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Steak & Blowjob Day

	A Logan & Clay Mini-Story

	 

	Logan walked up the stairs to Clay’s apartment, eager to see his boyfriend. Of course, he was always happy to see Clay but tonight Logan was curious. When Clay noticed on the HPD SWAT schedule that they were on a day shift for this Friday, his blue eyes had lit up with excitement. 

	“Are you sure we’re not working a late night on March fourteenth?” he’d asked. 

	Logan had assured him they weren’t. Clay had whooped excitedly but didn’t say what he was so happy about. Logan asked him what was so special about that day, but Clay wouldn’t tell him no matter how many times he pressed. Now that March fourteenth was here, Logan would finally have his curiosity satisfied. Reaching Clay’s door, Logan knocked and waited.  on the delicious smell of well-seasoned meat coming from the apartment. A few seconds later, Clay opened the door. And Logan’s eyes almost fell out of his head. He always thought his boyfriend looked good, but tonight… tonight he looked amazing. 

	Clay’s short black hair lay in soft smooth waves. His jawline was clean shaven as usual and his blue eyes sparkled mischievously. His skin was already starting to show the beginnings of a tan and gleamed warm and golden in the soft light of his apartment. And there was a lot of that skin on display. Because from the looks of it Clay was naked save for two items. The dog tags around his neck that proclaimed he was Logan’s submissive. And a short, white apron. That was it. 

	“Happy Steak and Blowjob day!” 

	Logan stepped into the apartment and closed the door behind him, still taking in his boyfriend’s mostly naked body. “Happy what?” 

	Clay grinned. “Steak and Blowjob Day.” 

	Logan tore his eyes away from his lover’s bare thighs. “Did you just make up a holiday?” 

	“I wish. Then maybe I could get royalties from the t-shirts or something. No, I don’t know who made it up. It’s the counterpart to Valentine’s day, where women return the favor of their men-folk going all out with dinner and presents.” Clay grinned again and waved the metal tongs that Logan just now realized he was holding. “I figure since I’m the submissive I qualify for participation.” 

	Logan shook his head at his sub. Clay always managed to surprise him. “Are you completely naked under that apron?” 

	Clay gave him a wicked look from beneath his lashes. “Maybe.” Clay took three taunting backwards steps before he turned to walk into the kitchen. 

	And Logan saw him from the back. There was nothing but smooth, naked skin, except for the apron tie draped around his waist. “Christ. You are naked under there.” Logan followed his lover, his eyes locked on the sweetly rounded ass in front of him. When Clay stopped at the stove Logan walked up behind him to whisper in his ear. “Aren’t you afraid something will splatter and burn your bare skin?” 

	Clay looked at him over his shoulder. “No. Because I know you’ll kiss it and make it better.”       

	Logan groaned softly. “You know I would.” He ran a palm over Clay’s shoulder. “I want to kiss and touch you everywhere.” Logan bent to kiss his lover’s mouth. As always, Clay submitted and opened up for him. Logan took advantage, sliding his tongue in to tangle with Clays, and sucking at his full bottom lip. 

	Clay pulled away, his lips deliciously swollen and red from their kiss. “Food now. Kissing and blowjobs later.” 

	Logan laughed and let Clay turn back to the stove. “So, what are you making me?” 

	“Steak, baked potatoes, broccoli and wild rice. French bread. And chocolate mousse for dessert.” 

	Logan was impressed. “You really went all out.” 

	“Yep. And I’m even going to eat some of everything myself. But you have to promise to help me work it off later.” 

	Logan was again distracted by all the naked skin in front of him. He trailed his fingers down Clay’s spine until he reached the curve of his ass, then caressed and squeezed the smooth flesh under his palm. He thought his sub looked perfect but he’d do whatever Clay wanted to keep him happy. “I’ll help you exercise. Are we talking horizontal or vertical?” 

	Clay laughed and looked over his shoulder again. “Dom’s choice.” 

	Logan squeezed Clay’s ass again until Clay swatted his hand away. 

	“Go sit down. Everything’s ready.” 

	Logan went over to Clay’s small dinette set and sat down. He poured himself a glass of the red wine waiting on the table and opened a bottle of root beer for Clay, while Clay fixed their plates and brought everything over.  Clay took a seat, but before he was settled he jerked forward with his eyes wide. 

	“What did you forget something?” Logan asked. 

	“No. Just uh… this metal chair is really cold on my butt.” 

	Logan smiled as he watched Clay gingerly ease onto the seat.  “Guess that’s a hazard of naked dinner night.” 

	Clay stuck his tongue out at him. He got comfortable and they both settled in to enjoy the dinner.

	****

	Twenty minutes later, Logan sat back with a well-satisfied sigh. “That was excellent, baby. Thank you.” 

	Clay finished his soda. “You’re welcome.” He wiped his fingers on a napkin and got up from the table and walked over to him. “The mousse should probably set a little while longer.” 

	Logan looked up into teasing blue eyes. “Is that right?” 

	Clay nodded.  “Yep. So, I was thinking we could move on to the second half of this holiday while it does.” 

	He held his hand out and Logan took it, allowing Clay to pull him up from his chair. Logan was normally the one in charge in their relationship, but for this night he was happy to let Clay take the lead. He followed along as Clay headed into the living room and let his boyfriend push him into the big overstuffed arm chair. Logan got comfortable, his arms braced on the rests while Clay kneeled at his feet. 

	“How do you always manage to look so calm and in control, even when you’re about to get your dick sucked?”

	Logan smiled slightly but didn’t answer Clay’s question. “Take that apron off.” 

	Clay gave him a sheepish grin. “I forgot,” he said as he removed the apron and tossed it aside. 

	Logan set his feet apart so his sub could slide in between his legs. Clay reached out to unzip his jeans, slipping his fingers past denim and cotton to touch Logan’s shaft. Clay stroked him once, then tugged his clothes down past his hips. As Logan raised his hips to help, he looked down to where Clay was trailing his fingers up and down his shaft. The rest of him might look calm and in control, but his cock was definitely eager, already hard and slick at the tip. 

	Clay moaned softly and leaned in. He licked with just the tip of his tongue, circling it lightly over the head. Logan’s cock, apparently still trying to show how eager it was, jerked forward at the touch. Clay gave him a wicked smile then bent and sucked him fully into his mouth. 

	Logan groaned as Clay took him straight down to the base of his cock in one go. He relaxed even further into the chair and palmed the back of Clay’s head to pull him closer. Clay moaned as he slid forward, the sound vibrating along Logan’s shaft as Clay sucked him deep and slow. Logan’s eyes grew heavy lidded from the pleasure coursing through him, but he kept them on his lover. He watched as Clay sucked him, lips sliding up and down his shaft, dark lashes down and hiding the beauty of his blue eyes. 

	After a few moments, Logan reached out and cupped the side of Clay’s face. When his sub looked up at him, Logan didn’t have to say anything.  read him and knew that Logan wanted him to keep his eyes on him. Their eyes stayed locked as Clay sucked at his cock, licking down to tongue the heavy weight of his balls. Clay teased his tongue back up his shaft, flicking lightly at that spot that made intensely delicious sensations of pleasure radiate throughout his body. Logan tightened his fingers in Clay’s hair. 

	“You’re so good baby.  So perfect, on your knees serving your Dom.” A flush tinted Clay’s cheeks. Logan’s words of praise pleased his submissive. He gave him more, telling how good he made him feel, how much he loved feeling his perfect mouth on his cock. Clay moaned and braced a palm on Logan’s thigh. He sucked faster, taking Logan’s cock deep into his mouth again and again. Logan hissed as his body tightened. “Fuck, baby. You’re gonna make me come.” 

	Clay’s fingers dug into his skin. He concentrated on sucking just the tip of his cock while he worked the rest of his shaft with his hand. A groan rumbled in Logan’s chest, his hips thrusting forward as he gripped the sides of the chair. His spine tingled. His cock throbbed in Clay’s mouth. Clay squeezed him in his fist and Logan lost it. He shouted his lover’s name, his body going rigid as his climax rushed through him. Clay moaned low in his throat when Logan came in his mouth. And he kept sucking, swallowing every drop. 

	Finally, after what seemed like an endless stream of powerful pleasure, Logan relaxed and released his grip on Clay’s hair. Clay let his shaft go and rested a cheek against his thigh, smiling up at him. After taking in one deep breath, Logan reached down to pull his sub up to straddle his lap. 

	“I love you. And that was wonderful. The steak. The blow job. All of it.” 

	“I love you too. And I’m glad you liked it.” The teasing sparkle returned to his eyes. “But I have a confession. I didn’t make the food. It’s from Isabelle’s.” 

	Logan laughed and smacked his sub on the ass. “I know you didn’t cook any of that. Pouring a bowl of cereal is the highlight of the culinary experience I’ve seen from you.” 

	Clay looked indignant. “Hey! It takes skill to get the perfect cereal to milk ratio.” 

	Logan shook his head and tugged Clay down into a kiss. “You’re such a brat. But that’s why I love you.” 

	Clay smiled against his mouth. “Happy Steak and Blowjob Day, Sir.”

	The End

	 


For One Night Only

	A Logan & Clay Mini-Story

	 

	 

	 

	Logan lay back in his big bed. His submissive, Clay, lay across his chest. Logan gently brushed his fingers through the silky, dark curls of Clay’s hair as they both caught their breath. They’d been together for nearly seven months now. But their love for one another hadn’t faded and neither had their passion. Logan looked down as Clay propped himself up to look at him. The beautiful flush had faded from his face, but his blue eyes were still soft, his lids still low. 

	“Do you think we’ll still be this rambunctious in bed when we’re old?” 

	Logan arched a brow. “We’ve only been together for seven months and you’re talking about us being old? I’m still in my prime.” Clay dug an elbow into his ribs, making him wince. “Ow!” 

	“Sorry,” Clay said. But the sparkle in his eyes made it clear he wasn’t really. “You know what I mean. Do old people still play? Or will we start having vanilla sex all the time?” 

	Logan laughed. “Would that bother you?” 

	Clay’s eyebrows shot up. “Now that you’ve shown me sprinkles, caramel and whipped cream? Hell yeah it would.” 

	Logan laughed again. “There are plenty of D/s couples who play well into their golden years. I’m sure we’ll be just the same.” 

	“Good.” He closed his eyes for a second, taking in a deep breath. Then his eyes popped back open. “Don’t go getting any ideas with the ice cream. I’m not really into food-play.” 

	“Is that right? You didn’t seem to mind the last time I ate ice cream off of you.” 

	 

	Clay’s body warmed as he thought back to that night. He and Logan had shared a bowl of cookies and cream ice cream, while Logan told him how attractive he found him and how much he loved him. The sex they’d had after had been so sweet and warm. He squirmed a bit now to think of it. Clay looked up to see Logan smiling at him. “Well maybe I can make an exception sometimes.”  

	Logan’s smile grew. “Of course.” 

	Hi brain latched onto something Logan had said earlier. “Did you say we’ve been together for seven months?” 

	“Yeah. Why?” 

	“Seven is a lucky number! We should do something to celebrate.” 

	“Okay. Like what?” 

	Clay looked down, tracing a finger over the crisp, blonde hair on his Dom’s chest as he thought. He thought of how much he loved when Logan took control of him. Of how close he felt to his Dom when he let him take over. He wondered if Logan felt the same way he did. He looked back up at him. “I have an idea.” He stopped, not sure how Logan would feel about it. After a few moments Logan prompted him. 

	“Are you going to share your idea or do I have to guess?” 

	Clay rolled his eyes. “You might know a lot of what’s in my head, especially during sex, but you’d never guess this.” 

	Logan cocked his head to the side and stared at him for a long moment. “You want to switch roles.” 

	Clay’s mouth dropped open. “What the hell? That’s freaky.” 

	Logan laughed. “Nothing else would make you hesitate like that.” He brushed a hand over Clay’s hair, making him close his eyes and turn into his touch. “Is that what you want?” he asked softly. 

	Clay kissed his palm before his opened his eyes. “Yeah. I love it so much and I feel so damn close to you when you’re in control. I’d love for you to experience that.” 

	“Okay.” 

	Clay was surprised. “Okay? Just like that?” 

	Logan gripped his arms and pulled him up into a kiss. “You know I love you and I’ll give you whatever you want.” 

	“Then okay.” Clay gave him another kiss. “Thank you.” 

	When he pulled back, Logan gave him his stern look. “But for one night only.” 

	“Of course. No way your bossy ass could give up control for longer than that.” Clay grinned, completely expecting the smack on the ass Logan gave him. 

	****

	Clay watched as the uniformed cops hauled off the woman they’d just apprehended. She’d been sitting in the parking lot in the back seat of her car. The windows had been down and she’d been screaming that the overlords wanted her to blow herself up. That had been strange enough. The gun she’d been waving around as she refused to get out of the car had brought in SWAT. And the bomb she’d threatened to detonate brought in the explosives squad. Thankfully, the situation had been defused without anyone hurt, and it turned out there was no bomb in or on the car. 

	Now that the crisis was resolved, Clay’s attention returned to what he’d been thinking of all week. Being in control of Logan. They had sex without any D/s elements often. But they’d never switched roles to where he was the dominant one. He was still surprised that Logan had agreed to his idea, but he was down for it one hundred percent. 

	Twenty minutes later, they were in the Bear, headed back to the station. And Clay was still thinking of tonight. He knew that he wanted to have their seven-month role reversal celebration in their play room. But he hadn’t decided what he wanted to do once they were in there. He looked over at Logan and found him watching him with a grin. Clay narrowed his eyes. He knew Logan knew exactly what he was thinking; he’d been teasing him all week, asking about his plans. Clay rudely popped his middle finger up and licked it. Logan burst out laughing. He shook his head and turned to talk to Jody. 

	Hector had apparently seen his gesture. “Geez man. Can’t you wait until you two are snugged up in the supply closet before you start with the sexy times?” 

	“Shut up, Hector. That wasn’t sexual.” 

	“Whatever,” Hector said in a disbelieving tone. 

	Clay just rolled his eyes at his teammate before he went back to thinking about just how he planned to take control of his Dom.

	****

	They’d just gotten out of the shower. They were dry but undressed. Clay stood in front of the dresser, about to open the drawer for a pair of briefs. Now that the time was approaching, he was starting to get a little nervous. He was able to take charge out in the field all the time, but that part of his personality seemed to take a break whenever he was intimate with Logan. Would he be able to go through with this? He jumped as Logan came up behind him, wrapping his strong arms around his waist. He kissed his ear before asking, “Have you decided yet?” Clay nodded. “Yeah. I want to be in the play room.” He looked up and met Logan’s eyes in the dresser mirror. “If that’s alright?” 

	Logan smiled. “Whatever you want. You’re in charge tonight.” 

	Clay took a deep breath. “That’s right. I’m in charge. Let’s go.” 

	They left the bedroom, walking down the hall to the playroom Logan had built for them. Clay could feel Logan’s presence looming behind him. He should have had Logan walk in front, but he hadn’t been thinking. He was slightly on edge with Logan at his back like he always was, but he forged ahead, unlocking and opening the door to their private space. Once inside, Clay headed towards the tall stand where he’d first been restrained in this room. They were both already naked, so thankfully he didn’t have to order Logan to strip. He cleared his throat. “I want you here.” 

	Logan immediately obeyed him, walking over to stand underneath the solid wood frame. But his gaze was steady and direct and Clay had to fight not to look down as he usually did. He stepped closer, their naked bodies brushing together as he fit the restraints around Logan’s thick wrists. Logan turned his head, nuzzling his neck and kissing him behind his ear. Clay closed his eyes for a moment, leaning into him. But then he stepped away. “I didn’t say you could kiss me.” 

	Logan looked at him. His lids were low, but his gaze was still as direct as ever. “Sorry,” he said softly. 

	Clay didn’t say anything to that. He just worked the pulley system, tugging Logan’s arms up and over his head. When he was restrained the way he wanted, he ran his eyes over his lover. His body was so big and strong. Firm with muscle and dusted with golden blond hair. And his erection was already full, standing up and slightly away from his body. Clay bit his lip. He wanted to take him into his mouth but was that the right thing to do if he was in control? Without realizing it, he looked to Logan for approval. 

	“Whatever you want to do to me,” Logan answered the unspoken question in a low voice. 

	Clay lowered himself to his knees. He stroked his fist over his lover’s cock a few times before he leaned in and swallowed him down. Logan hissed, his thigh muscles tightening. Clay kept sucking him, changing the rhythm as he pleased. He went slow, making Logan groan. Then faster, until his lover was thrusting his hips forward. 

	Clay took his mouth away. “Don’t move. Stay still while I suck you.” He cupped the heavy weight of Logan’s balls, giving them a slight squeeze. “Understand?” 

	Logan looked down at him, his face fierce with a tightly clenched jaw. “Understood.” 

	Clay leaned forward again, lightly tonguing the tip of the thick, wet cock in front of his face. He played for a moment, teasing Logan with soft licks all over before groaning and sucking him back into his mouth. This time he took him slow and deep over and over until he too was hard, just from tasting his lover and feeling him in his mouth. He moaned around Logan’s cock, bringing his hands up to stroke the thighs in front of him. Logan groaned and Clay looked up to see him with his head thrown back, his arms straining as he pulled at the restraints. Clay watched him, thinking how gorgeous he was. He started to squirm on his knees and he felt Logan throbbing in his mouth. Clay realized he needed to stop before he took them both too far. 

	He pulled away, resting his forehead on Logan’s thigh. “Don’t… don’t come yet,” he said between deep gasps for breath. Clay got to his feet. He stood there in front of Logan wanting to feel his lover’s arms around him. But he couldn’t because Logan’s arms were chained over his head. So instead he leaned against him for a moment, initiating a kiss. He took the lead at first. But as the kiss went on Logan grew more aggressive, controlling the pace, biting at his lip. Clay moaned, resting a hand against Logan’s chest. He had to force himself away before he sunk in to it and let Logan completely take over. 

	Both of them were breathing hard as he looked at Logan. He couldn’t move as he stared into his lover’s eyes, completely forgetting what he wanted to do next. Logan ran his tongue over his lip and yanked on his restraints. The sound of the chain rattling had him focusing again. “Sorry. You-.” Clay cut himself off. He was in control, he didn’t need to apologize. “I’ll be right back.” 

	He left Logan there while he went to the cabinet where the whips and other toys were kept. Clay grabbed the leather covered paddle and a small bottle of lube. He walked back to Logan. 

	“You’ve spanked me so many times I’ve lost count.” He kissed him hard, this time pulling away before he could try and take over. “It always gets me hot, let’s see if it does the same for you.” 

	Clay went behind his lover. He stroked a hand over his ass, teasing him just as Logan always did to him. Then he pulled his arm back and slapped the paddle right onto his left cheek. Logan jerked once but showed no other reaction. Clay pulled back again, this time striking the other cheek. Logan jerked again. A soft sound that seemed to be a mix of surprise and pain accompanied the movement. Clay smiled. He knew that feeling. He grew bolder, wielding the paddle faster and harder against the firm, round ass of his lover. He stopped for a moment to wrap his arms around Logan’s waist. 

	“I wanted you to feel this Si – Logan. Does it feel good?” 

	“Yeah.” 

	Logan’s answer was roughly voiced making Clay smile. He slipped one hand down to Logan’s erection. He wasn’t as stiff as when he’d been sucking him off so Clay bent down to the bottle of lube on the floor and poured some of it into his hand. Standing, he gripped Logan’s cock again, stroking him slow and soft. “Remember, you can’t move,” he whispered into his ear. A frustrated growl came from Logan but he held still. Clay grinned. He liked having this power. So he kept pumping him slowly. Logan didn’t move his hips, but he did start pulling on the restraints. And every time he did so, Clay swung the paddle, slapping him hard on the ass. Eventually he let his cock go, stepping back a bit to get a better angle with the leather paddle. 

	Clay thought briefly about going to get another toy from the cabinet. But he figured for his first time out, he’d better stick with the basics. So he continued to use the paddle. But he changed the rhythm up, sometimes striking hard and fast, sometimes waiting long periods between strikes. And sometimes he just rubbed the paddle or his hand over the warm, red skin of Logan’s ass. Sometimes like now, he pressed in close for another hug, rubbing his own erection over Logan’s hip and ass while he stroked his lover’s. 

	Logan groaned. “You’re very good at this.”

	Clay laughed softly. “I’ve been taking mental notes.”  

	He stepped back again, returning to using the paddle. Logan’s groans came more frequently now. His head was thrown back and his arms bulged as he put tension on the restrains. Clay heard Logan’s rough groans. But somehow in his head, they were morphing into his groans from when Logan punished him. It started to feel weird and wrong to be doing this. He was turned on. But it wasn’t as intense as it usually was. And it felt … off. Every time he heard the sound of leather meeting flesh, he expected to feel the sting on his ass. He wanted to be the one feeling the sweet pain of the paddle. He stopped. 

	Clay stood there silently for a moment. He wasn’t sure how to proceed. He felt jittery, and when he reached a hand out to touch the red skin of Logan’s ass, his hand shook. After a few moments of him doing nothing, Logan called his name. His voice was softer than normal but Clay still heard the underlying note of command. He went around to Logan’s front. 

	 

	Logan looked at his sub. He was fine with them switching roles for tonight. But he could tell that Clay was losing the urge to stay in control. That didn’t surprise him. Clay wasn’t usually dominant sexually. And to do this – it wasn’t like flipping a switch. But he wouldn’t say anything until he was one hundred percent sure Clay wanted to give control back to him. So for now, he just watched.

	 

	Clay looked at his lover. He’d brought his head back up and he was watching him closely, like he was studying him. Clay took a deep breath. He desperately wanted to hear Logan’s deep voice telling him what to do. But that would defeat the purpose. He could do this. 

	Clay took three steps forward so that he was right in front of Logan. He grasped Logan’s cock. It was so thick and hot in his hand and he immediately started thinking of the way it felt inside him. Clay moaned, tucking his face into the crook of Logan’s neck. “I’m sorry. I know I’m supposed to be the one in control. But…” He left the rest of the sentence unfinished and pressed closer, rubbing his face into the hair on Logan’s chest, wishing he could wrap his body around him. After a few moments, Logan turned his head and whispered into his ear.

	“Unchain me, Clay.” 

	Relief immediately swamped him. He put the handle of the paddle between his teeth. His hands still shaking, he reached up and released Logan from the restraints. Logan lowered his arms, rubbing his wrists a few times. Clay took a step back.  Logan’s hazel eyes were sharp, his jawline firm. Clay recognized that look and he knew what it meant. Taking the paddle out of his mouth, he held it out to him. Logan took it and threw it to the side. Before he could blink, his Dom had grasped him by a fistful of hair and yanked him into a rough kiss. Logan’s breath was hot on his face and his teeth were sharp on his lip and Clay fell against him, fell into the kiss, handing the reins back to him without hesitation. Logan picked him up and now Clay wrapped his arms and legs around him like he’d wanted to earlier. Logan walked them over to the nearest wall, pressing Clay against it to help hold his weight. 

	“Did you really think you could control me?” 

	Clay pushed his hips up, rubbing his cock against the hard muscles of Logan’s stomach. “I thought … I wanted … but I need you.” Clay couldn’t get his thoughts in order. But he didn’t have to. 

	“You need me in control.” Logan adjusted their positions and started to bring him down onto his cock. “You need me inside.” 

	Clay dug his fingers into Logan’s back. “Oh, god. Yes. Please.” He closed his eyes, leaning his head back against the wall, expecting Logan to fuck him. But he didn’t. He just stayed still, barely an inch inside him. He opened his eyes again to see Logan watching him. 

	“Tell me you need me in control.” 

	“I need you in control,” he whispered. 

	Logan pushed inside him another inch. “Tell me again.” 

	“I need you in control,” Clay repeated. And he kept repeating it as Logan slowly pushed all the way inside him. Logan leaned forward and kissed him. Clay moaned as he finally started moving his hips, pulling out slowly, sliding back in slowly. 

	Logan breathed the words into their kiss. “Tell me, baby.” 

	Clay said it again, telling his Dom that he needed him to be in control. Logan kept kissing him, demanding that he say it again whenever their lips parted. Clay obeyed him, his body trembling, wanting Logan to speed up his pace. But he didn’t. He just kept thrusting into him so slowly, making him feel every single inch of his cock as it slid in and out of him. Pleasure and frustration rolled through Clay. His whispers grew more urgent, more frantic, growing in volume until he was shouting “Control me! Control me, Sir!” He squeezed his legs around Logan’s hips, tightening his ass around his cock. He knew better than to rush his Dom, but he couldn’t help it. 

	A muscle clenched in Logan’s jaw, his eyes narrowing, but he finally stopped holding back. He slammed into him over and over, so hard Clay’s shoulder blades were jammed painfully into the wall. Clay again dug his fingers into Logan’s back, wanting to scream at how thick Logan felt inside him, at how he stretched him, making him feel so deliciously overpowered. 

	“Get yourself off. But don’t you dare come before me.” Logan kissed him, ending with a sharp bite to his lip. “Wanna feel your climax make your ass grip my cock after it’s already nice and sensitive from my orgasm.” 

	Clay shuddered at Logan’s words as he reached down to grip his shaft. He stroked himself, going right to the edge, but not going over it. He was tense, his body trembling even harder, but he managed to hold back. Finally, thankfully, Logan pushed deep inside and pressed tight against him with a loud groan. Clay felt the heat of his release, just before Logan bit his neck. 

	“Now, baby. Let me feel you.” 

	Clay moved his hand faster over his shaft, pumping several more times until his climax rose up and washed over him. His hips pumped, his cum spilling out onto his hand and both of their stomachs. He dropped his head into the crook of his Dom’s neck, breathing in his scent as the pleasure rushing through him started to ease back. “Logan. Sir. Thank you. Thank you.” His answer was Logan’s hand in his hair again, tugging his head back so that his Dom could take his mouth in a deep, controlling kiss.  

	****

	They were in the bed in the playroom. Logan sat up against the headboard, Clay lay with his head in his lap. Clay picked at the cover, disappointed in his performance. “I failed. I couldn’t do it.” Logan’s big hand massaged the back of his neck. 

	“You did not fail.” 

	“Really? Then how’d we end up with you in control again? Not that I didn’t love it of course.” 

	“You tried something new, but your body and your brain are used to something else. There’s nothing wrong with that. It’s difficult to be completely in control. It takes an entirely different mindset.” 

	Clay laughed softly, remembering how he’d wanted to be the one experiencing the pain he was dishing out. “That’s for damn sure.” 

	Logan ran his fingers through his hair, lightly scratching his scalp. “And it’s not like we can’t try again sometime.” 

	Clay sat up. “Seriously?” 

	“Seriously,” Logan agreed. 

	“Well, right on.” But then he looked at Logan with a sheepish grin. “But not for a while okay? I really like letting you be the sexy time boss.” 

	Logan laughed and brought him close for a hug. “Of course.” 

	Clay relaxed back into his Dom’s embrace. “This was nice. It’s going in my diary.” 

	“You don’t have a diary. You’ve never had a diary.” 

	“Then buy me one so I can put this in it.” 

	Logan’s laugh was smothered this time as he pressed a kiss to his temple. “Whatever you want.”

	 

	The End.

	 


Chained

	Deleted Scene from The Sergeant

	 

	 

	Two nights later, Clay followed Logan into his bedroom. He’d come home with him after their shift. He watched as Logan yawned and stretched, groaning as his back popped. Clay couldn’t resist taunting him. 

	 

	“Man, Logan, you must really be tired. You actually had to get in some foot action today instead of just bossing us around.” The suspect they’d been serving a warrant on hopped out a window and took off running. Logan had been one of the closest to him and chased him down. The guy hit the ground hard when Logan caught him and slammed him down. 

	 

	“You’re probably going to want to take some time to rest and recover,” he continued in a mockingly sympathetic voice. 

	 

	Logan turned around and gave Clay a look. Clay inhaled sharply. He had a feeling he’d just seen the look Tiffany was talking about. Logan crooked his finger at him and Clay obeyed the command, walking over to Logan even though he was a little leery about what he was going to do. He was confused when Logan didn’t acknowledge his comment but reached into his nightstand and pulled out something that flashed silver. 

	 

	“I told you I had a gift for you. I hope you’ll forgive me for not having it wrapped.” 

	 

	Clay looked at Logan’s clenched fist, trying to see what it was. “I don’t mind.” 

	 

	“Good. But you’ll have to undress to get it.” 

	 

	Clay’s curiosity was piqued so he immediately stripped down, wanting to find out what his gift was. Logan’s thumb came up and brushed across Clay’s nipple before he tugged lightly on the nipple ring. 

	 

	Logan looked him in the eye as he whispered, “I love these.” Then he lowered his head and sucked Clay’s nipple into his mouth. 

	 

	Clay moaned, his head dropping back as Logan flicked the ring with his tongue before taking it between his teeth and pulling. Logan licked his way across Clay’s chest to his other nipple, taking it into his mouth and biting down hard. Clay gasped, his hands flying up to rest on Logan’s shoulders to hold himself steady. He was already hard and Logan was so close. The rough denim of his jeans kept rubbing against his cock. He heard the clink of metal on metal and felt more tugs at his nipple rings. He looked down and finally saw his gift when Logan stepped back. 

	 

	It was a thin, silver Y-shaped chain. The two short ends attached to his nipple rings and the tail was about three feet long. Of course, Logan held the end of the chain in his hand. Logan tugged on the chain and Clay felt the pull on both of his nipples at the same time. 

	 

	“Do you like your gift, baby?” 

	 

	Clay swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes, Sir.” 

	 

	Logan pulled him towards him by the chain. “Then get over here and thank me.” 

	 

	Clay stepped close to Logan, the pull of the chain on his nipples sparking a painful pleasure in that tender flesh. He leaned up and whispered, “Thank you, Sir,” before kissing his Dom, sliding his tongue into his mouth. He sighed and wrapped his arms around Logan’s broad 

	shoulders when Logan’s tongue stroked against his. The kiss was soft and slow and went on for several quiet moments. Finally, Logan broke the kiss and pulled back. 

	 

	Clay looked up into Logan’s hazel eyes. Again, Clay had that feeling that he belonged to Logan and would do anything to please him. But this time there was no confusion. He relished the feeling. He loved everything Logan did to him. Loved the way Logan made him feel. Loved … 

	 

	His train of thought was broken when Logan gave him an order in his sexy, low voice. 

	 

	“Undress me.” 

	 

	Clay did, a spark of arousal streaking straight to his cock every time Logan pulled on the chain.

	When Logan was naked, Clay bit his lip, wanting to reach out and touch his lover. But Clay had a feeling he was in trouble when his Dom gave him a wicked smile. 

	 

	“You know, you’re right. I think I am pretty tired. You’re going to have to do all the work tonight.” 

	 

	Clay definitely knew he was in trouble when Logan reached into the nightstand again and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. He dropped the chain for a minute. 

	 

	“But I know how you like a challenge so I don’t want to make it too easy for you.” 

	 

	Logan yanked his hands behind his back. The steel was cold on his wrists. His body reacted like it always did when Logan restrained him, his breathing and heart rate quickening, his skin warming with arousal. He tugged at the cuffs even though he knew they wouldn’t come off. Logan smacked him on the ass and Clay groaned. He really needed to learn to keep his mouth shut. 

	 

	Logan grabbed a condom and lube then walked backwards towards the bed, pulling Clay after him by his chain. Clay followed because he had no choice, but he would have anyway. Logan lay back on the bed, the chain tugging hard at his nipples for a moment before Clay followed him down. He’d barely managed to get to his knees without the use of his hands when Logan pushed his head down. 

	 

	“Get down there and suck me.” 

	Clay’s fingers twitched behind his back. Logan’s order made him feel like a possession that had no choice but to obey. He scooted back until he was kneeling between Logan’s thick, muscular thighs. Leaning down, he licked at Logan’s cock until he managed to suck it between his lips. Clay moved his mouth on Logan slowly, knowing he couldn’t use his hands to hold his cock in place. But, apparently, Logan wasn’t having that. He pulled on the chain and ordered Clay to go faster. 

	 

	Clay moaned as more agonizing pleasure-pain throbbed in his nipples, stiffening his cock. He sped up, sucking harder, getting lost in Logan’s heavy breathing and the exquisite pain every time Logan yanked on his chain. He wished Logan would fuck into his 

	mouth – he loved the way that felt – but he knew he wouldn’t since he’d said that Clay had to do all the work. So he lowered his head, swallowing the thick shaft down as far as he could. He held himself there, licking the underside of Logan’s cock. 

	 

	Logan gave a particularly strong yank on the chain and Clay gasped, letting his shaft slide from his mouth. He looked up to see Logan tearing open a condom wrapper using only one hand and his teeth before rolling it on. He quickly slicked himself with lube then tugged the chain again. 

	 

	“That’s all the help you’re getting tonight. Come ride me, baby.” 

	 

	Clay groaned. “Please, can you un-cuff me first?” 

	 

	Logan shook his head at the request. “No. You can do it.” He watched as Clay moved his knees to the outside of Logan’s legs and scooted up his body. Logan groaned when their cocks brushed against each other as Clay worked his hips, trying to get him into position. For a moment, Logan felt like he was the one being teased and tortured as his cock head slipped and slid across Clay’s smooth ass, but he still didn’t raise a hand to help. Finally, the tip of his shaft slid into Clay’s tight entry. Clay rocked back, pushing Logan deeper inside him. Logan exhaled hard to hold himself back from thrusting up into the sweet heat that was sliding down his cock too slow to suit him. 

	 

	He yanked on Clay’s chain. “Hurry up, baby. I’m so tired from chasing that guy I might fall asleep. Then you’d be stuck in those cuffs all night.” 

	 

	Logan could sense Clay wanted to retort but he pressed his lips together instead. Logan smirked, loving that he’d managed to shut him up. Clay’s thighs flexed as he lifted himself up then slammed back down, seating Logan’s cock deep inside him. His lover sat there for a moment until Logan snapped the chain against his stomach. “Ride me, Clay.” 

	 

	Clay started to move and Logan groaned as those tight walls slid along his cock. “That’s it, baby. Faster. Bounce on me.” Clay bit his lip as he obeyed Logan’s commands, moving faster and faster while he urged him on. 

	 

	Logan was absolutely entranced with the view above him. Clay’s head was thrown back, eyes closed, his lips parted with his panting breaths. With his arms cuffed behind his back, Clay’s stomach and thigh muscles clenched hard as he worked himself up and down on Logan’s cock. Sweat ran down his chest and Logan licked his lips, wanting to taste him. 

	 

	Logan sat up and licked across Clay’s chest, trailing his tongue over the inked anchor. He sucked a nipple into his mouth then pulled on the chain. Clay cried out, his ass clamping tight 

	around Logan’s cock. Logan groaned and sucked harder, his hands slapping onto Clay’s narrow hips, roughly pushing him up and jerking him back down again and again. 

	 

	Clay’s thighs squeezed around his waist as he gasped, “Oh god, Logan. Yes! Right there.” 

	 

	Logan abruptly let go of him. “What did you call me?” 

	 

	Clay’s eyes flew open. “Shit! I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to ...” He shook his head desperately as Logan lay back down. “No, please, Sir. Don’t stop. I need—” 

	 

	Logan jerked the chain. “Quiet,” he snapped. “Who are you trying to please, me or yourself?” 

	 

	Clay lowered his eyes. “You, Sir. Only you.” 

	 

	“That’s right. And don’t forget it again. Now act like a good sub and make your Dom come.” 

	 

	Clay started moving again, surprised at how bad he felt for disappointing his Dom like that. But as he slid up and down on Logan’s hardness, feeling it dragging across each of the sensitive nerve endings inside him, his arousal washed over him again. He rose faster and faster, swiveling his hips and tightening his channel on Logan’s cock, using his lover’s groans as a guide to determine what he liked. Logan’s broad chest pumped up and down with his heaving breaths, a muscle ticking in his strong jaw. Out of reflex, Clay’s arms jerked forward to reach for his lover but the cuffs stopped him. He whined in protest. 

	 

	Logan spoke through gritted teeth. “I’m about to come, Clay. Come with me.” 

	 

	Clay moaned. “I can’t.” His cock was stiff and aching, but he couldn’t touch himself and he knew Logan wouldn’t. 

	 

	“I don’t want to hear that bullshit,” Logan said harshly. He pulled on the chain sharply, making his nipples sting. “You can. Work for it.” 

	 

	Clay obeyed, rising up and slamming down hard, forcing Logan’s cock to repeatedly hit against his prostate. Logan kept tightening the chain until there was hardly any slack left and Clay gasped at the constant pleasure-pain. He closed his eyes, feeling his orgasm building, his balls heavy and tingling, his shaft pulsing. 

	 

	“Are you gonna come for me, baby?” 

	 

	Clay nodded, managing to choke out, “Yes, Sir.” 

	 

	“Open your eyes and look at me.” 

	 

	Clay did, staring down into those sharp hazel eyes. 

	 

	“Come for me, Clay,” Logan whispered. 

	 

	Clay slammed down one more time and that was it. His cock pulsed and cum shot from him, spurting all over Logan’s stomach and chest. He was trembling, his body clenching around Logan’s cock. But he kept moving, eyes still locked with his Dom’s, feeling his orgasm burst hotly inside him through the condom. He suddenly wished there was nothing between them. He squeezed his inner muscles tight, wanting to wring every bit of pleasure he could out of Logan. Going by his deep groan, his eyes closing as he finally let loose and thrust his hips up, Clay was successful. 

	 

	Clay stayed straddled over Logan’s lap, breathing hard. He wanted to collapse on top of him, but didn’t want to earn any more of Logan’s displeasure. So he waited for permission. Logan smiled. He pulled gently on the chain until Clay lay against his chest, their hearts thundering, both of them struggling to catch their breath. But if Clay thought Logan was finished paying him back for his earlier remark, he was wrong. 

	 

	Logan exhaled loudly. “Man, now I’m too tired to clean myself up. You’d better do it for me.” 

	Clay looked at Logan who merely looked back at him with a raised brow. Clay lifted himself off Logan and raised up, letting the softening cock slip out of his body. Swinging his leg from around Logan’s hip, he leaned down to lick up the cum he’d shot all over his Dom. Clay tingled with happiness as Logan stroked his hair and he heard, “Good boy.” He must be forgiven for his earlier slip. He looked up as Logan tugged on his ear. 

	 

	“Hey, come here and give me a taste,” he said softly. 

	 

	Clay swiped his tongue again across the cream on Logan’s stomach then crawled up the bed to give him a kiss. The kiss was rough and hot and Clay loved how owned he felt with his hands still behind his back and Logan’s big hand clamped around his neck. Eventually, Logan released him to get up from the bed and Clay collapsed onto his stomach. 

	 

	“Cripes!” He turned his head to see Logan coming back with the key to his cuffs. “Where do you come up with this stuff?” 

	 

	Logan laughed and sat down to unlock the restraints. “Bondage for Dummies.” 

	 

	Clay groaned as the cuffs came loose and his arms were no longer pulled behind his back. He rolled over and let Logan take the chains off his nipple rings as well. “Funny.” 

	 

	Logan stood back up. “C’mon. A hot shower will take the soreness out of your shoulders.” 

	Clay pulled the pillow over his head. “No. Wanna sleep.” 

	 

	But Logan couldn’t let him go to sleep without making sure his shoulders wouldn’t hurt in the morning. “If you come and shower with me, I’ll massage your arms for you,” he coaxed. 

	 

	The pillow lifted enough for one blue eye to peek out. “Promise?” 

	 

	Clay was so cute Logan had to smile. “I promise. Now get up.” 

	 

	Clay sighed and pushed himself out of the bed. He dragged his feet as Logan pulled him by the hand across the bedroom. 

	 

	“Now I know how those poor criminals feel. Maybe if we offered them hot shower shoulder massages afterwards, they wouldn’t run from us when we try to cuff them.” 

	 

	Logan laughed and yanked him into the bathroom. 

	 

	The End
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