

“Hmm, I see. Bad experiences?”

Phex scoffed. “Like I would tell you that.”

“Why not? I guarantee you few people know more about the Daddy lifestyle than I do. I’ve been a Daddy my whole life.”

“Even when you were younger?”

Devlin nodded. “Always. I had my first boy when I was twenty…and he was thirty-two. Being a Daddy isn’t about age.”

“I know that,” Phex said almost automatically. Despite his irritation, he was intrigued as well. “How old are you? If I may be so rude,” he added quickly.

“Forty-three.”

When he didn’t ask the same question back, Phex sighed. “You know who I am.”

“Yes. Being the owner has certain privileges, and I wanted to know who the boy was who kept falling asleep in the playroom.”

Phex swallowed. “Boy?”

“I assume you’re a little, considering you’re in this room. You’re dressed like a little, and you played with the trains.”

Shit, how had the conversation derailed that quickly? Phex had vowed to keep his experiences to himself when he joined Paradise. He’d wanted a safe space to be himself, nothing more. Especially not a super-hot, protective Daddy like Devlin. “I don’t know what I am,” he said, surprising himself with his honesty.

Devlin frowned. “Can you explain that?”

In for a penny, in for the whole damn thing, right? “Multiple Daddies have assured me that I’m not really a little, since I dislike giving up control.”

God, it hurt to even say it. How could he have been so wrong? But all his failed attempts at finding a Daddy couldn’t be blamed solely on the Daddies. Sure, some blame fell on them, but he was the common element. It had to be him, something that was wrong with him.

“Can you give me an example?”

Phex sighed, looking away. “Forget it. It’s not important, and it’s certainly not your problem. I apologize if I was rude to you. I just…I was surprised to find you right next to me.”

Devlin’s eyes were sharp, and Phex got the sense he missed little. “Would this have anything to do with your job and your success?”

Either he really was as good as he said, or he’d made a lucky guess. “Yes. I haven’t been able to find a Daddy who doesn’t feel threatened by me.”

Devlin nodded slowly. “And as a result, they crack down hard on rules because they need to feel they’re in charge, which makes you rebel because that’s not what you signed up for.”

Wow, that was impressive. Phex hadn't expected Devlin to come to that conclusion on his own and definitely not that quickly. “Correct.”

“And now you feel like you may not be a little, and you’re convinced something is wrong with you.”

“Ten points and a gold star for you.”

“And yet you come here two nights a week to play…and nap.”

Phex dragged a hand through his undoubtedly messy hair. “I can’t… I have trouble sleeping. Too much on my plate. I need the downtime playing gives me, and it gets me in the right headspace for a much-needed nap. Trust me, if I could make the time, I’d be here every day, but I can’t.”

“And you can’t play at home? Creating a playroom shouldn’t be an issue for you, I assume, at least not financially.”

A sharp sting in his chest made Phex rub his right pec. Of course the man had to ask the hard questions. What was even more surprising was that Phex was answering them. He didn’t even understand why, but for some reason, Devlin made him want to. His brown eyes were endlessly kind and friendly, and Phex responded to them, wanted to please him.

“I have a playroom at home. It’s stocked with everything I could possibly want. But I can’t use it. It’s…it’s empty. It has no soul.”

“It needs a Daddy…”

Phex battled with himself, then let out a long sigh, dropping his shoulders low and fixing his gaze at the floor. “It does. I don’t want a Daddy…or rather, Daddies don’t seem to want me, but I can’t sink into my play without one in the room. It doesn’t feel real, and I can’t relax.”

Seconds later, Devlin’s index finger lifted his chin up, and he met the man’s eyes. “When I’m back in my office, I will pull up your phone number, and I’ll text you mine. If you use it, I’ll be happy to come to your house to help you play. No strings attached, no expectations. Your choice.”

Phex’s heart skipped a beat. “Why would you offer that?”

Devlin smiled at him. “Because I’m a Daddy, and that’s what Daddies do for little boys.”


3





Devlin whistled between his teeth as he pulled up to the heavy gate. Damn, Phex had some serious security in place. Not that he blamed him, considering his wealth. One couldn’t be too careful. The opulence of Las Vegas attracted its fair share of criminal elements, and a man known to live by himself would be an easy target.

He pressed the bell on the intercom pole, and seconds later, the video screen jumped to life. Ah, that made it easy, then. Phex would be able to see who was at the gate. And indeed, the gate opened smoothly for Devlin, closing again as soon as he’d made it through.

He parked his truck to the right of the house, in the shade, of course. Las Vegas was brutally hot, even in the spring, and parking a car in the sun was a rookie mistake few people made. The front door opened when he’d barely put his foot on the first of the marble steps, revealing a nervous-looking Phex. Devlin smiled at him as he climbed the remaining stairs.

“Come on in,” Phex said, stepping aside. He closed the door behind Devlin, then stood in front of him, his hands in the pockets of a pair of expensive-looking dress pants. “Thank you for coming.”

“My pleasure.”

They stared at each other, and Phex let out a frustrated sigh. “I don’t know how to do this. I want to, but at the same time, I don’t.”

“I get it. Let me start by saying that I don’t pretend to understand everything, seeing as how I only know the basics about you, but I can guess that taking me up on my offer wasn’t an easy step for you, so thank you for taking that risk. I’m honored.”

“As you’re the owner of Paradise, I figured I could trust you.”

“Thank you. I value that trust.”

Phex made a frustrated noise. “But I still don’t know how to do this.”

Devlin put his hands on Phex’s shoulders, hoping that it would help steady him and calm him down. “Tell me your boundaries. Where’s the line I can’t cross?”

Devlin had thought long and hard about how to approach this playdate, as he had referred to it when texting with Phex. He’d done some more research into Phex, and from everything he’d found about him, a picture emerged of a rational, no-nonsense guy, a straight shooter who based decisions on facts. So Devlin had decided he’d tackle it the same way: no beating around the bush and a focus on clarity in expectations and rules.

Phex’s eyes widened for a moment. “Erm…I don’t want to talk about my job or work. Even when I’m in little mode, I’m not an idiot, so don’t patronize me. Oh, and I’m allergic to nuts, so no nuts whatsoever in my house, not even traces.”

Devlin nodded. “Gotcha. What about anything physical?”

“You said no sex.” Phex sounded almost accusatory, and Devlin had to remind himself the boy had gotten hurt. His reaction said nothing about Devlin but spoke volumes about previous Daddies he’d played with.

“I wasn’t talking about sex, Phex. I meant touching you as in cuddling, feeding you, holding your hand, maybe rocking you to sleep. Intimacy, taking care of you, not sex.”

“Oh.” Phex’s cheeks grew red, which looked adorable on him. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay. This is new, so we’ll have to keep our lines of communication open.”

“I’m good with touch. I like being touched.”

Wasn’t that handy information to have? Devlin was glad he’d asked, and he gently squeezed Phex’s shoulders he was still holding. “Good. Safeword?”

“Cauliflower.”

Devlin grinned. “I assume that’s food you dislike?”

“With the fire of a thousand suns. Can’t stand the taste, and I’ll puke if you make me eat it.”

Ah, the first sign of an opinionated little. Devlin loved it. “No worries. I don’t like it either. One more thing. What do you like to be called? Do you have a different name you use when you’re in little mode?”

Devlin wasn’t even sure why he asked. Maybe because something told him that Phex needed to keep his professional persona separate from his little boy.

“No one ever asked me.” Phex’s voice balanced right on that edge between adult and kid, and so did his posture. Devlin had rarely seen someone who so badly wanted to sink into his little headspace…and was so scared to do so, afraid he’d get hurt again, rejected.

“Well, I’m asking now, so you’d better answer me.”

He put just a little touch of his Daddy Dom dominance in his tone, and Phex responded immediately. How could that boy ever have been made to feel he wasn’t a little?

“I’m Mikey.” His voice had risen.

“Ah, good boy, Mikey. I’m Daddy D, but you can just call me Daddy. Wanna show me where we can find some different clothes for you? You can’t really play in those pants, can you?”

Devlin let go of his shoulders and held his breath. Would Phex accept him? Would little Mikey?

Then the most perfect little giggle rose. “No! I need play clothes.”

“Yes, you do. Can you show me where they are?” Devlin held out his hand, and after the briefest of hesitation, Mikey took it.

“They’re in my bedroom, right next to the playroom.”

He wasn’t tacking on the Daddy yet, but Devlin would allow him some leeway. If he played his cards right, he had no doubt he could get him there. “Perfect. Let’s go.”

Hand in hand, they walked up the wide staircase that twisted upward, leading to a broad hallway on the second floor with endless doors on either side. But Mikey knew the way, and he all but pulled Devlin along.

Mikey opened a door on the right, and they stepped into a little boy’s bedroom. Devlin’s heart warmed. Phex had clearly spared no expense here, going for a theme of cars and trains on the wallpaper, as well as a bed in the form of a train. That had to be custom made, since Devlin had never seen a full-size bed in that style. Mikey let go of his hand and yanked open a closet door. “I want my Thomas T-shirt.”

“Excuse me?” Devlin made sure his voice wasn’t too strict, but he couldn’t let this slide either.

Mikey froze, then turned around. The battle between Phex and Mikey was easy to spot, but Devlin waited. It had to be Phex’s decision to allow Mikey to take over completely. Devlin couldn’t force that.

Mikey took a deep breath, then peeked at Devlin from between his lashes. “Sorry? I meant… Can I please wear my Thomas T-shirt…Daddy?”

He had him. Pure joy bloomed inside his chest. “That’s better, Mikey. Can you show it to Daddy? Is it with Thomas the Tank Engine?”

Mikey nodded, smiling carefully, then whipped around and grabbed it from a pile of T-shirts, making a few tumble to the floor. He hadn’t done it on purpose, Devlin was certain of it, but his shoulders drooped.

“That’s okay, Mikey. Daddy will clean that up later. Show me the T-shirt.”

Mikey held it up, a cute light-blue shirt with Thomas on it that would fit snugly by the look of it.

“Perfect,” Devlin decided. “Now let’s find some pants.”

Mikey picked sweat shorts and, without hesitation, started undressing. Devlin let it happen. As much as he would’ve loved to help him, he had to take things slow. Mikey dropped the expensive slacks where he stood, and his dress shirt followed. He realized the problem at the same time as Devlin did, judging by the way he froze.

He wasn’t diapered…and he wasn’t wearing fun underwear either. His Calvin Klein boxer briefs might be super sexy on him, but they fitted Phex, not Mikey. Devlin waited, not wanting to force a decision Phex might regret later.

“I have pull-ups?” Mikey said, his voice small.

“Can you get those on yourself, or do you need Daddy to help you?”

The sigh of relief was audible, and Mikey’s posture relaxed. “I can do it myself, Daddy.”

“Perfect.”

Devlin watched as Mikey got a pair of pull-ups and, with a shy glance at Devlin, dragged down his underwear and put them on. Once that was done, he quickly dressed in the shorts and T-shirt. “Look at you, so cute,” Devlin praised him. “And such a big boy for dressing yourself.”

He reasoned that Mikey wasn’t ready for Devlin to help him get dressed yet, and that was fine. Or maybe he was a little who preferred pull-ups over diapers. All good. Devlin would allow him to set the pace.

“Thank you, Daddy.” Mikey beamed. “Can we go play now?”
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Mikey was beyond excited to play in his own playroom. It had been ready for two years, but he’d barely used it. He had every toy he could ever want to play with right there, but it wasn’t much fun without a Daddy to watch him, now was it? But this time, he had a Daddy. And this Daddy had been really good so far.

He’d felt a little shy undressing in front of him, but Daddy had made it so easy, acting as if it was the most normal thing in the world. For him, it probably was. And Mikey liked that he hadn’t demanded to put his pull-ups on…or a diaper, which he didn’t really like. Pull-ups were awesome, but diapers were different to him. But Daddy had given him the space to do it himself, and Mikey had loved that.

He hop-skipped to the playroom, which was right next to his bedroom. Phex’s bedroom was across the hall, but that one was all adulty and booooring. His room was way more fun!

He opened the door to the playroom, smiling broadly when he entered. Oh, he was going to have the best time. What would he play with first? He looked over his shoulder to make sure Daddy was following him, his belly tickling when Daddy sent him a sweet smile. This Daddy was nice. He smiled a lot, though Mikey had no doubt he could be stern as well.

Daddy whistled between his teeth. “That’s a wonderful room, Mikey. You are such a lucky boy.”

He was, Mikey knew that. He had toys and things other kids could only dream of. At the same time, he’d trade all that luxury for a Daddy who would truly understand him. All of him. Who would love both Mikey and Phex? They were the same and yet so different. But maybe he was asking for too much with that. The chances of him finding someone who could accept both sides of him were slim.

He pushed that sad thought down. Not something he wanted to think about now. If he allowed that in, he’d switch right back to being Phex, and he wanted to be Mikey. Nope, he was here to have fun.

“We’re gonna play for an hour, and then we’ll have a little break for drinks and snacks, okay?” Daddy said.

“Okay, Daddy.” Whatever. Mikey had more important things to focus on than a schedule. “I’m gonna play with the hot wheels,” he said, already dragging out the bins with all the tracks.

“That sounds like fun,” Daddy said. “Wanna build a track together?”

Mikey’s heart skipped a beat. Was he serious? One look at Daddy’s face confirmed he was. Wow, Mikey had never had a Daddy who wanted to play with him. “I’d like that, Daddy.”

“Awesome. What kind of track do you want to build?”

Being in Mikey’s headspace didn’t mean Phex was completely gone, and even as Mikey, Phex realized how smart Devlin was. He asked questions but let Phex—or Mikey—set the pace and lead the way. He wasn’t enforcing his will or putting his foot down but simply going along with what Mikey indicated.

Mikey looked around the room. “A really long one.”

“Okay. Do you have enough boosters?”

Daddy knew what he was doing, and a big smile broke through on Mikey’s face. “Lots of them.”

He dragged out the other bins, then dumped the two with all the track pieces on the floor. Messy, but so much more fun. He plopped his butt down on the floor, closing his eyes for a moment to take in the sensation of being Mikey. Everything was perfect: his clothes, his pull-ups, his toys…and the Daddy who was watching his every move.

“We need a couple of straight pieces to start with,” Mikey said, opening his eyes again. “And then the first loop-de-loop.”

“If we do the start on a little bridge, they’ll get high speed going down right away,” Daddy said. Boy, that was a brilliant idea.

Mikey built that bridge, then installed the booster that would give the cars a good starting speed. Daddy handed him the pieces for the loop-de-loop, and he built it, focusing completely on the job. After that came another straight stretch, then some curves and turns, and a high bridge. Going down would give the cars enough speed to do the next loop-de-loop. What if he built a booster right at the end and made them jump over a missing piece of track? Kinda like that bus did in the movie Speed. Oh, that would be epic.

Daddy kept handing him pieces, asking the occasional question, and Mikey built. It took him an hour, but then he’d created a full track loop that covered half the room. He rubbed his hands. “Time to test it.”

Daddy grinned. “That’s the biggest, coolest track I’ve ever seen. What car will you test with?”

Mikey laughed. “A Porsche, of course.”

He knew exactly which one too. A silver Porsche 911, just like he had himself. He put it at the starting point, did a last check, then sent it off. He scrambled to his feet as he followed it. It navigated the loop-de-loops without issue, but would it manage to jump across the gap to the next track? He held his breath.

“Woot!” he cheered as the little car went flying and landed perfectly, picking right back up on the other side. “Did you see that, Daddy?”

“I did. That was epic, buddy.”

The Porsche completed its first round, and Mikey took it off the tracks. Would it work with a heavier car as well? “I want to do it again with a different car.”

“You need to drink something first.”

Mikey looked up. “But I really want to test it with a heavier car.”

“I’m sure you do, buddy, but you’ve played for an hour, and you need to drink something first. What would you like? Water? Apple juice?”

He blinked. “But, Daddy…”

“I think I was clear before when I said we’d play for an hour, Mikey.”

Oh, the stern tone he used made Mikey’s belly go all weak and fluttery. See? He was nice and kind, but he was also a real Daddy. Mikey liked it. “Yes, Daddy. And I’d like apple juice, please.”

“Good boy. Now, show me where we can find something to drink for you.”

Mikey led him to the kitchen, where Daddy pointed at the breakfast bar for Mikey to sit down. He watched as Daddy opened all the cupboards, not embarrassed at all, it seemed, until he’d found Mikey’s plastic cups with Lightning McQueen on them. He loved that movie and must’ve seen it at least fifty times by now. Ka-chow!

Daddy put a cup with apple juice in front of Mikey. “Drink up, cutie.”

Hmm, funny, he hadn’t even realized it, but he really was thirsty. And hungry. “Daddy, can I have a snack as well?”

“You sure can.” Daddy grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl, then found a knife in one of the drawers. He deftly cored the apple, then sliced it into bitesize pieces and put them in a little plastic bowl from Mikey’s cupboard.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“You’re welcome.”

Mikey sipped from his apple juice and ate his apple, his thoughts going in every direction. But they kept coming back to one thing: he really liked having a Daddy. Seeing Daddy in his kitchen, feeling being taken care of, hit all those needy spots deep inside him. He’d thought that he was done after the utter disaster with his previous Daddies, but this Daddy had made him change his mind.

But he had to be careful not to cheer too soon. With some of the others, the first encounter had been fine as well. Not as fun as this one for sure, but not bad either. It had been on the second or third date that things had gone to hell in a handbasket.

He let out a deep sigh as he finished his apple. Yeah, he should wait before deciding he wanted a Daddy after all. For all he knew, this Daddy would be just as annoying as the others had been on their second playdate. And he couldn’t deal with another disappointment. If this Daddy rejected him as well, he’d be done forever because his heart couldn’t handle another break…
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On the car ride over to Phex for their second playdate, Devlin kept mulling over what Phex had said. He believed him about having negative experiences with previous Daddies, but he didn’t understand why. Phex had mentioned control issues, a problem with letting go. Devlin was baffled about that statement. He hadn’t seen any indication Phex didn’t want to submit or even surrender. Aside from some initial reluctance—which Devlin could forgive him, considering Phex’s bad experiences—he hadn’t seen a hint of resistance. So what was that about?

Yes, the man was ridiculously wealthy. That could cause jealousy. That part, Devlin understood. But surely he couldn’t be the only one who considered that only a minor issue among a lot of positive things.

Phex was attractive, for example. Extremely cute as Mikey and super hot as Phex. Devlin wasn’t sure where Phex stood on casual sex, but the moment sex was an option, Devlin would jump on it. Jump on him, rather. Good god, he’d fuck the living daylights out of him. Phex was so proper, so professional, that Devlin had a deep need to see him fall apart.

Phex knew what he wanted, he was experienced in the lifestyle—always a plus, since introducing people to Daddy kink and especially age play was tiresome at times—and he hadn’t been bratty at all. Sure, he’d pushed back a little against the rules, but Devlin considered that normal. So what had caused the issues with the previous Daddies? He had no clue, but maybe he’d find out today.

He parked in the same spot as the first time, and Phex was waiting for him once again, still dressed in his business attire. “Sorry, I’m running late. Dealing with some stuff at work,” he said as soon as Devlin stepped inside.

“No problem. I’ve got nothing else planned, so I can wait.”

Phex looked tired, bags under his red-rimmed eyes. He’d mentioned having trouble sleeping. Was that a long-term problem, then? Something for Devlin to keep an eye on because he didn’t like this harried look on Phex at all.

“Thank you. I should be ten minutes or so. Make yourself at home. I mean it. Walk around, grab whatever you want from the kitchen, okay?”

“I will. Take your time.”

Phex hurried off, and seconds later, Devlin heard him talk on the phone. He figured he’d start by taking Phex up on his invite for a walk through his house. Well, villa, more accurately. The first floor had an open concept, boasting a living area, dining area, and kitchen that were all in the same big space. Phex’s taste was modern, a gray floor combined with stark white walls and ceilings, with the furniture and decorations providing pops of color in shades of red, orange, and yellow. Devlin would never have picked it himself, but the combination was peaceful and warm at the same time. Happy.

His tour also revealed Phex had a gym room, a study—not that Devlin entered it, since that was where Phex was on the phone—and a gorgeous, massive pool outside, partially in the sun and partially shaded by sun shade sails. Behind a row of low bushes, Devlin could make out the tennis court he’d seen mentioned online.

Since Phex wasn’t done yet, Devlin figured he might as well explore the second floor, where he discovered Phex’s bedroom with the most luxurious en-suite bathroom Devlin had ever seen, as well as multiple guest rooms, all with their own bathrooms. The house was gorgeous, but it was also large for one man. How long had Phex lived here? Had he intended to share it with a partner, maybe? Or a family? Somehow, the thought made Devlin sad. Phex was lonely, and it broke Devlin’s heart.

Half an hour later, Phex was still on the phone. Devlin didn’t want to listen in, but the frustration in Phex’s voice was clear. Something about a generator malfunctioning, and that was all Devlin caught before he walked back to the living room. He didn’t want to invade Phex’s privacy, all too aware of his issues with previous Daddies.

He was sure he could find something to read in the wall-to-wall bookcase while he waited. And indeed, no problem at all. With a drink from the fridge, he settled down to read.

It took another hour before Phex finally walked into the living room, his eyes widening when he spotted Devlin, who sat curled up on the couch, reading the latest John Grisham. “I thought you’d be gone by now,” Phex said, dragging a hand through his hair, making it stick in every direction.

“Why? I told you, I have nowhere else to be.”

“Yeah, but”—Phex checked his watch—“It’s almost two hours after our agreed time.”

Devlin shrugged. “I did what you told me and made myself at home.” He pointed toward the cold can of Coke on the table—on a coaster, of course. “Found something to drink in the fridge, and you have plenty to read.”

“I’m so sorry.” Phex shoved his hands into his pockets. “I didn’t think it would take this long. It’s all fixed now, but it took way longer than expected. I’m happy to compensate you for—”

“Stop.” Devlin put his book down and rose from the couch. “I don’t want your money. Don’t cheapen something I love by offering to pay me for it.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I just feel bad, and I…” Phex let out a frustrated sigh. “And this is why it never works out. My job is… Things like this happen on a regular basis, and as the CEO, I can’t always delegate these things.”

“I understand.”

“We’re a small company, and even though I have full confidence in my engineers, I wouldn’t feel comfortable letting them make these calls.”

Devlin raised an eyebrow. “Did you hear me say I understand?”

Phex blinked a few times. “I’m waiting for you to be upset. This happened with the other Daddies as well, and they all got pissed, claiming I needed to get my priorities straight.”

Devlin chuckled. “You’ll be waiting a long time, sweetheart. I don’t get angry easily, not about things like this anyway, and besides, you had to deal with this. I completely understand that. I’m a business owner too, remember? On a different scale, but the principle is the same. The good news is that, by nature, I’m a patient man. It’s one of the traits that makes me such a good Daddy. You want to know what I’m also really good at?”

Phex frowned. “No? I mean, yes, I want to know.”

Devlin stepped close to him. “Are you sure the problem is solved completely? No more urgent calls?”

“Positive.”

“Good. I’m also really good at taking care of my boy. Will you allow me to take care of you?”

Phex hesitated. “I’m not sure I can switch to Mikey now. It always takes me a while after a high-stress moment.”

“Sweetheart, that doesn’t make a difference to me. I’m here for Phex and Mikey…and I’d love to take care of both of you…of all of you if you let me.”

Phex looked so lost, so lonely as he stood there, and his sad eyes tugged at Devlin’s heartstrings. He took a risk and reached out to Phex, waiting a beat to give the man the opportunity to protest, but when he didn’t, he cupped his cheek. “Let me in, Phex. I promise I won’t hurt you.”
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Phex leaned into that strong hand, the urge to surrender so strong it terrified him. What if he was wrong about Devlin? What if the man was just like the others? God, he was so scared. Of getting hurt again, of getting rejected again, of hearing once again he wasn’t a real boy…a good boy.

But Devlin wasn’t like that. Phex’s intuition had always been strong, and he knew deep inside he wasn’t wrong about him. Besides, the man owned a respectable club with a stellar reputation. Surely, if he’d been a jerk or a creep, rumors would’ve popped up. Someone would’ve complained, talked, filed a lawsuit. And Devlin McHale was clean as a whistle, not even a parking ticket on his record. And Phex had damn well done his homework before he’d joined.

He had to take the risk, take the jump. If he didn’t, he’d always wonder what could have been. “Okay,” he whispered. “Please, don’t make me regret this.”

“You won’t, I promise. Let’s go.”

“Where are we going?”

“Outside. We’re going swimming.”

Swimming? Phex had expected a bath, maybe. Not that he actually liked those. Too hot for his liking. He always experienced after-sweat for, like, half an hour, even with the AC on full. “Don’t I need swimming trunks?”

Devlin shrugged. “If you prefer. Personally, I like swimming naked, but if you want trunks, by all means, go get them.”

Oh. Okay, then. Phex usually swam naked, but he hadn’t thought Devlin would want to. Not that he had an issue with it. He’d never been a prude. On the contrary, he kinda liked others seeing him naked. He wasn’t ripped by any definition, but he kept himself in shape and had a strict grooming regimen, also because Mikey didn’t like hair except on his head.

Devlin confidently walked outside, making Phex smile. Apparently, the man had given himself a little tour while Phex had been on the phone. Good for him. Phex didn’t mind at all. He loved his house, and it bugged him that he could share it with so few people.

Once outside, Devlin stripped within seconds, showing off his amazing body with the classic build of a bear: furry, round, strong, with thighs like tree trunks, a soft belly, and a thick cock that hung soft between his legs. Phex swallowed, unable to look away.

“Are you planning on growing roots there, staring at me, boy?” Devlin teased him.

Phex’s cheeks heated as he dragged his eyes away. “Sorry, it’s been a while since I… You’re very pleasant to look at. I mean, you’re hot, is what I’m saying.”

God, could it possibly be any more awkward? One would think he was a virgin, the way he was stuttering, and that while the opposite was true. He loved sex. Always had. He’d just had so little time for it lately. And little desire, if he were honest. He was so fucking tired all the time. Plus, the trouble of finding a hookup was just…too much. He was exhausted even at the thought.

Devlin chuckled. “Thank you. I wasn’t objecting, mind you. Look all you want. Just maybe get rid of some clothes so we can enjoy the water?”

Right. The man had a point. Phex dropped his clothes where he stood. He should care more about them, considering how much they had cost, but he couldn’t be bothered. Not when Devlin was waiting for him, his hands on his hips as he was watching Phex.

“Mmm, now there’s a view,” Devlin purred, letting his eyes roam Phex’s body. “Very nice, sweetheart.”

Phex swallowed. “Thank you.” His eyes dropped to Devlin’s cock, which was slowly filling, showing off its impressive size.

“Don’t take this as any hint or pressure that I want something sexual from you, okay? My body is simply responding to how gorgeous you are.”

“Okay.”

Phex dove into the water, needing to get away for a moment. Devlin’s presence was so…intense. As big as the man himself, as if he saw sides of Phex he’d rather keep hidden.

He swam across the length of the pool underwater, only coming up for air when he hit the other end. He did an easy breast crawl back, reveling in how good the water felt. Before he knew it, he was swimming laps, one after the other, until he couldn’t lift his arms anymore. All that time, Devlin had sat in the corner of the pool on the stairs in the shallow end, watching him.

“How long did I swim?” Phex asked as he had made his way toward him.

“About half an hour.”

Phex groaned. How could he have been this selfish after already making Devlin wait that long? “You must think I’m the biggest asshole on the planet for leaving you on your own again.”

“Why do you think I suggested we go swimming?”

Devlin pointed at the spot between his legs on the stairs, and Phex sat down, unable to resist the quiet command in Devlin’s eyes. “I don’t know, actually.”

“When you were solving your problem at work, I gave myself a tour of your house, and I noticed pictures of you on the swim team in college. I figured you had a reason for a pool this size, and that explained it. For most athletes, exercise is a stress reliever. It’s always been for me when I played football. That’s why I suggested going outside so you could get some laps in.” He chuckled. “I’d expected to have to convince you, but you were off the second your body hit the water.”

Devlin had really paid attention, and the thought made Phex warm inside. “I suck really bad at self-care,” he admitted.

Devlin put his hands on Phex’s shoulders, waited a beat, then dug his thumbs into his sore muscles. Oh god, that felt good. He leaned back, smiling when Devlin’s hard cock bumped his back.

“I had a sneaky suspicion. Hence your escape to Paradise, right?”

“Swimming and being Mikey are two things I need, aside from the fact that I should get more sleep and eat healthier, but all those are so hard for me to realize.”

“Why?”

The question held no judgment, only honest curiosity. If it had, Phex would’ve refused to answer it. But even knowing that Devlin wanted to understand without judging didn’t make answering easy. He’d never been able to figure it out himself. “I don’t know. My perfectionism plays a role, I’m sure, but I’m just really bad at relaxing and taking care of myself. Like deep down, I feel like I don’t deserve it. It makes no sense, but it’s been like this for years now.”

Meanwhile, Devlin kept massaging his neck and shoulders, and Phex closed his eyes, leaning into him. The tension was dissipating from his muscles, making his entire upper body tingle.

“Do you want help with that?”

“Are you offering?”

“I am.”

Phex groaned as Devlin kneaded a new knot in his shoulders. “Why?”

“Why do I want to help you?”

“Mmm.”

“I would think that’s rather obvious. I’m a Daddy, and you’re a boy in desperate need of help.”

As much as he loved Devlin’s hands on him, he needed to face him for this conversation, and so he gently nudged Devlin’s hands away and turned around, then kneeled on the stairs, still between his legs. Their faces were only inches apart, and he was once again struck by Devlin’s eyes. They were so warm and kind, like the loyal eyes of a dog who would happily die for you to keep you safe.

“Why me? I can’t be the only boy who needs a Daddy. Or who needs help.”

Devlin cupped his cheek. “You touch my heart. I can’t explain it better than that. For some reason, from the moment I saw you sleeping on the floor in Paradise, you were in my heart.”

Phex swallowed, seeing much more in Devlin’s gaze than he had counted on. “That doesn’t sound like a casual arrangement with no strings attached.”

Devlin smiled. “I promise, no expectations. If I end up getting hurt, that’s my choice…and a risk I’m willing to take.”

“So what are the rules here? If I decide to accept your help.”

“Whatever you’re comfortable with, with a few nonnegotiable base rules.”

“Sex?”

Devlin grinned. “Yes, please. As often as possible.”

Phex barked out a laugh. “That’s crystal clear, thank you.”

“No reason to be coy about that. I think you’re extremely sexy, sweetheart, both as Phex and as Mikey. But if you want sex off the table, then I’ll accept that.”

Phex’s shoulders dropped. “You’re not in this for the sex, then.”

“No. Don’t get me wrong. I like sex, and I’m sure it would be spectacular with you. But that’s not the main goal for me. I want to help you, Phex. Help you feel better, help you find balance, help you embrace every aspect of who you are. I want you to be happy…and you’re not.”

No, he wasn’t, and how heartbreakingly real that Devlin had noticed that so easily. “I need to think about this.”

“I didn’t expect anything else. Now, let’s go inside. You need a shower, something to eat and drink, and then it’s time for a nap.”
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Phex was as meek as a little lamb when Devlin guided him back inside, both of them wrapped in a fluffy towel he’d grabbed from a handy little poolside cabinet. Devlin brought their clothes inside as well, figuring he at least would need his own. Considering the difference in size between him and Phex, he doubted any of Phex’s would fit him. He led Phex straight to his amazing bathroom, where Devlin dropped his clothes on the vanity and turned on the shower.

“I don’t feel like showering,” Phex complained, but it came out tired and weak.

“You’ll feel better afterward, sweetheart, when you’re all warm and smell nice rather than reek of chlorine.”

Devlin didn’t wait for more possible objections but tested the water had the right temperature and simply pushed Phex under the shower. “There you go.”

He stepped in with him, and Phex’s eyes only widened for a moment, but then he seemed to accept it. “Turn around,” Devlin told him, and when Phex did, he squeezed out some shampoo and started washing his hair.

Did Phex realize how he leaned into Devlin’s touch? The little sounds he made, the hums and happy sighs that Devlin could hear even over the sound of the shower? He’d never seen a boy who needed a Daddy more than Phex, and everything inside him ached to take care of him.

For now, he’d do as much as Phex would allow him, and he soaped his body, using his hands to clean every part of him, including his gorgeous cock. He was soft, even when Devlin handled him, but that didn’t surprise him. Phex was exhausted in every way, so of course sex wasn’t what his body craved. Before sex was on the table, they still had a ways to go.

Devlin did a perfunctory wash of himself, then turned off the water. The towels here were just as fluffy as the ones outside, and he wrapped Phex in one, then dried him off. “Come on, sweetheart.”

He quickly put on his own underwear and shorts, forgoing a T-shirt, then tugged Phex’s hand and led him into the hallway, where Phex stopped, looking confused. “Where are we going?”

“Mikey’s room,” Devlin said.

“I don’t know if I can—

“Trust me, sweetheart. Okay? Just surrender to me.”

His shoulders stooped. “Okay.” The word came out as barely a whisper.

Devlin pulled him into Mikey’s bedroom, where he dried him off a little more, then rummaged in the drawer he’d seen Mikey open last time to get pull-ups. He’d half expected him to protest again, but he didn’t. He just followed Devlin’s every move with tired eyes.

“Here, step into this, buddy.”

Devlin made the transition from Phex to Mikey gradual, hoping that the change in his tone would help Phex sink into Mikey’s headspace. Mikey obediently lifted one foot, then the other, allowing Devlin to help him into his pull-ups.

“Those look so cute on you,” Devlin said. “You’re such an adorable boy.”

That earned him a little smile and a spark in Mikey’s eyes.

“Let’s see if we can find you some comfortable jammies, hmm?”

He opened the drawers and soon found what he needed. “Minions? Or Superman?”

“Superman, please, Daddy…”

Devlin smiled. It was working. Mikey was slowly showing. “Superman it is.”

Mikey lifted his arms, and Devlin put the pajama T-shirt over his arms and head, then helped him to get into the shorts that were part of the ensemble. “Look at you,” Devlin praised him. “I could eat you with how sweet you look.”

“You can’t eat me, Daddy.” Mikey’s voice was back, that slightly higher pitch that gave Devlin all the feels.

“Why not?”

Mikey giggled. “You can’t eat little boys! Silly Daddy.”

The sound was music to Devlin’s ears, and he took Mikey’s hand. “Come on, buddy, let’s get you something to eat.”

He knew exactly what to give him, as he’d spotted it in Phex’s cupboards during his tour. Healthy, it wasn’t, but they’d work on that a next time. Mikey needed some comfort food, and if he’d bought this, that had to be why.

“Go sit, Mikey,” he said. “Daddy will make you some apple juice, and then I’ll make dinner, okay?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Mikey quietly sat down, and Devlin quickly filled one of his plastic cups with apple juice and put it in front of him. He emptied it with a few greedy gulps. “Can I have more, Daddy?”

“Yes, you can. One more cup of juice and if you’re still thirsty, we’ll switch to water, okay?”

“Okay.”

He refilled his cup, then grabbed the can he’d found earlier from the cupboard. Locating a can opener was a bit of a search, but finally, he’d found the drawer where it was hiding. He opened the can, dumped the contents into a bowl, then covered it and put it in the microwave.

“I’m having Beefaroni, Daddy?” Mikey’s voice was laced with incredulity, as if he couldn’t believe he was allowed to have it.

“Yes, buddy…with an apple as dessert, okay? Just so you get some healthy food as well.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He served him his food, happy to heat up a bit of lasagna he found in the fridge for himself. Mikey was quiet as he ate, but considering the speed at which he devoured his food, Devlin attributed that to him being starving and needing fuel first. As soon as Mikey was done, Devlin prepared his apple, and they sat shoulder to shoulder as they ate.

“Thank you, Daddy.” Mikey sank his head against Devlin’s shoulder for a moment. “That was yummy.”

Devlin smiled. “Do you have yummy in your tummy?” he teased, tickling Mikey’s belly button.

“Daddy!” Mikey giggled. “No tickles after eating. I’ll get the hiccups!”

“Good point. Come on, let’s go upstairs. Daddy will sit with you until you fall asleep.”

He helped him brush his teeth, his heart warming as Mikey sank deeper and deeper into his little boy headspace. It never failed to amaze Devlin how much that touched him, to see someone surrender to their needs.

He tucked him into bed, smiling when Mikey snuggled deep under the covers, his eyes already fluttering closed. “Daddy?”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“I need my binkie and blankie.”

Of course. Devlin looked around, then spotted them at the foot end of the bed. “Here you go, cutie.”

Mikey opened his mouth and took his binkie in, then wrapped his blankie around his hand and put his cheek against it. Before Devlin could even utter another word, he was asleep.

Devlin watched him for a long time, the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest, his pale cheeks, the soft sucking noises he made with his binkie. Oh, the things he felt… Casual was far behind him, way back in his rearview mirror. He wanted Phex. Wanted him with all his heart. Now all he had to do was be patient and wait for Phex to be ready. Devlin would wait as long as he had to because now that he’d met the boy he wanted to make his own, he was never letting him go again.
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Phex had gone back and forth in the two days since Devlin had made his proposal. He could think of so many reasons why he was desperate for Devlin to take care of him, to help him become better at self-care, to become healthier and happier.

But oh, he was scared. Fucking terrified. Somehow he knew Devlin had the power to break his heart into a million pieces, smash it to smithereens in a way Phex might never recover from. The man was so…perfect. Successful, the sweetest Daddy, seriously fucking hot, and just…perfect. Almost too good to be true.

What if he trusted him, and Devlin broke that trust? What if Phex’s money, his career, would turn out to be too much for Devlin as well? What if he, just like the others, would grow tired of the interruptions, the many hours Phex made, the fact that his business often had to come first? This time, he stood to lose so much more because Devlin had already gotten under his skin…into his heart. He’d tried to keep him out, had fought to close himself off, to ban Devlin from his heart, but he’d failed miserably.

He wanted him. He wanted him as a man, as a lover, as his Daddy, and maybe even as much more. All that was so frighteningly real that every time he thought of it, his chest became tight. How could he take this risk? But at the same time, how could he not? How could he turn his back on what could be his happily ever after? He couldn’t. He shouldn’t. He deserved to be happy, dammit.

And so he made the call. Well, the text, more accurately. He texted him one word.

Yes.

Within a minute, his phone rang, and he smiled when Devlin’s name popped up on the screen. “Hey.”

“Hey yourself, sweetheart. Did that word mean what I hope it means?”

Phex took a deep breath. “Yes…Daddy.”

Devlin’s soft gasp made his belly tickle. “Oh, sweetheart, that makes me so happy. Thank you.”

“I’m scared.”

“I know. I promise I’ll take good care of you.”

“Thank you. I trust you. So…how does this work?”

“Ideally, I’d get more access to you.”

Phex smiled. “Is that a very polite way of saying you’re moving in?”

“Can I?”

Another deep breath. “Yes. If we want to give this a fair shot, you’d need to be around me every day. I’m realistic enough to understand that.”

“I would love that. How about we agree on a period of two weeks? If after two weeks, you don’t think it’ll work, you can kick me out.”

“What about you? What if you feel we’re not a good match?”

Devlin was quiet for a while. “I’m not sure how to say this without putting pressure on you, but I don’t have any doubts. I know we’d be good together.”

Phex swallowed. “You seem awfully certain of that.”

“I am…but don’t let that come across as pressure. No strings attached, just like I promised. All you’re agreeing to is the two weeks, and even then, you always have the option of safewording out.”

“Okay.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ll be there in thirty minutes.”

Phex laughed. “You already packed?”

Devlin’s booming laugh echoed through the line. “Let’s just say I felt confident you’d realize how much you needed me.”

The noises in the background sounded like car doors being opened. “You’re already loading your truck, aren’t you?”

“Damn right. Thirty minutes, sweetheart. Get ready for me.”

Devlin ended the call, and Phex sat staring at his phone for a few minutes. He was doing this. Devlin was moving in with him to become his full-time Daddy. The thought was enough to make him break out in a sweat, his heart racing with a mix of nerves and excitement. Get ready, Devlin had said, but Phex wouldn’t know how. The house was clean, courtesy of the cleaning agency that came over once a week—money well spent, since Phex hated cleaning with a passion. So what else would he need to do?

Wait, where would they sleep? Or, more accurately, where would Devlin sleep? Daddy. He had to get used to calling him Daddy. He wanted to so badly, but again, fear kept him from surrendering to that need as well. Regardless of what he called him, where would the man sleep? He had plenty of guest rooms, but was that what he wanted?

He pictured him in his own bed, that strong body next to him. Holding him. Spooning him. Hell yes, in his own bed. He wanted him there, even if his reaction was more emotional than physical, his cock still not interested. That would come. He was certain of it. If he weren’t so exhausted and stressed all the time, things would change. He wanted him. His body just wasn’t ready yet, but it would get there.

The time crept by as he waited until, finally, the front gate buzzed, and once verifying it was really him, he let him in. Hmm, he’d have to give him a key to the house. And a code for the gate…an opener for the garage. All little things that would make it real, even if it was for only two weeks…initially. For now, he opened the garage for him so Devlin could park inside. That would make bringing his stuff in easier as well. The front stairs to his house looked pretty, but they were a bitch to navigate when carrying things.

He was practically bouncing by the time Devlin got out of his car. “Hi,” he said breathlessly. “I’m really happy you’re here.”

“So am I, sweetheart. Can I get a hug?”

He sure could, and Phex didn’t hesitate as he stepped into Devlin’s open arms. He put his head against that strong shoulder, breathing in his unique scent, a mix of the subtle cologne he always wore with his own body odor and, interestingly enough, leather.

“Hmm, this is nice,” Devlin rumbled, tightening his arms around Phex. “You feel really good in my arms.”

Phex relaxed even more, practically melting against him. Sweet relief filled him that he wasn’t on his own anymore. Daddy was here to take care of him. Everything would be better now.

“Let’s unpack a bit,” Devlin said as he finally let him go. “Where did you want me?”

He still gave Phex the choice, and more than anything else, that sealed the deal for him. He trusted him. “In my bedroom,” he said softly.

Devlin’s smile was wide. “Thank you, sweetheart. I really look forward to holding you in my arms when we fall asleep. I’m a massive snuggler, so be warned.”

“I think I would like that.”

“Good.”

Within minutes, Devlin had unpacked the two suitcases he’d brought, putting his clothes in the part of Phex’s closet he had emptied for him. He’d simply transferred some of his suits to the closet in the nearest guest room. He didn’t wear those a lot anyway, just for formal occasions.

“What do we do now, Daddy?” Phex asked when they had stowed Devlin’s suitcases in the big hallway closet where Phex kept his own.

“We’re going to sit down with something to drink and come up with a schedule. You’re gonna tell me exactly what your days look like right now, and then we’ll figure out a way to make sure you get your job done while at the same time, prioritizing self-care.”

Phex’s relief was so intense he teared up. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Mmm, there’s my sweet boy. No more worries, okay? Daddy’s got you.”
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They’d shared a simple dinner, a quick and easy stir fry Devlin had thrown together. Cooking wasn’t his hobby, but he was proficient enough in the kitchen to make decent and healthy meals. After they were done eating, Devlin had asked one question after the other, and Phex had answered them all, showing no resistance whatsoever. Now he was exhausted to the point of numbness, and it worried Devlin. “Are you tired, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Then let’s get you in bed.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Brushing their teeth together felt surprisingly intimate, both of them only wearing underwear. “You don’t have to go to bed just ‘cause I am tired,” Phex said, but his protest sounded weak.

Devlin merely smiled at him. “I think we both know better, don’t we?”

Phex sighed. “Yes, Daddy.”

They crawled into bed, Devlin barely able to keep back a moan when he settled onto the mattress. It was like being hugged by clouds, so soft. He held out his arm, and after a brief hesitation, Phex cuddled close, his head on Devlin’s shoulder, his eyes already closed. “Mmm, there’s a good boy. Now, remember, we want to get back into a rhythm, so I’ve set the alarm at six, okay?”

“Mmm.”

“Go to sleep, sweetheart. Daddy is here.”

Phex let out a sigh…and fell asleep. Within minutes, his breathing became slow and deep, signaling he was truly under. If he fell asleep this easily, what had he been talking about when he’d mentioned having sleeping issues? Something Devlin had forgotten to ask about. He put it on his mental list for the next day, then took a moment to revel in the warm feeling inside him at sharing a bed with someone again. And not just anyone. His sweet boy, his Phex. His Mikey. He fell asleep with a smile on his face.

He was awake before the alarm went off—as usual. Years of waking up at six had conditioned his body, and he only set an alarm as a safety precaution. Phex was still asleep. He was also still in Devlin’s arms, a leg slid between Devlin’s and his hand splayed across Devlin’s chest while his head rested on Devlin’s shoulder. Even in his sleep, Phex wanted to be close to him, and Devlin considered that a good sign.

When the alarm went off, Phex blinked. “Whatisthat?” he mumbled sleepily.

“Time to wake up, my sweet boy.”

Phex groaned. “Don’t wanna. Sleeping was nice…comfortable. Don’t wanna get up.”

Devlin grinned. “Sorry, sweetheart. Not an option.”

He rudely whipped the covers off, laughing when Phex groaned even harder. “Daddy!”

Devlin gently pushed Phex off him. “Come on, baby boy. Up you go. Time for a swim.”

That made Phex open his eyes. “A swim?”

“Yes. Twenty minutes of swimming, then a shower, and then breakfast. Let’s go.”

Grumbling, Phex climbed out of bed, did his business in the bathroom, then made his way outside. Devlin watched him as he stripped out of his underwear and dove into the pool, settling into a good rhythm as he swam lap after lap. Good. He needed the exercise, and even better when he got it in first thing in the morning. Time for Devlin to start on breakfast.

When Phex was done swimming and showering, Devlin had his breakfast waiting for him, a platter of fresh fruit and scrambled eggs with bacon. Phex had mentioned he wasn’t a fan of bread and loved fruit, so that seemed like an easy choice. Judging by the speed at which he wolfed it down, he liked it. Same with his coffee, which he gulped down in no time.

He got up, holding his coffee cup, and Devlin quirked an eyebrow. “What are you doing?”

Phex frowned. “Getting another cup of coffee?”

“I’m in charge, sweetheart. You want something, you ask me. That includes coffee. Oh, and by the way, we’re gonna limit your coffee intake. That much caffeine isn’t healthy for you.”

Phex’s mouth dropped open. “You’re gonna forbid me to drink coffee?”

“I said limit, not forbid. How many cups do you usually drink?”

“Ehm, I don’t know, like eight or so?”

“Then we’ll do six for the next three days, and then we’ll lower it to five. If we do it gradually, you shouldn’t have too much of a headache.”

The battle on Phex’s face was clear, but in the end, he bowed his head. “Okay, Daddy.”

“Mmm, good boy. Daddy only wants what’s best for you.”

“I know.”

“And, Phex… I will know if you drink more than that at work. I’ll text you throughout the day to remind you, but you gotta listen to me, okay?”

More battle, but then that sweet surrender as he nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

They left for work at the same time, Phex going to his office and Devlin to the club. He’d been absent more than usual lately thanks to him spending time with Phex, but he wasn’t worried about it. His manager—a gruff bear called Monroe, who transformed into the gentlest Daddy with the right boy—ran a tight ship, and he would’ve informed Devlin had there been any problems.

He worked through his mail, paid the bills, then handled his email. Sometimes, he longed for days before email had become such a time suck, but then he remembered how much he hated phone calls, so there was that. He had an electrician stop by at noon to check some lighting issues, then sat down with a guy who made custom furniture for kink clubs and discussed a new idea for a spanking bench he’d had with him.

In between, he texted Phex every hour on the dot. His messages were brief, not intended to disrupt Phex’s work but more as a reminder to take care of himself.

Drink a glass of water.

Walk around for a minute or two.

Stretch your neck.

Drink another glass of water.

Phex’s answers were equally short, but they were laced with gratitude.

Thank you, Daddy. I will.

I spent five minutes stretching.

Went outside right after lunch and walked around for ten minutes.

It seemed their first day was going well, and Devlin was pleased. He was home before Phex—and how interesting that he already called Phex’s house home in his head. Phex had texted him he was on his way, which gave Devlin just enough time to put a casserole together and set it in the oven. When Phex came home, Devlin sent him to go swimming again, and by the time they sat down for dinner, Phex looked tired. But it was a different tired, the kind that came from a day of hard work and being physically active, not from being mentally exhausted.

“How do you feel after the first day?” Devlin asked him.

Phex frowned, looking as if he was doing a mental inventory. “A little tired from swimming, but otherwise…good. Better. Already.”

Devlin chuckled. “Don’t think I missed the surprise in your voice. You had that little faith in me?”

“No. I had that little faith in me. Other Daddies have tried, but none of them ever made a difference.”

Devlin figured he’d get no better chance. “I still don’t understand why. I get that they had issues with your wealth, but… You mentioned you even started doubting whether you were a little. What happened?”

Phex was quiet for a long time, but Devlin let him gather his thoughts. Rushing him wouldn’t work anyway, that much he knew.

“I played with five Daddies,” Phex finally said. “Invited five men who claimed to be a Daddy into my home over the last six months. Well, the six months before I joined Paradise, I should say.”

Five? Wow, that was more than Devlin had thought. He’d counted on, maybe, three.

“The first one immediately insisted on sexual contact, which I declined, so he left. The second wanted me to pay him once he saw my house and knew who I was, repeatedly stating I could easily afford it.”

Devlin forced himself to stay calm. Getting paid to be a Daddy? What kind of bullshit was that? No wonder Phex had offered to compensate him when he’d been occupied with work for so long when Devlin had been here.

“The third… The first time with him was okay. Not spectacular, but not bad. But on the second playdate, he laid down so many rules that I felt I couldn’t even breathe. He claimed I needed it because I was too independent to be a boy.”

Devlin dug his nails into his hands to keep himself from exploding with anger.

“Number four was a racist who asked if I was Mexican and, when I refused to answer, told he me didn’t believe I’d made this much money legally. But the last one…” He sighed. “The last one broke me.”

“What happened with him?”

Phex made a tired gesture. “He lasted the longest, actually, but when things ended, it was with a bang. He’d been really strict from the start, but I figured that maybe that was what I needed. Lots of rules that made me feel like I couldn’t breathe at times, but he could also be nice, and he loved seeing me as Mikey.” He winced. “Maybe a little too much? He jacked himself off a few times while watching me play, which I found…somewhat disturbing. I don’t know, maybe that was me. Anyway, on our sixth playdate, something happened at work, a crisis of some kind. Can’t even remember what it was, exactly. I had to go into the office…and he said I couldn’t. We’d been playing until I got that call, so I’d been in Mikey mode, and he told me that as my Daddy, he could forbid me to go. I tried to explain it didn’t work that way, and he got really upset with me. Said that I’d been resisting him from the start, and that if I had that many issues with surrendering control, I wasn’t really a sub or a boy…just a cocktease wannabe.”

Devlin wasn’t even sure where to start with that whole dumpster fire, so he latched onto the thing that puzzled him most. “Cocktease?”

Phex shrugged. “‘Cause I didn’t want to have sex with him.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Devlin muttered, then took a deep breath. “Come sit with me, sweetheart.” He pushed his chair back and patted his thighs, and his heart jumped with joy when Phex didn’t even hesitate. Seconds later, he had his lap full of Phex, who nestled against his chest, letting out a happy sigh.

“I’m sorry you had such shitty experiences. For the record, you are a boy…and a precious one at that. You’re submissive, and you definitely are a little. All those things that went wrong were not on you. You had the bad luck of getting Daddies who projected their own issues and shortcomings onto you.”

“You really think so?”

His voice was Mikey’s, stuffed with doubt and insecurity, and Devlin kissed the top of his head. “Absolutely, one hundred percent certain.”

Phex was quiet for a long time. “But they were right about the sex thing. I really didn’t want to have sex with them…and…”

“And right now, you’re not sure you want to have sex with me either.”

“No.” His voice was as soft as a whisper. “I hope so for the future, but I can’t know for sure. I mean, I’ve always had a normal sex drive, maybe even a high one, but something changed. I used to love sex, you know? But somehow, it shifted.”

“Phex, sweetheart, I need you to listen to me. Are you listening?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re exhausted. You haven’t been taking good care of yourself, you’re overworked, stressed out, maybe a little burned-out, and you’re emotionally struggling. Of course the last thing your body wants is sex. But it will get there. Give it time.”

“You really think so?”

Devlin held him a little tighter. “I do, I really do. You need time to recover.”

“What if it doesn’t come back?”

“Then I’ll still be here. I feel a whole lot for you, sweetheart, and very little of that is about sex, I promise you. Daddy’s here to stay.”

Phex made a soft sound, then asked, “Daddy, can you take your shirt off?”

“Sure.” Devlin didn’t ask why, certain he’d find out.

Phex leaned back for a moment, and Devlin whipped his shirt over his head. The second it was off, Phex put his mouth on Devlin’s right nipple and started sucking, the sensation shooting straight to Devlin’s cock.

“Ah, sweetheart,” he moaned. “Mmm, that feels really good.”

“Is it okay if I keep doing this for a bit? It calms me down…”

Devlin kissed the top of his head. “For as long as you want to. And just ignore my arousal, okay?”

Phex sucked until he was half-asleep, and Devlin had to carry him to bed. His sweet, sweet boy.
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The two weeks flew by. Phex had figured he would need some time to get used to Devlin being there, but he didn’t. From day one, it had felt so normal, so natural, and two weeks in, it was like he’d always been there. And best of all, Phex loved having him there.

Devlin had been true to his word, and he’d been the best Daddy Phex could have imagined. His rules were simple, but he did enforce them—not that Phex had protested too much. How could he when it was so easy to see that every rule had been put in place for his benefit? He’d been made to eat healthy and exercise every day, and he’d spent many hours as Mikey, happily playing with his cars or the train tracks or building his Legos on the floor of his playroom. And Daddy had never grown tired of it, had been endlessly patient and understanding, even when they’d had to change their plans a few times because something had come up.

Phex had been getting eight hours of sleep every night, and the bags under his eyes had vanished. Two weeks of swimming twice a day had toned his body, especially his arms, and he’d gained a little more definition. His energy was back, and so was his appetite, and even his employees had commented on him looking better…and whistling.

Something else had returned as well, and he hadn’t even noticed it at first. He’d woken up with morning wood the last few days, and he hadn’t realized it until the third day. Daddy had been right. His sex drive had disappeared because he’d been exhausted. It hadn’t been some kind of trauma, but simply his body and mind being too freaking tired to have energy left for that. Now that he had recovered physically and emotionally, he was ready again.

It was Saturday afternoon, and they were supposed to go to the club in an hour or two…but Phex had different plans. Daddy sat on the couch, reading a book, and Phex had been told to read for an hour as well, something that hadn’t been a problem so far. But today, it was. His body was alive again, humming with energy…and need.

“Daddy?”

Daddy raised his head, quirking an eyebrow. “Is there a good reason you’re talking and not reading?”

Phex nodded. “A very good reason.”

“Let me hear it.”

He took a deep breath. “I want to have sex.”

Daddy slowly put his book down. “Are we talking about a theoretical future date? Or more as in soon or maybe even today or tomorrow?”

“Right fucking now, Daddy.”

Funny, Devlin had been the only Daddy so far who didn’t correct Phex’s language. He’d explained he couldn’t care less, plus he felt it would be hypocritical, considering his own affection for the f-bomb in all its varieties.

“Phex, I’m gonna ask this once, and then I won’t ask again. Are you sure you’re doing this for the right reasons and not because you feel in any way guilty or obligated toward me?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me your reasons.”

He figured that, in this case, the blunt truth might work best. “I think my body awoke from, like, a slumber or something, and now I’m really horny. And you’re super hot, and I’ve been imagining what your cock would feel inside me for the last hours, and I’m done fantasizing about it. I want the real thing.”

Daddy dropped his book and rose from the couch in one fluid motion. “Works for me. Bedroom. Unless you want me to fuck you on the couch.”

Phex laughed. “Honestly, I’d settle for any flat surface right now, but the bedroom would win in terms of comfort.”

“Then you’d better get that sexy ass of yours in there before I do ravish you on the couch.”

“Ravish? Oh, I like the sound of that.” Phex was already hurrying to the bedroom.

“Trust me, you’re gonna love how it feels even more.”

Phex whipped off his shirt and dropped his shorts and underwear in one bold movement. Devlin had been a tad slower, but as soon as he set foot into the bedroom, he made quick work of his clothes as well.

“I promise we’ll take our time next time,” Daddy said. “But I have a lot of bottled-up need for you, sweetheart, so I hope you’ll forgive me if this first round is a bit hasty.”

How could Phex mind when the man clearly wanted him that much? Daddy grabbed his ass possessively, those strong fingers digging into his flesh as he yanked Phex’s body against his own and took his mouth. The kiss was everything Phex had expected it to be and then some. Dominant. Toe-curling. Insanely hot—though maybe that was purely his libido, which seemed to have gone into overdrive. Daddy’s hands skimmed Phex’s back, floating down his spine, then found his ass and gently kneaded it.

The kiss softened as if they’d both gotten the first fierce need out and now wanted a little time to taste, to explore, to revel in the sensation of their lips pressed against each other, their noses brushing, their tongues engaging in an intricate dance as old as time, of nipping and licking, nibbling and flicking. Hands roamed naked bodies, and oh, how amazing that furry chest felt against his own smooth one. The air around them fizzled and sizzled, and Phex’s heart raced a hundred miles per hour.

He snaked his hand down between their bodies and groped Daddy’s hard cock, rubbing the palm of his hand against it. “Want me to take care of that for you, Daddy?” he whispered against Daddy’s lips.

“Mmm, fuck, yes. I’ve been dreaming of you on your knees for me, boy.”

Phex dropped to his knees without thought, thankful for the plush carpet he’d picked for his bedroom. No sore knees for him while sucking dick, thank you very much. He nuzzled Daddy’s groin, deeply inhaling his scent. Mmm, so good. Potent, masculine. Daddy.

A thick drop of fluid trembled at the tip of Daddy’s cock, and he caught it with his tongue before it fell, moaning when the rich taste hit his mouth. He lapped at the tip again, then kissed it like he’d kiss the tip of someone’s nose. God, he wanted to taste all of him, everywhere. Crawl inside him if he could. How come this need that had been asleep for months had suddenly awoken with such fervor?

He’d ponder that later. For now, he wanted more. He wanted all of Daddy. He sucked him in, carefully at first, then grabbed the base of Daddy’s cock and brought it in deeper. The tip hit the back of his throat, and he gagged.

“Sshh, sweetheart… Don’t go too fast,” Daddy said, lacing his fingers through Phex’s hair.

Daddy didn’t understand. Phex wanted to choke on that cock. He needed to feel him, to feel alive and in the moment. And so he took him in again, focusing on relaxing his throat. Fuck, yes, that was more like it. His mouth full of cock, his eyes already watering, and his breath practically choked off. Daddy’s eyelids lowered as he hummed with pleasure while Phex sucked with abandon, almost dizzy with the effort. He’d forgotten how much he loved to have something in his mouth. Something other than his binkie, that was.

For minutes, he tortured himself like this—and Daddy at the same time, bringing him to the edge and then slowing down. Daddy’s grip on his hair became painful, the sharp sting only adding to Phex’s pleasure. He’d missed this. God, he’d missed this.

“You’re really, really good at this,” Daddy growled. “But if you want me inside you, you’re gonna have to back off, sweetheart. Can’t hold on much longer.”

With regret, Phex let go. As much as he loved this, his need to feel Daddy inside him was even bigger. “Yes, Daddy.”

Daddy dragged him to his feet, then kissed his drooling mouth. “You like having something in your mouth, don’t you?”

Phex nodded, his eyes dark with lust.

“Mmm, I thought so. A little oral fixation is what we have here. We’ll have some fun with that, baby boy. Make you suckle on my cock while I read…or before bedtime.”

A flash of heat traveled through Phex’s body, making him shiver with the force. The idea of being Daddy’s little cock warmer… That was way hotter than he could’ve imagined. “Yes, Daddy.”

It came out breathlessly.

Daddy kissed him again. “Good to know that idea turns you on as much as it does me. But for now, we have other priorities.” He leaned back. “You’re still okay with going bare?”

“I’ve seen your test results, and we’re both on PReP anyway.”

“Good. I can’t wait to make you mine.”

Daddy tugged his wrist, and they tumbled onto the bed, where Daddy rolled on top of Phex, kissing him as if his life depended on it. His weight pressed Phex into the mattress, his coarse hairs scratching against Phex’s skin, and he loved every second of it. Then Daddy made his way down, pressing soft kisses on Phex’s jawline, then along his neck, where he sucked hard enough it would leave a hickey for sure. The idea of wearing Daddy’s mark thrilled Phex to no end.

Kisses on his shoulders, his collarbones. Daddy lavished his nipples with attention, kissing them, then sucking them and even bringing his teeth into play until Phex was squirming on the bed, his hands clawing the sheets. He’d clearly discovered how sensitive Phex’s nipples were, a blessing and sweet torture at the same time.

Daddy’s tongue dragged farther south, finding Phex’s belly button, which was explored in detail. Phex moaned, practically thrashing on the bed by now, unable to keep still under the onslaught of sensations. “Daddy…Daddy…”

He wasn’t even sure what he was begging for, but Daddy would know. He always knew.

“Hush, sweetheart. Daddy’s got you.”

See? He had nothing to worry about. Daddy knew what he needed.

Lube appeared, and then a slick finger pressed against his hole. He all but sobbed with relief as he let him in. More. Faster. He couldn’t wait any longer. It might have been a while since he’d had sex, but his body remembered well enough, and one finger easily became two, stretching him. His heart leaped into his throat when the third finger was added.

“Good?” Daddy checked.

Phex bit his lip. “S-so good. Don’t stop, Daddy. Please don’t stop.”

Daddy’s rumbling laugh reverberated through his body. “No worries, baby boy. I have no intention of stopping anytime soon.”

Clearly a master at multitasking, Daddy stretched Phex with his right hand while slicking himself with his left. He pulled his fingers out and pushed against Phex’s legs. “Open wide for me.”

Phex’s cheeks heated. Daddy was sitting between his legs, his eyes fixated on Phex’s ass. He was so open, on display with nowhere to hide. His belly sloshed with the mix of shame and pleasure, of embarrassment and exhilaration.

“Mmm, such a pretty hole you have.” Daddy’s low voice was so sexy. “But it’s a little empty, isn’t it?”

“Fill me, Daddy.” Phex was unafraid to beg now. “Please, Daddy. Need you inside me. Make me not empty anymore.”
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Make me not empty anymore.

Phex might have meant it literally, but that simple statement sent fire deep into Devlin’s soul. His boy had been empty. He’d been empty and lonely and desperate, even if he hadn’t realized it himself. But Devlin had. And now he’d be no longer wanting because Devlin was here.

“Daddy’s here,” he said again, feeling those words in every cell of his body. They put a lump in his throat. “Daddy’s here to take care of you.”

He lined up and pressed his cock against Phex’s opening. Phex shuddered, then let him in, his body opening for Devlin like a flower opened for the sun. He didn’t take it easy. Couldn’t have if he’d wanted to. The need to claim him was too all-encompassing. He filled him with a few precise thrusts until he was all the way inside him, their bodies one.

Phex blinked at him with teary eyes. “Perfect,” he whispered.

“So are you, sweetheart. You fit me like a glove.”

He stayed buried inside him as he kissed him again and again and again, his mouth so addictive he thought he’d never be able to let go.

“Daddy, please…”

“Not yet, baby boy. Daddy needs to feel you…own you. And you need to know who your Daddy is.”

“You are.” It came out as a half sob. “You’re everything I need.”

How sweet those words were, how deeply satisfying. “My perfect boy… Are you gonna let Daddy claim you?”

“Anything. Everything.”

To see a man who was usually so put together, so professional and goddamn smart, come apart under him was a thrill like no other. Phex submitted with everything he had, and it was the most beautiful sight on the planet.

Devlin slowly pulled back until only the tip of his cock was in, then surged back in. Phex’s blunt nails dug into Devlin’s skin with a force that sent sparks through his balls and cock. He liked it with a bit of force, didn’t he? His next thrust was even harder, a wet slap echoing through the room as their flesh collided. Phex lifted his hips to meet him, and Devlin sped up, driving deep inside Phex until everything became a blur, his actions purely guided by a primitive need.

Their grunts and moans mingled, their breaths puffed together between sloppy, uncoordinated kisses until even kissing became too much effort. The pleasure was all-consuming, too big to grasp with his mind. All he could do was feel. Phex’s slick body under his own, his tight channel gripping him as if it never wanted to let go. Their heartbeats racing, their lungs heaving, heated breaths meeting moans and whimpers and incomprehensible mumblings for more. Please, Daddy. Please. Oh, how pretty he was when he begged. Stunning.

Devlin had never moved this fluidly, his body like molten lava, all his senses overheated. He licked Phex’s neck, smacking at the salty taste of his sweat, then pressed his mouth against his skin again and sucked. His knees were shaking, on the border of giving out on him, his muscles on fire as they protested the strenuous activity. But he never stopped. He couldn’t.

He hurtled toward his release at breakneck speed, and from the way Phex was thrashing underneath him, he had to be close as well. A drawn-out moan hung on his lips as he lay there with his eyes closed, meeting Devlin’s every thrust. His hand snuck between them, fisting his cock, then jerking himself off rapidly. He didn’t need long, and his body froze as his hand kept moving, coaxing spurt after spurt from his cock until he shivered and went slack.

Devlin threw his head back and roared. Flat out roared as he slammed into him, feeling like a god, like he’d risen above mere mortals. The pleasure lifted him higher and higher, and then he flew. His cock jerked inside Phex, unloading inside him, filling him. Claiming him. Breeding him, and how fucking sexy that word felt. Phex was his.

He lay exhausted as he recovered, turned on his back with Phex half on top of him, cuddling in his arms. Their breaths slowed down, and the slick sweat on their bodies evaporated in the cool breeze the AC provided. But Devlin’s heart was still on fire for his boy. “How do you feel?” he checked in with him.

“Like I just got fucked,” Phex mumbled, and Devlin laughed at his dry sense of humor.

“I assume that’s good?”

“Ask me again in a few minutes. You fucked my brains out. Can’t think yet.”

He’d take that as a compliment.

“Daddy?” Phex asked minutes later, and Devlin’s heart jumped up at that simple word. “Do you have to go?”

“To the club? If you’d prefer me to stay home, I can call in. Monroe can handle it.”

“No…” Phex rolled off of him, then turned on his side and faced Devlin. “Do you have to go home? Now that the two weeks are over?”

What was he really asking? “Do you want me to stay?”

His eyes locked with Phex’s. “Yes.”

“To extend the trial?” He wanted to make sure they were on the same page.

“No. I mean, if that’s what you want, then yes, but…” Phex took a deep breath. “I want you to stay beyond that.”

The look in his eyes gave Devlin the push he needed to share his own heart. “I’d love nothing more, sweetheart.” He brushed a lock of hair off Phex’s forehead. “You see, I’ve fallen for you. Hard. So I will stay however long you let me.”

Phex blinked, and then the sweetest smile spread across his face. “I’m in love with you. Completely, utterly, head-over-heels in love with you.”

Devlin’s heart soared, but he still needed to ask it, just to put his worries to rest. “Why?”

Phex frowned for a moment, but then realization dawned in his eyes. “You’re worried it’s only because you’ve been such a good Daddy to me, because you took care of me.”

“Is it?”

“No.” Phex scooted closer, their noses almost bumping into each other. “At least, that’s just a part of it. Of course I loved having you as a Daddy. No one has ever cared for me the way you have, and the difference you made in only two weeks is nothing short of astonishing. But…” He bit his lip. “I like all of you. I love all of you. Your sense of humor, how kind and caring you are, the way you call me sweetheart and baby boy. I love that you love both me and Mikey and know what I need in either headspace. You understand the requirements of my job, and you seem to have no issue with my wealth. I love that you’re strict but not mean. And after what we just shared, I also need to add that you fuck like a god.”

Devlin’s heart had been growing warmer and warmer, but at that last remark, he burst out in laughter. Such a silly thing, but it so perfectly matched what he’d experienced himself. “I assure you I’m a mere mortal…but a mortal who’s very much in love with you. Thank you for telling me all that. You made my heart sing.”

“Do you like being my Daddy?”

“I love it, baby boy. It’s a privilege and an honor, and it makes me so happy to take care of you. Your submission to me is a precious gift that I promise I will treasure.”

They stared at each other, and Devlin saw the love he felt in his whole being mirrored in Phex’s eyes. He’d found his boy. His forever boy.
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Four weeks later, life was as perfect as it had ever been, and Phex was happier than he could ever have imagined. Devlin had moved in with him completely, and while some of their friends had expressed concern they were going too fast, neither of them had agreed. Their connection was real, and as Devlin had said, at their age, they didn’t have to do the whole slow dating routine anymore. They knew what they wanted, and they’d found it in each other, so why wait?

Devlin had brought over his personal things and, after discussing it, had decided to rent out his own home. It would make for a nice investment property, especially furnished, so why not keep it? He’d offered to pay half the mortgage of Phex’s house, at which point he’d admitted he’d paid it off already, wanting to make sure that if his fortune ever changed, he’d have this amazing place to live in. Daddy had taken it in stride, instead stating he’d pay half of the utilities and groceries. Phex let him, understanding it was important for his pride. But he loved the idea that he could offer them all the comfort and luxury they could ever wish for.

Daddy had continued to take care of him as before, and he’d never felt better and healthier in his life. They also fucked like rabbits, going at it at least daily and often more than once. Phex had apologized at first for his libido, which apparently wanted to make up for lost time. But Daddy had laughed him straight out of the room and said that he’d happily volunteer to satisfy said libido whenever he needed.

The one thing he had missed had been something he hadn’t even realized at first, not until he’d experienced this vague itch inside him, this need that had been hard to pinpoint. He’d pondered it for a few days, and it hadn’t clicked until Daddy had playfully slapped his ass walking by. He wanted a spanking. Spankings had always been erotic to him, far more of a turn-on than a punishment. But the idea of being deliberately naughty or bratty just so he could solicit a spanking seemed too childish. Even Mikey didn’t like it one bit. No, he’d need to be honest about it.

“Daddy,” he said as they settled on the couch after coming back from the club. Every Friday and Saturday evening, Phex went to the club with Devlin and happily played in the littles’ room until Daddy was done with his business and could join him. “Can I ask for something?”

“You can ask for anything, sweetheart. Whether you’ll get it is a different question.”

He turned to face him. “Will you spank me sometime?”

Daddy quirked his eyebrows. “Like a fun spanking? Or a punishment?”

“A fun one. A sexy one. I haven’t had one in forever, and they always felt so good.”

“Mmm, I love spankings. There’s little I love more than fucking a well-spanked, blistering hot ass.”

Phex’s heart skipped a beat. “I volunteer for that right after you give me that spanking, Daddy.”

Daddy’s laugh rumbled up his chest. “Deal. Strip, baby boy.”

“What, now?”

“Did you have something else to do that’s more pressing?”

“No, no. Not at all.”

He jumped up from the couch and got rid of his clothes so fast he sent them flying.  As soon as he was naked, Daddy circled Phex’s wrist with his strong hand and tugged him down over his lap. He lay stretched out over Daddy’s thighs, his butt sticking up while his legs rested on the couch. His heart raced already, the excitement thundering through his veins.

Daddy caressed his bare skin with featherlight touches, making a trail from his neck down his spine to the top of his crack, then back again. Phex’s skin itched with the need for more, but if he had discovered one thing, it was that Daddy couldn’t be rushed. If Phex tried to make him hurry up, the man would take twice as long just to make his point. Lesson learned.

Finally, his fingertips traveled over Phex’s ass cheeks, rubbing them softly. “So pretty I could look at you for hours.”

Phex bit back the smartass reply that was on the tip of his tongue. That wouldn’t earn him any favors, and being bratty while Daddy was about to spank him seemed like a monumentally stupid idea.

“Would you like that, baby boy? Would you like for Daddy to keep you on his lap so he can drink in every detail of your sexy little bottom?”

If the right answer to that question existed, Phex didn’t know it. Saying yes meant possibly staying in that position for hours, which wasn’t that attractive an idea. He loved being over Daddy’s lap, but not like that. He’d get bored out of his mind. But if he said no, he’d be deciding for Daddy, which was also a bad idea, he knew from experience.

“If that’s what you want, Daddy,” he finally said.

Daddy chuckled. “Such a diplomatic answer. You’re Daddy’s little smartass, aren’t you?”

His words were accompanied by a firm slap to his ass that sent a happy shock through him. Now that was more like it. “Yes? I want to be your good boy, Daddy.”

That might make him sound like a suck-up, but he wasn’t lying. All his desire for brattiness was gone. He just wanted to be with Daddy and make him happy and proud.

“You always are, my sweet boy.”

He rubbed his bottom with a little more fervor, then slapped it casually. “Mmm, look at that bounce, the way your luscious ass wiggles for me.”

He hit him again. His left hand held Phex’s neck, pinning him down to the couch, while his right hand explored his ass. The slaps were in no particular rhythm, more like random hits as if he were testing the waters, testing him. But they already made Phex’s skin heat up, his flesh radiating warmth as he tried his best not to squirm.

Then Daddy took a deep breath, and his hand came down hard, immediately followed by another smack. He let them rain down fast now, the pain sharp and stinging. Phex moaned, his body responding. He wanted more. He bit his lips to keep himself from begging. Not yet. He’d have to let Daddy set the pace.

And he did, alternating fast and edgy smacks with softer ones, gentle rubs in between. Occasionally, he’d dip his fingers between Phex’s ass cheeks, lightly brushing his hole, or lower, the tight skin of his nuts. The pain spread out, tingling and burning, almost like thick, warm liquid traveling through his bloodstream. It warmed his entire body, settling deep inside him, in his balls, his cock, his belly. He’d never felt smaller and safer in his life…and he’d never felt more loved.
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Devlin’s hand throbbed, testament to the fact that it had been too long since he’d doled out a spanking this intense. But god, he loved it. By now, his boy was squirming on his lap, alternatively pushing his butt up toward Devlin’s hand and retreating it to get away. His bottom was beautifully red, the color perfectly distributed across both his cheeks. And that Phex was enjoying it was clear by the way his cock had leaked straight through Devlin’s jeans.

“Mmm, you are such a dirty boy,” he crooned. “Daddy’s dirty boy.”

He let his hands slide over the searing skin of his ass, reveling in how the heat traveled up through his hand, all the way up till his elbow. Then he slipped his fingers between those cheeks, teasing that pretty hole that was waiting for him to be claimed again. No matter how often he fucked Phex, he never grew tired of it. It never felt the same, and every time they both found pleasure, he marveled at how well they fit together all over again.

Hmm, some lube would be handy-dandy right now, but he could hardly get up with Phex all spread across his lap, sniffling and occasionally hiccuping. Oh, wait. Maybe…

Yes, it was still there. Two days before, he’d fucked Phex over the edge of the couch, and he’d dropped the lube between the cushions, figuring he’d get it later. Excellent job, if he did say so himself. A little pump and his fingers were all slick as they delved between Phex’s ass cheeks again, aiming for his hole.

“Daddy!” Phex moaned, then whimpered as Devlin mercilessly crooked his fingers, going straight for that sweet spot that he knew would drive his boy crazy. As he continued, Phex sounded almost dreamy in his breathless, needy whimpers as if he’d traversed into a different reality. Devlin worked him open, occasionally slapping his ass to keep it nice and glowing for himself. That would feel amazing once he was inside him.

“Straddle me,” he told him hoarsely when he had him sufficiently prepped. “Face forward so I can enjoy the sight of that red ass of yours as you fuck yourself on my cock.”

He helped him up, Phex swaying for a moment. His cheeks were flushing, most likely a combination of arousal and embarrassment, almost matching his ass, and Devlin loved it. Phex climbed onto him, obedient as always, and Devlin held his cock up by the base as Phex lowered himself, sinking down until he had as much of Devlin inside him as he could. “Spread your legs wider. Daddy needs to feel all of you.”

Phex obeyed again, and he took the last bit of Devlin in. He moaned at the gorgeous sight he was treated to. Phex’s channel was impossibly tight and hot around him thanks to his muscles protesting against the spanking.

Phex moved a little, and he hissed. “You okay, sweetheart?”

“Yeah. It’s just… The hair on your legs, Daddy, it hurts my ass.”

Ah, yes. Devlin could imagine. Not that he particularly cared. Phex could deal with it. In fact, it would probably only enhance the effects of the spanking once they got going. “That’s what you get for being such a naughty, dirty boy,” he teased him. “Now ride me, baby boy.”

Phex raised himself, then brought his ass down, moaning loudly. Mmm, what a delicious treat this was. Devlin leaned back to watch and take it all in, not helping Phex as he set a rhythm, whimpering whenever his ass hit Devlin’s legs. He didn’t want to miss a second of that bright red butt, that gorgeous hole stretching so wide around his cock, the way Phex trembled whenever he sank down.

Phex snuck his hand toward his cock, but Devlin was faster and grabbed it, pinning it behind his back, then taking his other hand for good measure as well. “You can only come hands-free, baby boy.”

“Daddy!”

“Show Daddy how good his cock feels inside you.”

Phex tried, but Devlin could see him grow tired, and no wonder. That was some serious work for his muscles. So he let go of Phex’s hands, trusting he wouldn’t touch himself, and put his hands on Phex’s hips to help him. Whenever Phex moved down, Devlin snapped his hips up, surging deep inside him. Phex went wild on top of him, bucking and making almost uncontrollable motions down. And the sounds he made… A litany of sexy noises, all these lewd moans and throaty whimpers that communicated how good it felt for him.

Devlin’s muscles grew sore and his breathing labored, but he kept going, sensing in Phex’s movements he was close. And finally, his body jerked, going completely tense for a moment. Then he spilled all over himself, dripping onto Devlin’s legs.

Devlin waited until Phex had calmed down, and then he half lifted him onto all fours, kneeled behind him, and went to town on his ass. A good minute of hard fucking and he spent himself inside him, pushing his load in, then dragging it out again until Phex’s hole was a mess.

He fell back onto the couch, cradling Phex, who cried out as his ass hit the fabric. Devlin pulled him on top of him, then possessively cupped that blazing hot ass. “We should do a spanking more often.”

Phex groan-laughed. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Although we do have to have the couch cleaned now… You made a mess of it, baby boy.”

“I did? You were the one who fucked me until your cum dripped out of me again, Daddy!”

Devlin playfully bit his neck. “We’ll call it a draw.”

Phex let out a happy sigh, snuggling against Devlin. “Good thing these covers are washable.”

“They’re washable?”

“They are.”

“In that case…” Devlin lifted Phex’s leg and draped it over his own, then sank back inside him. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you until all his cum is gone…and maybe I’ll deposit a new load.”

Phex pushed his ass back. “Yes, Daddy.”

“God, I love you, my sweet, dirty boy.”

“I love you too, Daddy…”

THE END
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