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        Island Daddy is dedicated to my all-time favorite business role model, Taylor Swift. Your tenacity and grit are both an inspiration for me as an author. You’ve become a beacon of light for my aspirations as a growing brand in the book community. Thank you for the constant love you spread all over the world.

        And I’d be remiss if I didn’t extend a special thanks to Coca-Cola for the invention of Coke Zero. Keep the fizzy goodness pouring!
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            Chapter One

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      People suck. Period. If I weren’t America’s most eligible gay playboy, I’d probably recluse at home and never leave. But turning into a shut-in isn’t entirely possible when I’m expected to appear at all of Hawaii’s high society functions. Basically, four to five nights a week.

      My head shakes at the latest headline to swarm social media from a rag site called Sploosh, getting every fucking detail wrong about me imaginable.

      
        
        HOTEL HEIR, REID FAIRCHILD, JOKES ABOUT SELLING HIS BODY ON ONLYFANS TO BENEFIT DILAPIDATED SCHOOLS IN AFRICA—SAYS HE ISN’T SPENDING A DIME OF HIS OWN FORTUNE.

      

      

      Grrrr. That’s not what I said at all. What I said at actress and human rights activist, Cherry Truman’s party last week was, “our publicists would have a field day if they found out we pondered starting an Onlyfans.” In no part of that particular statement did I allude to any charitable organization benefiting from such a thing. These gossip sites thrive on twisting the truth every fucking time.

      What conversation did spark four minutes later, was if I’d be willing to join her cause, where my answer was a resounding commitment. I replied, “I might run this past my board of directors at Fairchild Resorts Group to see if we can make this a corporate venture.”

      The tabloid site would also be pleasantly surprised to find out that I wrote a personal check in the amount of ten-million dollars to the ‘Save Education United’ fund. Check number #1213 to be quite precise. I’m willing to bet that they don’t care, neither have they ever. If they actually had to stop cutting public figures down to size, they’d sooner stop reporting on fake journalism altogether than to publish anything worth reading.

      Speaking of publicists. Veronica is on the other end of my speakerphone, inches from my hand as I finish scanning a business proposal. Something our board of directors is expected to come up with a decision on by Monday. And because I’ve been out on the town every night this week, I haven’t had the time to complete this sooner. Much less spend a solitary hour in my meditation room.

      “I’ll set the record straight, Reid,” Veronica says. “Nothing to worry about here.”

      A sigh falls from my lips. “Thanks doll,” I reply, relieved as all get out. I don’t fucking need this stress right now. “I have to hurry and finish reading this document for my meeting on Monday, so I’d better let you go.”

      She practically screams through the telephone. “You’re gonna be late for Jimmie Lein’s benefit tonight!”

      “He’s gonna have to get in line,” I bite back. “This takes precedence—I’ll get there when I get there,” I stammer breathily.

      Our call wraps soon after Veronica finishes chiding me for not following my schedule so closely. I suppose it’s a good thing I don’t have a boy in my life to occupy more of my time. Otherwise, I might never get anything completed at all. Ten pages remain in this proposal, and I’ll be afforded just enough time to shit, shave, and shower. Precisely in that order.

      Time passes quickly, finding myself within the conclusion. Projected profits, yadda yadda yadda—looks fine. Whatever. I’ll put my stamp of approval on the Turnkey Investments proposal, so long as it makes us the shitload of money that Scoval Holdings Corporation promises in a subsidiary called ‘Turnkey Investments Group.’ Father would be disappointed I didn’t inherit his business acumen. Since I hardly know how to balance an account ledger, most of this corporate jargon honestly goes right over my head.

      Scurrying to my master bathroom leaves me wondering how the rest of the board will vote. Apparently, our entire corporation will be required to take part in finding tertiary investors or some shit like that. Seems straight forward enough. At least this is one thing my late father would be proud of me for, making the company fatter stacks. I’m willing to wager the board is committed to the same goal.

      A quick dump and fast once-over with my beard clippers allow enough time to prepare for the fastest shower I might have taken as of recently. I’m such a fan of water, so they’re usually a whole experience for me. The longest shower I’ve ever taken was an hour. And I didn’t regret using the entire canister of L’Occitane moisturizer I had to slather all over either. Blanche on The Golden Girls is correct when she told Dorothy that beauty doesn’t have a price tag.

      “Alexa,” I shout to the device on my bathroom vanity. “Play ‘Reid’s pumped up jams’ on Spotify on ‘upper-level group.’”

      The only bitch after my own heart responds to the command, as I strip from my joggers. Music from the playlist swims at a loud enough volume when I file into the spacious shower made from black slate. “HandClap” by Fitz and The Tantrums accompanies me as I graze a soapy loofah from one shoulder to the other.

      This is the only kind of music I listen to, besides Tibetan bowls or frequency vibes in the meditation room. I’d risk having my gay card revoked if my ears are ever forced to bleed from Britney, Mariah, or Whitney. Okay, I digress. Taylor is definitely the exception because I applaud her ambitious spunk. If my father would’ve known her, he’d be forcing me to tear a few pages from her book. Another high tempo dance song plays, all the while I finish lathering conditioner in my hair.

      I’m not looking forward to this benefit. There must come a day very soon when I can sit on the couch and cruise Grindr in front of a Schitt’s Creek marathon. Actually, it’s not so much a benefit as it is a silent auction on wigs and garb worn by the elite drag queens of our time. Of which, the proceeds will be donated to an organization focused on preserving the rights of drag queens from here to Miami. Especially Florida. Fuck that guy!
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        * * *

      

      Jimmie lives among other famous actors in the Waikiki Winds Estates of Oahu. I glance at my watch, its sheen glinting from a ray of sun peering in from a window on my jet. Fuck. Veronica was right. I’m definitely gonna be late. My main residence in Lahaina is a six-thousand square foot abode set on just shy of ten acres. Bouncing from island to island is second nature to many busy people down here. The other thing I’m used to is frequently being late, since most of these jumps from island to island are still twenty to fifty minutes long in one direction.

      At least I have a few minutes to find some solitude from here to there. I thumb over to the Headspace app, settling on some calming sounds to give every nerve in my body some reprieve. I’m not going anywhere tomorrow. And that’s a promise. The world is going on ‘Do Not Disturb’ mode once I return home by the early morning hours tomorrow. Jimmie’s shindigs are never short, because he can’t seem to ever shut up long enough for anyone to get a word in edgewise.

      No sooner do I lock my phone screen to shut my eyes, when the device buzzes in my left palm. It’s a Google Alert which I keep forgetting to remove. If I had any fucking time to myself, I might be able to remember shit like this. The alert is about my ex-partner, the young prick who ripped my heart into pieces after I found he’d been cheating on me with half the gay population of Honolulu. To be perfectly honest, there are occasions when I find these alerts useful. And this is one of them.

      
        
        ACTOR WADE LEARN TO STAR IN NEW BLOCKBUSTER HIT—“HARD MEDICINE” BEING FILMED IN MAUI, HAWAII MID TO LATE JULY

      

      

      Fuck. Just when I thought I’d never have to see him in the flesh ever again. This news doesn’t bode well for a decent chill session. Not when the boy who ruined my life will practically be smackdab in my very own backyard in basically a week or two. I lightly toss my phone onto the sofa cushion next to me, shutting my eyes in the process.

      The flight seemed to go quickly, as we’re just about to land at a private airstrip on the outskirts of Hickam Air Force Base. And yet I have precisely ten minutes before Jimmie Lein writes me off as a no show. As if he’d deny one of his top benefactors access to his mansion at the base of Hawaii Loa Ridge. Of course I’ll be late. He probably expects nothing less of me. Just as I’m about to climb down into my private town car, the phone chirps with an incoming text.

      
        
          
            
              
        R, We have a dire situation here and neither Archie nor Dottie are answering me back. You’re my last resort, obviously.

      

      

      

      

      

      Now I’m definitely running late for Jimmie’s silent auction. This particular cry for help is from the front desk employee at one of our supreme properties on the coast of Kūhiō Beach. I’m always at the bottom of their emergency list. But usually if it gets this far, some fuckery has ensued.

      I instruct my driver to drop me by the Kūhiō Fairchild location so I can assist with this ‘dire situation.’ On the drive down, I shot a message to Jimmie, advising him that I’m coming. But definitely running way behind schedule. Gordon salutes me after I ascend to the pavement from my backseat. Another buzz from the phone alerts me to an immediate response from Jimmie Lein. My attention to his rants doesn’t waver, as I saunter quickly through the lobby’s revolving door. No sooner does my head raise, when I bump directly into a young man.

      His youthful flesh sheens under the fluorescence of our hotel lobby, much like a shiny display of gala apples at the market. Though appearing rather incensed at something, I hope he isn’t the reason I’m being summoned in the first place. Surely not, he seems to be as innocent as a sloth. Only totally fuckable. Please, oh please tell me you’re on Grindr. I’d slide into your DMs in a heartbeat.

      “Sorry,” I offer, extending my hand to his shoulder. “I’d better pay attention to where I’m going.”

      He looks uncomfortable, as if I’ve injured him from the impact of my body crashing into his. “It’s fine,” he says, grimacing and one-hundred percent unconvincingly.

      His irises change from varying hues depending on how the light above us chooses to hit. One minute it’s as tan as my oversaturated oat-milk lattes. Then the very next, azure like the body of water swallowing all of Oahu. My heart might just stop beating altogether if I keep staring into his soul during our silent interaction.

      The younger boy offers me a look back, almost as if he’s trying to place a finger on where he’s seen me before. It’s something all too common when I encounter the public. If my mug hasn’t been plastered on tabloid articles, it’s in television commercials and magazines one might find lying on a dusty stack in their doctor’s office.

      “Are you okay, kiddo?” I ask, nervously scratching the back of my scalp.

      I’d sworn off guys significantly younger than I am after Wade ripped me to bits. But this one is yet another exception to the rule. No sooner do I thwart an anxious sneeze, when Melrose yells at me from the front desk.

      “Reid!” She hollers through the entire lobby. “Thank God you’re here.”

      Briefly, I glower at her from over my shoulder. When I twist my head around to introduce myself to the young boy who’s riper than a fucking melon, I’m caught by surprise that he’s disappeared in a matter of moments. Surely I’m not dreaming him up. He was right there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      I was told visiting Hawaii would bring me a total sense of calm. That the air has a certain healing quality, and my worries would melt with the wind. This couldn’t be further from the truth. My stress is beyond its finite limit, mostly because I’m here for my sister’s wedding. Our entire family is here to support her. Meanwhile, she insists on treating every person ‘on her special day’ like third-rate trash. Nothing I’ve done for her thus far has surpassed her incredibly high bar.

      Perhaps I’m being overly sensitive. I have a tendency to be quite histrionic. At least that’s what everyone tells me back home. Not by friends. What are those? Save for a couple of coworkers, my inner circle is no bigger than a pineapple ring. And I technically work remotely, two-hundred miles away from the office. But if I have to hear one more person suggest that I take a deep breath, it’ll be too goddamn soon. Fuck I need a Valium or an orgasm STAT.

      Sitting here hunched over our table reserved for the bride’s family has me pondering the consequentiality of life. And sex. I’m definitely horny as fuck more than I am anything else. These last few days have shown me that no matter how many inches I stretch my generosity, people will always take a whole mile. But my propensity to be fucked by some swarthy older surfer dude certainly ranks higher than my seemingly existential crisis.

      One of my moms totters over to our table with a concerned look on her face. Since I have lesbian mothers and to save future confusion, let’s just use her real name. Tuti’s most likely worried that I’m not out on the dance floor with everyone else attending this overpriced event. Shaking my groove thang isn’t my brand of fun. Not without at least four mai tais and a whiskey sunrise thrown in there for good measure. No sooner do I bring up my Grindr app, when Tuti approaches from my side. Fuck fuck fuck. Fluffy puppy alert. Fluffy puppy alert.

      Instinctively, I switch over to my wallpaper displaying a litter of Yorkies napping in a wicker basket. Not that either of my moms would care to know that I spend most of my free time cruising dating sites. They actually encourage me on a frequent basis to keep my options open. However for some strange reason, my high expectations of men seem to be far superior to anything I’ll ever find on the likes of Grindr. And if I must be honest, none of them are centered around a man’s physical features. Okay, there is that ONE thing.

      “Sweetie, you’ve been sitting in the same spot since before dinner,” she says, stroking the base of her palm against my spine. She always knows what works when I’m stressed. “Are you gonna have any fun tonight?”

      If I have my way and destiny is on my side, yeah sure I’ll have fun. “Yeah I’ll be fine,” I shrug.

      Tuti shakes her overworked visage. “That’s not what I meant, honey,” she snarls. “Get your booty over there and dance.”

      “You’re gonna have to force a pint of whiskey down my throat in order for that to happen, Momma.”

      I call Tuti ‘Momma.’ And Candace is my ‘Mimi.’ She knows I don’t dance. So I have no idea why she’s persistent about me throwing out my back by trying to dance the macarena or whatever the fuck. That’s the other reason I don’t like to dance. Tuti seems to be forgetting about that one fateful day in middle school when I fell down four rows of gymnasium bleachers, ultimately resulting in chronic back pain. I’m still not completely over my dependence to oxycodone. Despite not taking any for a few good years, all it would take is just one for my amygdala to cave from the temptation.

      “Momma, just go have fun because I’m having fun right here,” I assure her, albeit unpersuasively. “Why are you worried about me when it’s Tessa’s special day?”

      Momma grimaces because deep down, she’s psychic or some shit like that. “Because you’re my Sugar Bear and I care about you equally as much,” she replies, pinching my cheeks like I’m fucking six.

      Tuti downs the last of her fifth champagne of the evening. Or something. I’ve lost count. A person would think an attractive gay man who just turned twenty-one this year would be quite the lush. But I’m not. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy alcohol on occasion. However, I’m entirely convinced that liquor is intended for sexy people to accentuate their perfection. That’s where I fall short. I’m no sexier than a black walnut tree.

      My fingers are eager to open Grindr just as soon as Tuti traipses back to the dance floor, joining Candace for a slower tempo song. When the app finishes seeking permissions to track my location, an entire grid populates, teeming with a variety of options to satisfy my hunger for being fucked like a rabbit. Some face pics, others advertising their torsos both chiseled and fluffy, and there are quite a few three-quarter poses in front of gym mirrors. Figures. Conceited assholes must be everywhere, I suppose.

      As I scroll through the massive results, everyone’s profile offers something for every flavor. This is a vast improvement from the sorts I’d find in a place like Grand Junction, Colorado. If I earned a buck each time I read ‘only into twinks’ or ‘no fats no fems’ on profiles back home, I’d be rich. Not independently wealthy, because Mesa County is hardly a metropolis. It’s barely half the population of Honolulu. But it’d provide some extra cheddar to get out from underneath the parental unit’s caring thumbs. They couldn’t be any more supportive of Tessa and me. I love them with every beat of my heart. But fuck me if it’s not expensive to live alone in today’s world. With my yearly salary, I’d be lucky to afford a studio apartment down by the train tracks.

      I suppose if there’s any hope of finding some strange tonight, I’d better get to dropping some taps and messages. Of course, if they’re the superficial gay and require a face pic just to talk with me, my efforts won’t be fruitful. Despite the clever theme of my profile. But as my therapist keeps reminding me, “you won’t find anybody if you don’t put yourself out there.”

      Here’s a nice looking guy. Again, I don’t care about physical abnormalities. I have many complaints about my own body. There are, however, three boxes which a guy must check in order to provide enough appeal for me to consider a date. This is an exercise Carter has practiced with me in therapy, which has become useful in determining a person’s worthiness and personality. Unless I’m super horny, I guess. Then every inhibition is tossed out the window in an instant.

      The first thing in a guy which I look for is a certain level of displayed intelligence. I’m not searching for Albert Einstein incarnate, nor am I expecting some philosophical genius such as Immanuel Kant. But it’s not fanatical to ask that our electronic exchange match at least a high school grammar level. Or that their tone and demeanor helps prove a degree of maturity.

      I leave a tap on this first guy’s profile. A winning smile accents his face, even if one of his teeth is slightly askew from the rest. He has sixteen years on me, but that doesn’t matter. Age is just a number. Truth be told, I sometimes find someone older than I am to tick the intelligence box more than somebody in my own generation. After a quick message informing him that I like his smile and dropping a friendly salutation, I return to the grid for further searching.

      My second requirement of sorts is just as important as the first. Every guy vying for my attention must show me that they’re a flexible, accepting person. If they can’t see past what’s on my skin, then they don’t deserve to be a part of my inner circle. This is precisely why I hate the men who require a face pic before engaging in a simple conversation.

      The next guy who catches my eye is flexing his biceps in front of a full-length mirror. He’s probably some shallow fuckwit. Carter would lay into me if I didn’t give someone with a gym selfie just as much of an opportunity as someone stuffing their face with a Six-Dollar Burger inside a fucking Carl’s Jr. He might actually be a genuinely accepting person after all. I don’t leave a tap on his profile. In my experience, these type of guys are instantly gratified by compliments. This tap feature is the equivalent of whistling at someone in the flesh. Instead, I say ‘Aloha’ and that he has good taste in drink containers. I’m such a fan of the Hydrocell bottle.

      Lastly but certainly not least, a man must prove to me that they’re reliable. I’m not only talking about punctuality. No. What’s important is that I feel comfortable confiding in a guy, to tell them what’s on my mind without fearing it’ll become front page news or Grand Junction’s hottest goss. Which could paint me hypocritical coming from an investigative journalist, but whatever. I need a man I can trust to hold my heart. Not stomp on it at the first turn when things go sour.

      I leave a few greetings for a couple other random guys, casting my line deeper into the sea of potential fuckmates. That’s really what I’m looking for, because I’ll be boarding a plane back to Western Colorado come Wednesday morning before the rooster crows. This party is lame, by my standards anyway. And it’s incredibly loud for being in an outdoor event space at the Kūhiō Beach Fairchild Resort & Spa. Since I’d rather chill on the bed of my hotel room, I rise to my feet before parting through the lobby to leave.

      My family isn’t staying at this particular resort, because Candace and Tuti could barely scrape enough pennies to hold Tessa’s reception here. We’re across the street at a one diamond hotel called The Tiki Tavern. In fact, I hardly call it a hotel altogether because the pool is practically no larger than an oversized bathtub. My attention doesn’t break from the endless appeal of Hawaiian Grindr as I trot through the lobby. A split-second later, I’m confronted by the impact of an oncoming gent bumping right into me.

      He apologizes for not paying attention. At least I think so. Honestly, I’m enamored by his greenish-brown eyes which captivate my awareness of what’s actually going on. A second is all I need to identify this man. He’s practically the gay male version of Paris Hilton, smattered across billboards and social media. And the paparazzi are always up in his grill. I advise him it’s okay for bumping into me. I wasn’t watching where I was going either. This exchange, however, couldn’t be any more awkward for a one Kragen Darling.

      There’s another slight confession I must make right out of the gate. When my boss in Denver found out about Tessa’s destination wedding, Allen tasked me with digging into the Fairchild Resorts Group. Scuttlebutt has it that they’re about to be involved in a major Ponzi scheme. And this investigative motherfucker right here gets to do all the dirty work. Earlier today in fact, I’d been pondering how to go about getting my foot in the door at their corporate office on Monday. This is what could be considered career kismet.

      Reid Fairchild twists around to sneeze, affording my timid gay ass a chance to flee. I’m terrible at thinking on my feet. Allen never assigns me the high profile shit, because he knows I crack under pressure. And I wasn’t expecting to physically collide with the guy either. A lady at the front desk hollers at him, meanwhile I dart straight out the revolving lobby door. A sigh flees my lips as I pay attention to the heavy cadence of an accelerated heart rate.
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        * * *

      

      Back at my hotel room, I finish changing into a comfier outfit. I hate dressing dapper. The brood of Grand Junction gays look down on me because my idea of cozy differs from theirs. Nobody would find clothes in my closet which are fancier than anything at JC Penney. Fuck. I resent K-Mart for going bankrupt in America, because clothes shopping there was the shit. Gone are the days of fitting ‘style’ and ‘affordability’ in the same sentence.

      The pizza delivery boy at my hotel room door, leaves me to my cheesy pie once I pay him. Merely a second later, I leisurely plop myself on top of the bed. All the while turning on my iPad so I can find something to occupy the rest of my lonely night. Schitt’s Creek is with zero doubts my favorite show. Who doesn’t just adore Dan Levy?

      As I get lost in this episode, I’m reminded that I’ve sent a handful of messages into the Grindrverse. I doubt I’ve received even one reply. More often than not, I’m left on ‘read’ by pretty much everyone I send a message to. Hawaii could be less limiting than back home, so I’m fairly uncertain.

      Why I’m constantly ignored has everything to with the fact that my profile picture is an image of a banana. Yes, for a bit of subtle humor. More than just a snarky first impression, nobody would give me the light of day if they saw my nasty birthmark. Ugly as sin, set on my forehead like a third eye or some shit. To my surprise, the red dot over my inbox icon tells me there is indeed unread messages waiting to be seen. Soon do I discover three different advertisements, all hinting that I should upgrade to premium. And one message from a profile picture that I don’t remember seeing before.

      Much like my profile, this person is hiding behind an image of a volcano somewhere down here in the Hawaiian islands. His handle is as inconspicuous as mine—Island Daddy, 42.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey there. How’s your evening going? I love a ripe banana, by the way. *wink emoji*

      

      

      

      

      

      Finally somebody understands my subliminal humor. This guy is already worthy of an equally witty reply. Not that I’d be as rude as all the other motherfuckers who ignore me by default.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi. Bananas are my favorite fruit, ya know? Well, I like fruits in general. What’s your name? I’m Kragen.

      

      

      

      

      

      His avatar is adorned with a green dot, indicating he’s active on the app right this minute. The location says he’s 82 miles away. Where the fuck is this guy? The moon? I suppose this instances just goes to prove my luck on Grindr. Even back home, the people who usually message me are farther away than I could ever hope to host, or let them. My impatience would’ve prevailed, and I’d have wound up rubbing one out long before meeting face to face.

      
        
          
            
              
        It’s nice to meet you, Kragen. I absolutely love that name. You can call me Eddie. What seems to have captured your attention on a night like this?

      

      

      

      

      

      He’s well spoken. Hmmm. Intelligence is possibly a check. Especially given the fact that he can think outside the box enough to comprehend my fruity humor. And he hasn’t immediately asked for a face pic. I’ll hold a conversation with Eddie. But if he expects a meet up this weekend, he’ll have to come to me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Nice name as well, Eddie. I’m about to eat a few slices of pizza because I’m starving. And I just turned on an episode of Schitt’s Creek. What about yourself?

      

      

      

      

      

      Since it’s wildly evident that I won’t be getting fucked tonight, I slide my left palm between the elastic waist of my lounge shorts. Meanwhile, I lean over the pizza box to eat my first slice with the other hand. Pizza, a hopeful conversation with a fellow seemingly smart guy, and my favorite show couldn’t be any better stimulation to get stiff.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Hotel drama always sets me off. But I suppose it would be fair to say that many things set me off. Most of today has me frazzled from here to Newark. The whole reason my presence was required, is because nobody could get into the storage freezer. My Kūhiō Beach location’s lead chef failed to show, apparently leaving me as the last available person with a key. We seriously must avoid this in the future.

      All that to say, Jimmie’s text response when I accidentally bumped into the younger boy, couldn’t have screamed any angrier.

      
        
          
            
              
        Fuck you, man. I’m sick of your horseshit. You’re as reliable as a donkey in a snowstorm. Don’t bother showing up, because neither of us want your support anymore. You can rot in Hell for all we care.

      

      

      

      

      

      His message didn’t go without that nasty GIF of Bryan Cranston dropping a microphone with a vacant smirk. Thoughts of responding to his infantile rant swims through each corner of my brain, as I lounge here on the sofa of my private jet. I’m already heading back across the sea to Maui, because my appearance isn’t valued at the incredibly mediocre actor’s Waikiki residence.

      Normally, I would have stayed the night up in my penthouse above the hotel. But I’d rather return to my far more isolated residence where I have a loving canine partner waiting for me. Now I can have my Schitt’s Creek marathon while cruising Grindr like I’d wanted to do all along. Fuck. I might even order pizza and make it a one person party. Pity party, more like. But who cares? It’s fine. I’m fine.

      Since I have another twenty minutes before the plane touches down at my own personal tarmac, I’ll populate tonight’s horny Hawaiians to see who’s recently logged in. I might’ve mentioned that I’m the gay about town. So I know a few of these smug dipshits sliding out of view, as my thumb swipes through the discordance of assholes. Literally.

      Ohhh. This profile leaves me intrigued. Amongst the endless grid is a picture of a banana. Simply just a banana lying by itself on a wooden surface for no rhyme or reason. This guy ‘Must Love Fruits’ must have quite the sense of humor. So naturally I hammer away at the keyboard to spark a conversation. A simple greeting and ‘how’s it going?’ suffices my urge, before continuing the search for other randy fuckers looking to get laid.

      I have half a mind to reply to Jimmie and tell him what I really think of him. But my conscience won’t allow it. Surely if I did stoop to his level, it’d likely become the very next thing to explode on Instagram. Or God forbid fucking TikTok. A person might think ‘Daddy Reid Fairchild’ would be sucked into the vortex of social media.

      Despite my face showing all over the net from parties to banquets, that would be one giant underestimation on their part. All those platforms are the devil. Everyone who ‘follows’ me on either of them would be pleasantly surprised to know that I pay a girl in Piedmont, North Dakota named Mandy, to manage my online presence. Screw Jimmie. He’s not worth a dignified reply.

      If there’s something which has changed within me over the last year, it’s a greater sense of peace and harmony. I know that sounds like a major fucking joke, because I’m the richest, queerest, overly dramatic cis white man to roam the planet. But I digress. Giving Wade the proverbial boot made me turn a major corner. Apart from alcohol, I’ve also steered clear of noxious substances. Friends at parties will frequently offer me coke, but my answer is always a resounding ‘no.’

      My only drug, if anything at all, is the sexual proclivities which loom over this pretty boy essence of mine. Finding a fuckbuddy isn’t difficult. Every gay man from Honolulu to Prague wants my fat cock inside them. The hard part is having a semblance of permanency from someone who doesn’t want to become the next Anna Nicole Smith. I’d probably die if somebody actually loved me for who I am on the inside, rather than be enamored by my fame and fortune. And if that constant guy happens to surface in my life, they’d better not oppose submitting themselves to my every carnal whimsy.

      Deboarding my plane leaves my hunger growing by the minute. I duck through the back entrance, where I’m greeted by none other than my four legged floofer. For all intents and purposes, let’s just say Nani is my canine spouse.

      “Aloha my baby girl,” I greet her, combing my fingers through her luxurious fur.

      Ever the princess she is, this Newfoundland babe doesn’t argue with me. She never even reminds me of my shortcomings. Nope. The weight of unconditional love which can be expected from her is all I’ve needed in the absence of a reliable man. Fucking reliable? Fuck Jimmie. I’m not a total flake, just busy. Nani follows my lead, passing the maid’s quarters in the process. Another winding hallway ushers us into the massive kitchen, where we spot Kaimana pushing around a dustmop.

      “Aloha, Mr. Reid,” she responds sweetly. “I didn’t think you would be coming home so soon.”

      I growl at the reminder, but it’s not her fault. “As it so turns out, I’m not welcome in their circle of idiots any longer,” I admit behind gritted teeth.

      “Oh no,” Kaimana responds, wiping a small trail of sweat from her brow. “Luka left for the weekend already.”

      Kaimana has been on my payroll for ten years. Long before I’d been granted the family throne. She’s quite adept at keeping every square inch of this place in shipshape. While she’s paid incredibly well, I consider her a close friend. There are a few things that I’ve confided in only her, and she hasn’t ever given me an inkling of distrust. It’s honestly fine that my private chef has left for the weekend—I’m ordering the greasiest, cheesiest pizza anyway.

      “Oh my nani hoaloha,” I reply over a shoulder as Princess Nani and I traipse towards the stairwell. “I’m gonna order a pizza,” I add, gesturing to the great room. “Would you mind grabbing it at the door?”

      “Of course, Mr. Reid,” she smiles, blowing the lush bangs from her face. “Anything else I can do for you this evening?”

      My head wavers. “Not at all,” I affirm. “In fact, you work way too damned much,” I add. “What would you say to taking the weekend off for yourself?” I suggest, reaching in my wallet for a spontaneous bonus. “Take Alemea to dinner and a movie,” I finish, shuffling towards her to place the money on my kitchen island. “I’ll catch Konnor before he calls it a night, so he can provide a lift to Kona.”

      “You’re so good to me, Mr. Reid,” she gleams. “Thank you.”

      Ascending the steps to my private quarters leaves me wondering if Kaimana will actually take some time off. She works way too hard. And if I’m being honest, I’d love to have some naked male energy tottering around my mansion this weekend. Not that she hasn’t seen this sort of activity before.

      Well, there’s one place in my entire abode she’s never stepped a single foot inside. My vision zeroes-in on the handle to my playroom, just across the hall from my master suite. I better find a guy tonight. A stark reminder skirts through my mind as I scuffle into the dressing room. It’s been months since I’ve hosted company in there. Besides underwear or my hands, my tender dick practically feels neglected at this point.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Kaimana’s farewell over the intercom gives me a jolt while I sit here in my upper level entertainment room, remote in hand.

      “I’m off, Mr. Reid,” she announces. “Your pizza is on the breakfast counter,” she adds. “Thank you for letting me visit my daughter.”

      I quickly scoop my phone from the cushion next to me, thumbing to a pinned app which wirelessly connects to the home intercom system. “Don’t mention it at all, go have some fun.”

      I’ve been refreshing my Grindr every few minutes, waiting to see if ‘banana boy’ has responded. Or if he’s left me on ‘read’ entirely. Nani follows me downstairs to help retrieve my fresh pineapple pizza with ham. I don’t know why it gets such a bad rap on the mainland. Because down here, it’s more of a staple than milk.

      Being ignored on Grindr is more of a frequent occasion than I care to admit. For me especially. Being who I am, I have to remain vigilant in how I interact with the men on dating sites. Though, tonight seems to be when my losing streak decides to take a much needed vacation. To my surprise, ‘Banana boy’ has indeed responded to my subtle horniness. I find myself stopped in my tracks once Nani and I reach the kitchen. He’s clever. I love his snarky reply.

      I retrieve my large pie from the surface, immediately turning back around for the stairs. All the while teeming with a carbonated sense of adventure. This could be fun. Of course, his reply is every bit as concealed as his profile picture. Who am I to judge with my discreet profile picture? I rarely ever ask a guy for their photos until I’m one-hundred percent certain on meeting in the flesh. And when they ask for me to reveal my identity, all they’ll get is my middle name. Down here, my first name is rarer than Madonna.

      He’s a Schitt’s Creek fan too? No way! The fact that we have such a common interest right off the bat bodes well for my eagerness to hook up. Anyone who loves Dan Levy like I do is worthy of my time. I find it mildly ironic that he should be watching it at the same time as me. Strange for him to be eating pizza like I’m about to do also. There’s one caveat to our conversation. Judging by his displayed distance, we won’t be fucking tonight. Damn. Konnor is taking Kaimana to the Big Island already.

      A warm bite from my pizza gives me a second to engineer the best possible response. I’m horny, but I can’t come off as desperate straight out of the gate. Nobody likes an impatient gay, do they? I’ll add some more anonymity to the mix by adopting a sort of Texan demeanor.

      
        
          
            
              
        Well butter my butt and call me a biscuit. That’s my favorite show ever.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        And I’m eating pizza also.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        You’d better not hate pineapple on pizza, otherwise this conversation is already over.

      

      

      

      

      

      It seems like an hour has passed since Kragen’s last reply, yet actually only about five minutes. Despite the green dot next to his profile picture, he isn’t an incredibly responsive guy. My hasty fingers hammer away another message. Or two. Fuck. Okay they can’t seem to stop.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hello?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Are you there? Did I run you off?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Bueller? Buuelller?

      

      

      

      

      

      No sooner do I lean over the pizza box for another slice, when I finally see he’s responding. Quite enthusiastically I might add.

      
        
          
            
              
        No way! It’s my favorite show too. One of the best episodes is when Moira is asked to be the spokesperson for that guy’s disgusting wine. Oh and I don’t have any bias against pineapple on pizza. Just don’t tell me that I must love dogs like every other cheesy gay on this thing. At least in a smaller city where I’m from, people joke about that on dating sites all the ti

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Time. God I’m sorry. I hate how we can’t write longer paragraphs in one bubble without being cut off. I’m nothing if not wordy. Some people are turned off by it, so if you are, I suppose it was nice chatting with you.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Okay, I’m sorry. That was a bit ranty. Fuck I’m so horny. But you’re so far away.

      

      

      

      

      

      Judging by the tone in these messages, Kragen appears to behave much like the age he’s indicated on his profile. I know I’ve avowed never to give a younger boy my whole heart ever again. So this is one of those instances where I have to be tactful with my reply. I wouldn’t necessarily want to be rude. He might be okay with Hawaiian pizza, but perhaps the dog remark is begging for trouble. Dogs are more important to me than people.

      
        
          
            
              
        Would it be such a bad thing if I had a dog? What have they ever done to you?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Yeah my dog… her name is Beautiful… she’s very well behaved. I don’t think she’d cause you any harm.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Yeah, you’re farther than I was thinking too. Yeah I’m horny as well. I have the means to meet up. But tonight’s out of the question. Sorry. What are you? Bottom or top?

      

      

      

      

      

      Kragen is much quicker with his responses this go round.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m terrified of dogs. I have a few fears, sad to say. And dogs are near the top of that list.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Beautiful, huh? That’s a pretty name. Or literally I guess. Whatever. You get the gist.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        You’re gonna make me peel the banana tonight then, huh? Lol I don’t think I can go another hour without nutting.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Oh and I’m versatile btw.

      

      

      

      

      

      I bet he is versatile. Of course, every guy says that when they rarely ever are. My reply is witted, yet guarded. I’m not opposed to continuing our conversation, since there’s nothing else requiring my attention this weekend.

      
        
          
            
              
        Of course you are. That’s what they all say. For this to work, you’ll definitely be bottoming. How old even are you, Kragen? Your profile says 21. Are you lying to me?

      

      

      

      

      

      Nani whimpers, shooting me a look as if she needs to pee. She’s trained to handle this herself. There’s an entire fenced off area to the West end of my backyard for her potty business. Yet sometimes she requires a bit of encouragement.

      “Go on girl,” I assert lovingly. “I’ll be here when you get back, I promise.”

      She jumps down from her favorite end of the sectional, wobbling her head back and forth. Shortly after, Nani heads out of the top level entertainment room for what I hope is on a trail to potty outside. Meanwhile, I glance back down to my lit device. Still sitting on ‘delivered.’ Just as soon as I close my pizza box, Kragen has replied.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’d love to bottom for your volcanic cock.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I’m 21. Is that a problem? How old are you, Eddie? Is 42 your real age? Or am I talking to some teenage girl in Guam? Please don’t say 21. I rarely enjoy being around other gays my age. It’d be nice if you were older, but since I’m headed back to Colorado on Wed,  this is more a causal encounter than anything. What do you do? Wait let me guess, being down here in paradise, you get to sit around all day long drinking pinea

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Fuuucking character limit. Sit around all day drinking pineapple mimosas and looking pretty. I can’t be too off base.

      

      

      

      

      

      Kragen seems brash and very mouthy. He might need a Daddy to keep his opinions in check. I can honestly say that I know very few people from Colorado. Aside from attending a sporting event and a handful of business meetings in Denver no further than Aurora, I have nothing consequential there. My head tilts, thumbing another response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Well, kiddo, I’d love to top you. But my magma is molten and viscous, so you’ve been warned.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        No worries about the age. I really am 42. From the sounds of it, Kragen needs Daddy’s strong hand to give him an attitude adjustment. And I have quite the array of paddles to do just that.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Colorado is nice. Been there a time or two, nothing significant. An Avalanche game and a few business trips. I’m in… hospitality… I guess you could say. Despite what you’d possibly learn about me online, I work very hard.

      

      

      

      

      

      Darkness has swallowed the whole of my lanai, ushering a wave of exhaustion. A hundred bucks says the minute my head hits the pillow, I’ll be out like a firepit at a lūʻau. Kragen’s captured my attention for sure. There’s something inside urging me to give him a chance. It’s not like he’s sticking around the islands for any great length of time. I can scratch that itch and send him on back home in a few days. No muss, no fuss.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ok kiddo. Where are you staying? I’ll come meet you tomorrow, if you’d be up for that.

      

      

      

      

      

      His reply is fast and ever so eager.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m in Honolulu. There’s a coffee place around the corner… Paradise Brews or some shit like that?? What time?

      

      

      

      

      

      A slight cough rises from my lungs as I shoot back a suggestion.

      
        
          
            
              
        Yeah I’m familiar. That place is rank. We’ll be meeting for lunch at a restaurant called The Palace on Lewers Street. Be there at noon sharp.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Does ‘Banana Boy’ have a dinner jacket? They’re required for entry. If you don’t just let me know your size and we’ll meet outside beforehand.

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Meeting a complete stranger is never easy. It doesn’t matter if they’re an influential, charismatic person who brings an instant sense of comfortability or not. Grindr being the squalid app that it is, there’s another element I’m always worried about as well. Safety in dating and hooking up has become a major problem since the turn of our electronic century. And because everyone’s hidden behind a screen, the allure of stretching the truth is most apparent.

      Of course my curiosity has gotten the best of me all last night up until now. As I lie around waiting to get ready for my meet up with Eddie, I find myself scrubbing the recesses of the internet for a clue of who this guy is. So far, I haven’t found much. The name ‘Eddie’ is incredibly common. This coming from somebody who’s a professionally paid sleuth. So there isn’t any telling which of these Facebook profiles are his. Especially without knowing what he looks like. I’m uncertain if this is classified as ironic, but he didn’t ask for a face pic of me even once.

      I study Eddie’s last correspondence to me last night, prior to falling asleep. And after a nice wank session because I couldn’t hold it in another hour.

      
        
          
            
              
        No worries on the dinner jacket. I’ll bring a size 38 in something snappy that you can take home to remember your Island Fuckdaddy by.

      

      

      

      

      

      I love his sense of humor. He sounds almost like a Southerner who moved to the islands to escape the toxic hell that is the bible belt. And according to all my research, there’s not a menu listed on The Palace’s website. At least not something with prices. That’s when I stumbled across their Yelp listing, where someone complained about the cheapest item being an order of two spring rolls for $24.

      Grindr has many safety features in place for a reason. I even searched with the keywords ‘dog named Beautiful in Hawaii’ just in case he’s one of those extra gays who set up a social media account for their pet. It happens, don’t judge me. But to no avail of course. Usually when hooking up, I at least have a detail the person has forgotten to conceal from the background of an image. His profile picture is the vaguest of them all. A fucking volcano.

      A knock on my hotel room door makes me wonder if it’s Tessa, Tuti, or Candace. It certainly is not the hot front desk guy who has to double as a bellhop. I’m honestly surprised he doesn’t have to scrub toilets and change sheets in a grimy place such as The Tiki Tavern. When I open the door, my suspicions are confirmed.

      “Hi Mimi,” I greet Candace as she finishes shooting off an email to someone on her phone.

      She briefly looks up from her device long enough to catch my nervous stare. “Sweetheart, we’re heading down for lunch in a minute.”

      I nod, all the while trying to mask my anxiety. They don’t know I’m about to meet some rando from Grindr who isn’t even a resident of this particular island. Come to think of it, I don’t even know which one he’s on.

      “I know,” I reply, grabbing my tummy with a grimace. “I have a horrible stomach ache and I’m gonna be meeting with a friend who happens to be here at the same time.”

      “You have a friend?” Candace says with a raised brow. Shit I’m such a terrible fucking liar. I haven’t had a close friend since middle school, and she knows this.

      “Yes I have friends, Mimi,” I bite back. “I don’t tell you guys everything.”

      Perhaps that was a bit more Freudian than I intended. Fuck. Kragen, you need to take a few law classes or some shit like that.

      She peers over my shoulder, suspiciously scanning the room in case I’d be so stupid to invite ‘Fuckdaddy’ to the hotel room which they’re paying for. “Okay alright,” she responds. “You aren’t my twelve-year-old little Moonbeam anymore and I can respect that.”

      You’d better. “Have a good lunch,” I hastily slam the door shut, almost as awkwardly as it seems.

      A few minutes later has me sneaking down into the grungy lobby, hoping to abscond without bumping into the three close women in my life, and Tessa’s new groom, Craig. I know it’s weird his name sounds close to mine.

      Lewers Street is literally four blocks around the corner I’m about to come upon. I might not have informed any family that I’m about to score some island dick. But I’m not the completely stupid kid many people take me for, either. I’ve granted location access to my friend Carrie, so she’ll know everywhere my phone goes until I turn it off manually.

      I’m grateful to have someone keeping an eye on me. Because Eddie could wind up being some psychopath longing for my flesh, then later collecting each femur in a closet with a pile of others. Though Carrie doesn’t live in Grand Junction anymore, we’ve kept in good contact since relocating to Cold Springs, Nevada. And because most of the people in my life are older, she’s no exception.

      Carrie was one of my high school teachers long before we became friends after graduation. She’s always been the protective sort. Even in school when the Fruita hicks would bully me during lunch, because the ugly fucking birthmark on my forehead paints a target of vulnerability or some shit. Suffice it to say, she is the first person I texted with a screenshot of my Grindr conversation with Eddie.

      Quickly approaching The Palace has these butterflies fluttering about even more than just moments ago. I usually have a photograph to go off of, but I have absolutely no idea who or what to expect. Am I gonna have to look over my shoulder and be prepared to dodge a sketchy dude with a chloroform soaked rag? Leaning up against the brick exterior has me retrieving Grindr on my phone, only to see he’s messaged me a status update ten minutes ago.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m on the main island now. It won’t be long. I hope you’re hungry because Daddy insists that you eat everything on your plate.

      

      

      

      

      

      He’s quite the adamant fella. I must hand that to him like an award for congeniality at the Miss America pageant. If there’s one thing I’ve lacked all my life, it’s an older male influence. In the presence of lesbian mothers with zero brothers between the both of them, I’ve only looked up to one guy as a role model of sorts. Mr. Zenith, my tenth grade biology teacher. Obviously the attraction was one sided. There’s no way he could show fondness for me at that age, let alone cross the ethical boundary at all. But he was fucking gayer than Brian Gallivan.

      No sooner do I start to thumb my reply, when the shadow of a man steals my attention. I raise my head, instantly jittering at the sight of one particular man I’m not supposed to see until Monday. Reid Fairchild in all his entitled splendor. His enchanting voice sends a razor through my skin, because he’s incredibly sexy. I can’t very well fuck the guy I’m being paid to destroy, can I? But luckily, I’m not here to meet him. This is just one more chance run-in. Surely a popular man such as him is constantly seen all over Hawaii.

      “I wasn’t expecting to see you here,” Reid says, the sun bouncing from a shiny silver box at his waist.

      That makes two of us. My head wavers, all the while swallowing a hard gulp of air. “Yeah erm—me either—quite honestly,” I stammer. “Well, have a nice day,” I add, turning my attention back to Grindr.

      Reid doesn’t enter the building. Instead, he props himself up against the wall next to me. All the while wedging a box in between an arm and his torso in order to read something on his phone. A loud, dry cough escapes my throat as I shoot a quick response to Eddie.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m here already, Eddie. Hurry up, because I’m standing next to the most spoiled, conceited man in the whole world.

      

      

      

      

      

      Not but a second passes by, before hearing a raucous grunt exit Reid’s throat. Followed by an instant reply from Eddie. And then another.

      
        
          
            
              
        Banana Boy is incredibly opinionated, isn’t he?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Here’s your dinner jacket, Kragen.

      

      

      

      

      

      The sensation of a box smacks into my left shoulder, when it finally dawns on me that Eddie must be Reid. And he fucking lied about his name the entire time. My gaze locks with his, studying the silent indignation swallowing those pupils.

      “So,” Reid says through narrowed eyes. “How are we gonna punish Banana Boy for his insolent behavior?”

      Uhhhh what the ever loving hell have I gotten myself into? Reid is ‘Daddy as fuck.’ But it doesn’t change the immense awkwardness. Also, I still think he’s a precocious bastard who couldn’t possibly be more of a polar opposite to my personality. I’m generally the caring, philanthropic type who volunteers with Rainbows on Skates to bridge LGBTQ youth with shelter, safety, and allies of the queer public. Or serving meals to the indigent. This guy donates to charity to pad his ego, and for the potential of a tax write-off.

      Entering the restaurant with Reid behind me is at least mollifying. Which goes to prove that Carrie and myself won’t need to worry about me being drugged and chopped to pieces, then later dumped all over the Pacific Ocean. A hostess escorts us to a table which he reserved immediately upon our conversation last night.

      “This is your usual table, Mr. Fairchild,” she says, pointing to a booth up on a platform which appears to be for the uber-important island socialites. “Penny will bring your champagne momentarily,” she adds.

      Reid insists that I choose whichever side of the booth I prefer, followed by taking his spot opposite me. “So Kragen,” he starts. “Do you like oriental cuisine or freshwater fish?”

      I nod. “Yes, I’m not fond of seafood,” I admit, studying the shift in tone his eyes have made from just moments ago. “So long as they have a sort of beef and broccoli, I’ll survive lunch.”

      He grins haughtily. “I suppose they do,” he grumbles. “But you will have at least one bite of my mahimahi, because trying new things is a part of personal growth.”

      Oh I will, huh? “Gotcha,” I reply, clicking my tongue. “I haven’t eaten fish since like the third grade when my moms forced me to finish a plate of fish sticks.”

      Reid’s chin meets his left shoulder. “Moms?” He asks, apparently piquing his curiosity. “You have lesbian mothers?”

      “Yeah,” I affirm, noting our server who’s ascending the platform with a giant bottle of champagne which probably costs more than I make in four fucking months. “I call one ‘Momma’ and the other is ‘Mimi,’” I add, clearing my throat.

      Our server greets us with a smile, poising a bottle of Louis Roederer Cristal in her grasp. “Gentlemen,” she says, pouring yellow juice from a basin in her other hand. “Pineapple mimosas today?”

      Reid nods. “Yes please,” he says, shooting me a wink as if he isn’t turned off by the revolting sight above my brow line. “You’ve had Cristal before haven’t you, boy?”

      I shrug, grimacing the entire time. “I think I’ve had that ten dollar horseshit from Junction Liquors before.”

      Reid groans to himself, all the while oscillating his head from one shoulder to the other. “No no, this is nothing like you’ve ever tasted.”

      Champagne must be to him what Coke Zero is to me. That’s hardly all I can afford to drink as an occasional treat. And don’t get me started on the cost of a twelve pack in aluminum cans. He likely assumed that I’ve been as privileged as him or something. I can only surmise he earns my yearly salary in a matter of an hour, by just smiling pretty, or breathing in the clean tropical air or some shit.

      But I’d be remiss if I didn’t admit it’s kind of exhilarating sitting in a place my moms would never afford. Not to mention the fact that I’m wearing a dinner jacket like the Duke of fucking Sussex. And a man hotter than the sun giving me the light of day, as if I’m not the ugliest duckling to waddle the Earth. All of this still can’t replace the awkward feeling in my gut. The fact that I’m about to get ass fucked by the one guy I’m being assigned to screw over in the most figurative sense.

      Penny leaves our booth, allowing us a moment to decide what we want. Reid reaches across the table to retrieve the menu from my hands. “You won’t be needing this,” he says. “Daddy already knows what you’ll be having.”

      Now my chin meets my left shoulder. “Is that so?”

      Please just let it be beef and broccoli. And maybe an order of those $24 spring rolls.

      Reid lowers his gaze ever so slightly. “You’ll like it, it’s sweet like you.”

      Before I have a chance to respond, our exchange is thwarted by an incoming message on his phone. He glances down into the device, examining the message all the while scowling. This could be about his company’s involvement in the financial ruse I’m being sent to investigate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      This boy is a hard page to read. I was expecting Kragen to be the age he said on Grindr, but didn’t in a million years think that he’d be the one I ran into inside the lobby of my Kūhiō Beach resort. He’s far mouthier than the other day, but it isn’t without a certain endearing charm. The level of intrigue has my Daddy instincts piqued immediately.

      He sits opposite me in my exclusive booth at The Palace. Since I’m here on a frequent basis, this table is basically a piece of my own personal real estate. All I need is an official deed, and I’ll gladly pay property taxes for the promise of a table always readily available for my dining and entertaining needs.

      Kragen seems uncomfortable, or in the least bit shyer now that we’re for all intents and purposes out on a date. If I had to wager a guess about why, it might have something to do with the birthmark on his forehead. Though I can’t for the life of me understand why it makes him uneasy. This Daddy finds his unique appeal sweeter than sin. I wanna put him in the next Fairchild Resorts commercial.

      My favorite server, Penny, leaves us to our pineapple mimosas which affords me a moment to decide what we’ll be eating today. He’s told me his preference and that he most definitely doesn’t enjoy seafood. But his ticket to my ready cock is eating every bite of what Daddy orders for him. And only good boys get rewarded. No sooner do I convince Kragen that he’ll like what I choose, when my phone chirps with an incoming text. It’s from Jimmie Lein, causing me to scowl at the mere sight of his name.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sorry about last night, man. I don’t know what got into me other than Cass giving me a mountain of snow. So I guess you could say I wasn’t in my own head.

      

      

      

      

      

      This is precisely why I no longer partake in party favors of any sort. Apart from some booze—which I can toss it back with the best of them—I prefer a clearer head. At least being drunk is a different feeling entirely, and sobering up is far easier.

      “Sorry about this,” I blurt, not raising a single eye up at Kragen. “Daddy is a busy guy.”

      His head bounces understandingly. “Whatever, it’s fine,” he replies. “This’ll give me an opportunity to reply to my friend anyway.”

      Responding to Jimmie at this point is almost the most prudent thing to do. He sealed the end of our friendship last night, so fuck him if he thinks he’s getting a second chance. Reid Fairchild rarely gives second chances. Not since Wade, no Sir.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sure. I’m not buying what you’re selling. We can part ways now, it’s fine.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        PS: I hope your show tanks.

      

      

      

      

      

      Just about the time I see the read receipt indicate that I’ve caught his attention, I send him back the GIF of Bryan Cranston dropping the mic. Meanwhile, Kragen offers me a perspicacious look as I raise my forehead.

      “Everything okay?” He asks, tipping his champagne glass to those shapely lips of his.

      “Just some personal matters which are of no consequence to you,” I bite back, gritting my teeth because I fully realize it sounded ruder than I intended. “Let’s just say that people absolutely suck.”

      Kragen grins, as if he understands my sentiments to a fine degree. “Oh I get that completely,” he responds. “I don’t have but a couple of good friends.”

      “Friends are overrated, my boy,” I respond, taking a sip of my mimosa.

      Penny promptly returns to the table, ready to take down our orders. “Decide what you’d like today?”

      I nod. “He’ll have the pork teriyaki over white rice with a half order of mahimahi,” I affirm, scratching the base of my nose. “I’ll have a full order of the mahimahi with garlic cream sauce,” I add, catching sight of Kragen squirming in his seat. “And we’ll start with a double order of Chef Kekoa’s signature spring rolls.”

      She nods before shuffling away. “So what does Banana Boy do for a living?” I ask, reaching my hands across the table to clasp with his.

      Kragen clears his throat, practically nervous as if he wasn’t expecting his Grindr hookup to care about formalities. I’m not a total asshole though. I enjoy getting to know my casual encounters, because nobody knows if it will turn out to be something more than a little bit of play.

      “I’m a writer of sorts,” he responds, grimacing. “I guess you could say.”

      “You’re not sure?” I shoot back a raised eyebrow. “You either do or you don’t,” I add, squeezing his palm. “Or are you saying you’re an undiscovered talent just waiting to make a big splash in the world of words?”

      “Ermm—I’m not an author or anything like that,” he replies, looking away from me. “Actually what I really do is work with our local homeless and disadvantaged youth population back home.”

      So he has a big heart. I can get down with that. If it weren’t for the recent fake news on Sploosh indicating that I’m a heartless prick, he might understand just how much I truly do care about people who are less fortunate than I.

      “So you like helping people,” I allude. “That’s very admirable.”

      He tilts his head. “It keeps me out of trouble back home.”

      “And you’ve been in Colorado a while?” I ask.

      Kragen finishes informing me that the city of Grand Junction has been the only home he’s ever known. After the subject of Schitt’s Creek surfaces for an in-person mention, our conversation turns a bit more serious than I expected. He asks me what it feels like to be the head of my father’s corporation, and how I handle the pressures without so much as a business degree. Wait a minute. How does he know I never went to college?

      “Well aren’t you a nosey nelly?” I imply, jokingly but also kind of serious. “How do you know if I do or don’t have a business degree?”

      “Reid,” he says, lowering his head seriously. “Your whole life is on Wikipedia for one,” he adds. “For two, Sploosh and all the rest of them can’t get enough of you.”

      Christ! Don’t remind me. “Well it’s not—” my response is thwarted by Penny returning with our plates crowding her arms.

      “These look delicious as ever, Mr. Fairchild,” she says, brimming with a smile. “Can I bring anything else?”

      I shake my head just as Kragen offers me an uncomfortable look. “Can I at least try some of that garlic cream sauce on this shit?”

      An immediate grunt surfaces at the back of my throat. We’ll be getting to the bottom of his mouthiness in public. I absolutely cannot let his rude behavior ruin my reputation at an establishment where I frequent the most. Penny grits her teeth, sending razors against my spinal column the entire time she steps away.

      “Kragen, you need to apologize to her when she returns,” I admonish him with a glare. “Naughty boys don’t get rewarded with Daddy’s nine inches of praise.”

      He swallows a large sip of his mimosa, nearly finished with his second glass. “Sorry,” he grimaces, all the while peering his head back to Penny as she returns with his request.

      “I’m sorry, Miss,” he says seemingly genuine. “I don’t generally eat seafood,” he clarifies, looking back at me embarrassedly.

      She shakes her overworked visage, grabbing at her neck. “It’s okay, I won’t tell the chef you disrespected his craft,” she says, winking.

      Once she leaves us to our food, Kragen uses a knife and his fork to slice a small bite of the mahimahi. A small dip into the sauce precedes his curious taste of the mildly sweet tropical fish. His face lights up with surprise, almost as if unexpectant like it wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be.

      “It’s good, right?” I encourage him for another bite. “I probably eat it too often.”

      He nods, chewing completely before grabbing his glass of champagne. “Not too bad at all,” he says. “I expected it to be strong like salmon or some shit.”

      Another raised eyebrow forms on my face. “Kragen, I want you clean up your language when you’re in public with me.”

      Kragen grits his teeth again. “It’s a filthy habit of mine, I’m so sorry,” he replies.

      “I used to swear like that,” I admit earnestly. “But realized at some point when I was in a setting such as this, it was hurting how people perceived me.”

      “Yes, Reid,” he replies, shamed. “I’ll watch how I say things.”

      “That’s a good boy, Kragen,” I reply, winking. At least he’s making an effort. “I’d prefer you call me ‘Daddy’ though.”

      He grins at the praise, almost too eagerly. “Really?” He replies, surprisingly neglecting his pork because the fish apparently tastes better. “I’ve always wanted a Daddy.”

      After Wade, I never expected I’d fall for another boy. But Kragen’s eagerness to fulfill my inner desires, makes my cock swell to the thickness of a cop’s nightstick. I can’t wait to find out what his ass feels like around my dick. Whether it’s tight and dense like a cantaloupe or if it’s tender and soft as a watermelon. At this point, I’d find delight in either of those.

      “Well my Banana Boy,” I wink, reaching for his hand in the process. “I’ll scratch that itch for you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Lunch went fast. We hardly covered all the deep emotional topics I usually like to touch on in a date. But this wasn’t a traditional date, no. I have no idea what ‘Daddy Reid’ has planned for me, but at least he’s not Ted Bundy incarnate. Now we’re on a private jet headed across the ocean to his residence in Maui, making me feel like the million bucks that he rakes in every year.

      The life of Riley sure seems grand. I honestly wished I could be wined and dined like this every day. After getting over the initial fear of somebody else ordering my food for me, it was quite exhilarating not needing to decide. Apart from my mouthiness that is. I’m lying sprawled out on his plane’s sofa with my head practically planted directly in his lap.

      He stares intently down into my face, swiping a few fingers through the tresses of my hair. “So I have a party I’m expected to make an appearance at later tonight,” he says. “Would my Banana Boy wanna join me?”

      “Yeah I mean, I’d be down for that,” I reply. “I’d have to send my moms a text to let them know why I’m not back before bedtime,” I add. “I’m not a child but we’re thousands of miles away from home, so I owe them that much.”

      Reid nods. “Of course, I wouldn’t expect anything less,” he replies. “You’re safe with me, I hope you know that.”

      That’s comforting. I know he’s likely not a dangerous man, but a boy can never be too careful. I fully intend on keeping my location available to Carrie this entire night, just in case my gut is incredibly wrong.

      “So how much alcohol is at these things?” I ask, knowing full well that there’s likely to be more than just liquor.

      “Are you not a huge drinker?” He asks.

      I grimace. “Not too much really,” I admit. “I’m not as pretty as you are, so I’ve always had this belief that alcohol is for sexier people than me.”

      Reid hisses, seemingly upset that I have a lesser opinion of myself than he does. “You are beautiful, Kragen,” he replies assuredly. “If I’m being honest, you seem like the most genuine boy I’ve come across and that’s saying quite a lot.”

      I wished this weren’t as difficult as it is. Reid seems to truly present himself a bit differently than he is made out to be in the tabloids and gossip magazines. Even the questions they asked him on a morning talk show last month seemed rather skewed to fit some narrative. And I’m supposed to dig into his company’s past, threatening the foundation of his existence? Does he even realize Fairchild Resorts Group is skirting the ledge of dangerous fuckery?

      “So you’re not turned off by the state of Michigan etched on my forehead for all eternity?”

      His eyes narrow, meanwhile, he speaks softly. “You’re so adorable, I wanna put you in our next commercial for Fairchild Resorts.”

      The fuck? Did he just say that? Surely I’m dreaming. I couldn’t land a role in a community theater production, let alone a worldwide advertising campaign.

      “I’m not camera material, Reid,” I reply, feeling the impact of his palm slapping into my thigh.

      “What did I tell you to call me?” He hisses.

      A gulp of air which still tastes like champagne and pineapple juice, rushes down my throat. “Daddy,” I reply.

      “And if Daddy says you’re beautiful, you need to believe it,” he replies, gritting his teeth. “Do I make myself clear?”

      I nod, honestly kinda surprised that his mood shifted in a matter of seconds. “Yes Daddy,” I oblige. “I’m your beautiful Banana Boy.”

      Reid lowers his lips to mine, feeling the warmth of champagne breath thronging both of my nostrils. His tongue slides around the crests of my mouth, in desperate need of chapstick. This saliva tastes better than an apple in the Garden of Eden. Certainly capable of stealing every worry I have about doing my job. What if I were to tender my resignation? Could I fall for the man I’m being paid to destroy? Is this what a Sophie’s choice feels like—reaching out to grab a piece of the forbidden fruit?

      “You’re goddamned right, you are,” he mutters coarsely. “And don’t you forget it,” he adds, his hand sliding between the waist of my JCPenney budget jeans.

      Reid’s rigid fingers tease my dick, all the while our lips never part. I need to catch my breath, but there’s no way I’d dream of interrupting the intensity of this moment. The sucking sounds of our kisses flounder all around the cabin, as a moan rises from my vocal cords at the sensation of him pumping my excited cock.

      “Ohhh Daddy,” I wail, practically ejecting precum in the process.

      “You can’t cum yet, little boy,” he grunts. “I’m not done playing with you yet,” he affirms, his head wavering. “This is only getting started.”
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        * * *

      

      We landed on a private airstrip right next to his residence on Maui. Reid escorts me down a path leading up to a back door type of entrance, where we’re greeted by the pattering of dog claws against a pristine marble floor. That’s right, he has a fucking dog.

      “Aloha my Nani,” he blows a smooch to the canine running straight towards him.

      I take that back. She’s headed curiously in my direction with her sniffer pointed straight up in the air. The commotion causes me to instinctively take a step back, almost falling over because there’s nothing immediately behind me that I can grab onto.

      “She’s harmless, boy,” Reid grins. “If she didn’t like you, my Nani would’ve had a chunk of flesh torn off by now.”

      I shoot him a curious look. “She eats human flesh?”

      Reid chuckles impishly. “Not really, Kragen,” he says, batting his eyelashes. “Jesus kiddo, you’re gonna be fine.”

      I remember telling him I’m afraid of many things and dogs are one of them. “It’s not that I hate them, but I’m deathly afraid of dogs,” I pout.

      He nods. “You might’ve mentioned that on Grindr, but my Nani here is harmless.”

      Reid orders his dog to go play as he scampers to the edge of a lengthy countertop, retrieving a black leather blindfold. “Now that the formalities are out of the way, I reckon it’s time to address my Banana Boy’s attitude adjustment.”

      Another hard gulp of air makes its way past my throat. “Oh my, okay.”

      I’ll play along. He’s certainly an incredibly direct Daddy, that’s for sure. I’d have expected a tour of his McMansion first. Possibly even a bit of foreplay in that Olympic sized swimming pool out back. Why he has a pool at all when there’s an entire ocean paces away, is honestly beyond all my poor boy comprehension. But, whatever. I’m not here to swim, as much as I am eager to feel him pound me into Wednesday morning. If it’s good enough, I’d beg him to let me stay until I’m forced to join my family on our return flight home.

      Reid obscures my vision by placing the blindfold around my head, adjusting the strap at the base of my skull. “This’ll enhance every fucking thing I do to you,” he says. “Take my hand now, boy,” he instructs, leading me through the lower level of his home.

      After a dozen paces in pitch black, he asks me to stop. A split-second later, I feel the strength of his arms sweeping my body off the floor. He proceeds to carry me up what feels like several rungs of a stairwell. I basically lost count after about six or seven, as a result of partial excitement and the rest a modicum of fear. I’ve never been blindfolded in my life. Reid doesn’t know this, but I actually hate the dark. Fuck. I still sleep with the lava lamps which Tuti and Candace gave me when I was nine or ten.

      His breaths intensify after coming to a stop at the top of the stairs. “We won’t be needing this,” he says, fussing with each button of my hibiscus patterned Hawaiian shirt. “And certainly not these either,” he grunts playfully, unzipping my jeans.

      Within another moment, he’s disrobed me entirely where all I can feel is the draft of cool air conditioning brush up against my exposed flesh. Reid’s hand adjoins with mine again, feeling the tug of him lead me farther down his hallway. A creaky door hinge practically scrapes every corner of my brain, as if he’s leading me straight into a creepy dungeon.

      For all I know, he really could be John Wayne Gacey or some shit. Fuck. And he could’ve hired someone to take my phone that was left downstairs and dump it off in the sea somewhere so Carrie would never find my last known location. “We’re gathered here today to mourn the loss of a true freak of nature, Kragen William Darling. Wherever his body may be. A son, a friend, a mediocre writer at best.” Okay man, get it together. Reid Fairchild isn’t dangerous. Stop being theatrical.

      “Just a few more steps forward and you’ll come to a stop,” Reid mumbles, pushing me at my naked waist. “Yep right there, stay here boy,” he commands.

      In a matter of moments which feel like several minutes, I hear the rustling of what sounds like chains. What the actual fuck? Run now! Don’t pass Go! Get the fuck out of here now! No sooner do I take a step back, unaware of my surroundings entirely, when Reid’s palm sinks into my shoulder blade.

      My whole body flinches at the raspy tone cloaking his voice. “What did Daddy instruct you to do, Kragen?” He asks.

      I swallow another hard gulp of air, placating my fears that this is only part of his game. Surely these are elements of the ultra-rich’s deeper sexual fantasies, because they can afford to have a whole room devoted to fulfilling their carnal thirst.

      “Do you have to chain me up?” I whimper. “Is it absolutely necessary?”

      “Banana Boy doesn’t trust Daddy?” He asks, seeming disappointed. “For this to work, I need your complete trust.”

      No, I don’t trust you completely. Why would I? Every bone in my body is screaming for me to run for the hills. But I’m stuck on an island without any way to get back to my moms and sister. Even fucking Craig can’t protect me. I might as well throw out all the rhetoric and trust him. If I were to become shark food, surely he wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of blindfolding me. Or paying for a two-thousand dollar lunch for that matter.

      A sigh falls from my lips. “Yes Daddy, I trust you,” I reply. “I want your cock inside me so bad,” I moan.

      “In due time, my boy,” he groans, gently pushing me backwards onto a padded surface which feels similar to leather.

      The coolness of this bench bites my skin as Reid wraps each of my wrists in chains, restraining me for the very first time in my life. Whatever he’s about to do to me, he’s intent on limiting my mobility. And to think all I wanted was some surfer dick. Now I get to probably experience the most pain I’ve ever felt. Certainly to hurt more than anything my young gay innocence has ever been through.

      After tethering each of my ankles, I hear him shuffling across the room. He lets out a moan as I hear fabric falling to the floor, likely his clothes. “If you absolutely must need me to stop for any reason, the safe word is ‘pineapple’ and I’ll halt whatever I’m doing.”

      That’s comforting, I guess. Short of that “Fifty Shades of Grey” movie, I never realized safe words were a thing. Honestly, neither could I have comprehended that people actually chained their sexual partners to benches with blindfolds. Seriously, I thought all this shit was exaggerated by Hollywood just to make a quick buck.

      “Okay,” I reply, nodding even though I have no idea if his back is turned to me or not.

      My hearing seems heightened to the point where I can identify the sound of a striking match. The engulfing flame drowns my eardrums as my cock twitches with each tiny spark, like he’s lighting a group of candles.

      But a moment later, I feel the sting of a flimsy switch slapping against my bare chest, causing me to wince. “Okay what?” He hollers firmly.

      “Okay Daddy?” I reply, hoping that’s the correct answer.

      “That’s my Banana Boy,” Reid praises me. “You’re gonna be the most reformed boy after tonight is over with,” he cackles. “You might even wanna come back begging for seconds, if I play my cards right,” he finishes, tugging my hardened cock with his steady grip.

      “Mmmmm,” I moan. “Oh that feels so fucking good.”

      Instantly, I feel the wetness of what could be Reid’s warm mouth wrapping around my dick. No, it’s definitely his mouth. If my cock had a nose, it might be able to smell the citrusy aroma of all the mimosas he drank at lunch. In a matter of moments, my hungry asshole responds to a slender object poking ever so slightly inside. Whatever he’s inserting, it’s lubricated by saliva or some type of slippery substance.

      “Nnnngh,” I wail at the ache fishing its way up my rectum. “Yowwww,” I wince again.

      “You like Daddy’s finger, don’t you?” He confirms what I thought might have been a digit. Fuck even two from the feel of it grazing my prostate.

      “Mmmm hmmm,” I cry with delight. “Please fuck me already,” I scream impatiently.

      Reid clicks his tongue. “Patience my boy,” he hisses, licking the base of my sac with each rub of his finger against my prostate. “We have all afternoon and a dinner before we get dressed for the club tonight.”

      Another sigh flees my erotically heightened existence. “Okay Daddy,” I oblige, squirming at each pleasure ache resulting from a much wider object being shoved into my hole. “Oooohhhhhhhh uuhhhhhhh hmmmmmmmm,” I cry, biting my bottom lip.

      The toy Reid is using feels quite longer than his fingers. Possibly a dildo of some sort. It plunges deeper, causing each of my abdominal muscles to tense up instantly.

      “Relax boy,” he groans feverishly. “Just relax.”

      As hard as it is to relax, I definitely try my best. The delightful sensation warms over my body with each rotation of the dildo, almost feeling like a ribbed condom.

      “Huhhhh,” I moan again, gritting my teeth in the process. Surely any harder and I’ll crack a fucking tooth. “I’m gonna cum, Daddy,” I whine.

      “No you’re not,” he grunts, slapping his bare palm against my ass cheek. “Not until I say you can, do you understand?”

      I nod. “I understand.”

      “Good boy,” he praises me once more, removing the object from my ass at once. “Perhaps we’ll prolong the pleasure a bit more.”

      “Holy fucking shit,” I scream, crying at the burning pain splattering from my torso down into my groin. “What the fuck is that?”

      Then it occurs to me before Reid has a chance to form another sentence. It’s those fucking candles he lit minutes ago. God fucking damn it, those burn like a bullshit.

      He snickers playfully, probably getting his rocks off because I’m squirming with each drop that lands on my naked body. “It’s nice, right?” He suggests, clicking his tongue.

      “Huhhhh,” I grimace. “It’s something alright.”

      The pain is hardly enough for me to cry ‘pineapple.’ If I’m being honest, this still feels rather vanilla. However, I couldn’t be entirely certain unless Reid were to break out a cattle prod or some super kinkier, painful shit. There’s no doubt about it, hot wax would pale in comparison to the agony of electricity. I hope he doesn’t use one of those. That’s at least a third fuckdate kind of device. If ever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      We’re approaching five in the evening, and I’ve decided to stop playing with my temporary boy. Something gives me the impression that he’s enjoying it immensely, but perhaps there’s no need to rush a good thing. I’ve teased and edged him slow enough, that he’s only slightly jutted a pool of precum here and there. Everything in my soul yearns for him to be more than temporary. I know Wade trampled on my heart, but there’s a completely different feeling about Kragen. Shit, I don’t even know his last name and he’s almost more versed about my life than I am.

      Flames engulf high up through the grate of my grill, feeling the intense heat nipping at my right arm as I flip over two slabs of beef. “Do you like a rare steak?” I ask over my shoulder, gleaming at the pretty sight poised to perfection in a patio chair. “Personally, I can’t eat anything cooked more than medium rare.”

      Kragen nods. “Rare is fine,” he shrugs, sipping a cold Diet Coke.

      I lower the grill lid, making a mental note to remove our ribeye steaks in another four minutes. Based on the sun beating directly down on his young, naked skin, it’s important that I slather a generous helping of sunscreen all over the boy. He sits comfortably amid a beach towel that’s cloaking the wrought iron chair, so I don’t unintentionally brand him with its intricate design like a cow.

      “You’re already burning to a crisp,” I groan, reaching up to a covered shelf on my patio for a bottle of sun protection. “Living here for the last ten years, I’ve built up a sort of immunity to sun exposure,” I admit, spluttering a liberal amount of cream in my palm. “But I bet being the mountain dweller that you are, you’re not accustomed to anything hotter than seventy degrees.”

      The boy shakes his head. “No, Grand Junction is a high desert of Western Colorado,” he affirms. “We’re surrounded by various mountain ranges, but we can get pretty fucking hot in the summer.”

      “High desert?” I ask as I stand behind, painting sunscreen down this sightly torso to his groin, then each thigh. “So it’s like Arizona with mountains?”

      His noggin bounces from one shoulder to the other. “Pretty much, without the tall cacti and shit.”

      I want to know how he affords to support himself, if he’s the philanthropist he claims to be. His mothers seem hardly fortunate enough to afford his sister’s destination wedding, so he can’t come from an abundance of money. Is there something he isn’t telling me? Is he actually a famous author and just concealing his identity? I don’t read as much as I probably should. If I had enough time on my hands, I might try to do more of it.

      Kragen leans forward so I can spread more cream evenly down his backside. “So how does my Banana Boy afford to meet his basic needs, if I may ask?”

      He sighs, almost as if I’m prodding. It’s none of my business, but it kind of is. I’m Reid fucking Fairchild after all. Immune to the sun’s violence, yet vulnerable to be taken advantage of by basically anyone off the street.

      “I’m not rich by any stretch,” he claims. “I write for a syndicate in North America, it’s really boring stuff,” he coughs, moaning as my hands sink into both sides of his neck. “That feels so nice.”

      “You’re so young still, Kragen,” I mutter softly. “You have your whole life yet to earn a nice living,” I add, massaging away each shred of his tension. “Unless Banana Boy wanted to come let Daddy spoil him rotten.”

      Why did I say that? God damn it, Reid. I can’t put all my trust in someone who I’ve basically known for less than twenty-four hours. But my conscience can’t keep up with my heart, and this achy longing to have a constant warm body in bed with me every single night. Someone to hold and never relent from my grasp ever again. A boy I can shape into a respectable man in society, to pass on my family’s legacy should something God forbid ever happen to me.

      Kragen turns around, meeting my muggy stare. “You’re fucking kidding, right?”

      My head staggers intently. “Not necessarily,” I counter. “I’ve been looking for some sort of longevity ever since⁠—”

      He interrupts me. “Ever since Wade Learn fucked every guy in the state of Hawaii?”

      “Bingo,” I reply. “You practically know more about me than even I do, yet I don’t even know your last name.”

      An awkward moment of silence endures, meanwhile, loud sizzling sounds from across the patio remind me that I’m probably burning our steaks to a charred mess. “Fuck, our steaks!” I shriek, completely questioning why I let Luka have the weekend off. Maybe I am the pretentious pretty boy society takes me for.
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        * * *

      

      “It’s Darling,” Kragen blurts, shoveling a forkful of leftover potato salad my chef made three nights ago.

      I finish slurping down a swig of my Diet Coke. “What’s darling?” I ask with a raised brow. “Your pretty face, right?”

      Kragen blushes. “No no, my last name is Darling,” he says, reminding me that I asked several minutes ago.

      Such a pretty name. Now I want to ask if he’s willing to trade. Fairchild sounds every bit as spoiled as he perceives. Though I hope his sentiments have evolved after a more refined understanding of who I really am. Maybe I haven’t reformed him quite enough to make him see the real me.

      “I love that name, boy,” I admit, tenderly caressing his arm. “Sounds way better than mine.”

      He smirks. “Yeah Fairchild is definitely a pretentious sounding name.”

      My middle finger and thumb flick a brazen pop into his jowl.

      “Owww,” the boy flinches with a grimace. “What was that for?”

      I look him square in the eyes. “That was for being a little shit, boy,” I chide playfully, surely feeding my Daddy instincts more than I care to admit. “If you plan on hanging out with Daddy this weekend, you’re gonna learn a bit of respect, young man.”

      Kragen shoots a discerning look straight into my soul. “I could stay with you until Wednesday morning,” he says, looking over to the door. “I gotta piss something fierce, where’s the bathroom?”

      “Down the hall past the maid’s quarters and to the left,” I instruct him, pointing randomly in no particular direction of accuracy. “Speaking of, it’s almost Golden Hour and we need to get dressed for the club soon.”
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        * * *

      

      Thanks to my spotty brain, I completely spaced that there were still a few outfits of Wade’s in his corner wardrobe of the dressing room. Since Kragen’s wrinkly clothes have been scattered around the floor of my upper hallway for hours, there’s no way in a Hawaiian hell that I’d force my arm candy to look like a disheveled beach bum. This being Hawaii and all, there’s bound to be at least one of those tonight anyhow.

      “Oooh this is perfect, you think?” I announce over my shoulder, holding up a silky light blue button down with a banana pattern.

      Kragen grimaces. “Banana’s, seriously?” He asks, bashfully covering both eyes. “Is this because you’ve called me ‘Banana Boy’ a million times today?”

      I click my tongue. “Perhaps,” I retort. “If the shoe fits, boy,” I grunt.

      Ideally, I see him strutting into the club around my arm with this shirt half-buttoned, and a pair of seafoam green chino’s. A small yellow ascot loosely tied around his incredibly ample neck, with a pair of round blue mirrored sunglasses. We couldn’t be any luckier that he and Wade are the exact same size, because I have zero time to go shopping. And nothing would get my cock hard fast enough. Eat your hearts out fellas, this is my darling boy. Literally.

      I summon the boy over to me with two fingers, so I can hold the shirt up to him in front of a full-length mirror. He saunters hesitantly with what seems like a permanent look of uncertainty. My enlivened dick hardens at the mere sight of Kragen behind this piece of luxury garb.

      “I don’t know,” he whimpers. “It’s a little flashy and one-hundred percent not me at all,” he clarifies. “Ever since K-Mart shut down, I’ve been sporting clothes from JCPenney.”

      My head wavers, ravenous to see him dressed to the fucking nines. “This is Dolce & Gabbana, boy,” I affirm. “You’re gonna cause so much envy with my arm around your shoulders,” I add, clicking my tongue. “Why not put the final nail in that coffin and dress you pretty?”

      Kragen shamefully shakes his head. “The state of Michigan begs to differ,” he counters. “My everlasting stain right here has cursed me with a lifetime of ugliness.”

      The fuck it does, boy. You’re beautiful. Absolutely stunning in my eyes, and I want the day to come very soon that you believe it for yourself. What is it gonna take for me to make him realize he’s incredibly sexy? He might be a bit on the mouthy side. What boy isn’t? But his heart is so unadulterated, making him the most charming boy I’ve probably ever met.

      Instinctively, my hand slaps his bare ass cheeks with a medium level of force. “Say that again and you’re gonna get my special paddle,” I hiss. “Kragen, you’re one of the most beautiful boys I’ve ever met in my life,” I add, the curl of my finger meeting the smooth flesh under his chin. “What can Daddy do to make you realize this for yourself?”

      His eyes swell to the size of melons, as that hazel-green sea drowns both of those lithe pupils. “You honestly mean that, Reid?” He replies, a tinge of doubt in the crack of his voice.

      I raise an eyebrow. “What did I tell you to call me, little boy?”

      Kragen grimaces. “Daddy,” he corrects himself. “Sorry, I’ll remember next time.”

      “That’s better, my Banana Boy,” I reply, narrowing my sight to look straight into his pure soul. “Daddy appreciates a well behaved boy.”

      He smirks, tilting his head. “If you insist on calling me ‘Banana Boy,’ then I get to call you ‘Island Daddy’ or some shit.”

      Or some shit? Based on the numerous times he’s said that all day, I gather it’s something he says frequently. So I shouldn’t be offended by the comparison to a pile of excrement. In all honesty, it’s just one more endearing thing among many which I find attractive about Kragen Darling. But I like this exchange of pet names already. For a fuckboy, he’s certainly keen on establishing an extra layer of rapport. Any other Grindr hookup rarely goes beyond a first name.

      “Since that’s my name on Grindr, I could get used to hearing it all the time,” I admit, smoothing my thumb over his beautiful birthmark. “Doesn’t it have a nice ring to it?”

      Kragen coughs. “I could get used to someone who doesn’t flinch every time they see my forehead.”

      “Deal,” I affirm, vowing that if we continue beyond a seventy-hour situationship, I’ll let him call me whatever the fuck he wants if I worship his beauty. “You can call me whatever variation of ‘Daddy’ that you desire if I get to adore God’s masterpiece.”

      The boys fingers travel up my left arm, stopping at the crook of my neck. “I really lik—” he starts to say something to the effect of liking me, but stops to break our stare.

      “No no,” I say, shaking my head. “I expect you to be honest, Kragen,” I add, pinching his chin to look him square in the eye. “If you wanna earn Daddy’s cock, I expect a deep level of trust between the two of us.”

      He swallows hard, gravely staring back. “Okay Daddy,” he nods. “I was gonna say that I really like you.”

      I remove the shirt from its hanger, then slip Kragen’s arms into each short sleeve. My twitchy cock couldn’t be any more excited as I admire his beautiful body through the mirror. It thuds hungrily with each button I fasten from around his torso.

      “I think I wanna leave these top few buttons undone, just to drive all the gay men nuts tonight,” I admit with a snarl, quickly retrieving a pair of Wade’s old shorts in the color I already determined.

      “My Island Daddy is notorious for getting his way,” he replies, stepping one leg into the shorts at a time. “The whole world knows this.”

      Fucking ouch. He’s not wrong though, so I can’t possibly come back with a rebuttal to the God’s honest truth. He and I have had two very different upbringings. Most would call it a case of silver spoon syndrome, whereas he’s probably needed to earn everything he’s ever had. If there is some chance that he becomes my boy, I’ll see to spoiling him right up until one of us dies. Hopefully not for decades upon decades.

      I click my tongue. “Banana Boy has Island Daddy’s number, doesn’t he?” I reply, shooting a mischievous wink. “So,” I add, trotting across the dressing room where I have various scarves and ascots. “Come here.”

      Kragen joins me, smirking the whole time I tie a thin yellow ascot into a loose knot. “Don’t you think this is a bit—umm—gay—” He stammers, scratching the back of his scalp.

      My eyes blink forthrightly. “And your point?” I reply with another raised brow. “You deserve to look like a trillion bucks, little boy.”

      We spend the rest of another half hour deciding whether he wants to wear his flip flops or one of the incredibly few pairs of Wade’s shoes. My Banana Boy says he isn’t too keen on dancing, but that if I pump him full of enough cocktails, he’d probably own the dance floor. With his safety at the forefront of my mind, naturally I recommend a pair of shoes which will remain secure on both of his pretty feet. In fact, I haven’t seen any sexier feet in my life.

      Downstairs, Kragen helps me clear the patio table of our dirty dishes. Kaimana will wash them when she returns at some point tomorrow. Or Monday. Who the fuck cares? I wouldn’t bat an eye if she waited until Tuesday. The possibility of Kragen remaining my companion until early Wednesday morning has a certain pull. Perhaps I’ll text her to ask if she’d be willing to stay with her daughter until then. We can fend for ourselves. Or rather, I can fend for the both of us that is.

      The boy collects his wallet and phone, before following me out my back entrance. Technically, The Twisted Nip is in Waihee-Waiehu, and I’ll be driving the boy there in my Maserati Levante. But there’s one sight I want him to witness, if he hasn’t yet since his trip started earlier in the week. Or at least his first time viewing it with me. Golden Hour is merely moments away as I lead him down to my private stretch of beach.

      “You’re absolutely gonna die seeing this,” I gush, his hand tightly intertwined with mine. “This might be one of the daily reminders I get, which make me feel grateful that I live in paradise.”

      Kragen mutters softly as we approach the shore. “You mean Golden Hour?” He says. “I saw it Thursday night,” he admits, nudging closer to me. “But seeing it with my Island Daddy makes this a unique experience entirely.”

      Literally a few seconds after his response, the sun’s farewell hits at precisely the right angle. My private waters evolve to a translucent hue of blue and green, opening the chasm to a visible ocean floor. Meanwhile, an orange-pink sky swallows my moment with Kragen Darling. I lean forward, licking the ridges of his perfect smile as he caresses my ass. If taming my excited cock has been challenging all goddamn day, asking it to behave for just another few hours seems impossible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Of all the fucking guys in Hawaii that I could’ve met on Grindr, it had to be Reid ‘Eddie’ Fairchild. Despite his level of enchantment, I’m having a difficult time balancing the definitions of morality. Obviously, snooping into somebody’s private business isn’t incredibly honest. It’s hardly moral, but I have to eat. Or at least help Tuti and Candace with the monthly grocery bill as much as possible. Yet, asking my heart to fall for a man rich enough to spoil me with expensive meals every night for a hundred years, isn’t easy either. This is so misrepresented by Hollywood.

      Golden Hour with my ‘Island Daddy’ has been the most stimulating experience I’ve had thus far in Hawaii. Okay, maybe it should be letting him restrain me by chains, while he ass fucks me with a dildo girthier than a Cypress tree. Or perhaps the level of thrill I felt when Reid poured hot candlewax all over my naked body, allowing it to cool gently within seconds after screaming in pure terror. Either way, my first vacation in paradise pales in comparison to any I’ve taken elsewhere.

      “I’m telling you,” I blurt throughout the front seat of Reid’s luxury car. Only one of three that is. “If I’m expected to shake my groove thang, you’re gonna be paying quite a liquor tab at the end of the night.”

      Reid pulls his attention from the road for a brief moment, smirking with his usual devilish charm. “I don’t ever have to pay for my drinks at this particular place,” he boasts, somehow assuaging my preconception which despises entitled fuckers like him. “But I’d drop a hundred grand on the most expensive drinks just to have one dance with Banana Boy.”

      Of course he doesn’t have to pay for his beverages. However, that last remark is a pillow to my heavy heart, tarnished by the Sophie’s choice I’ve been battling all day. He’s whisking me across the island of Maui to a hot nightclub, apparently owned by a close personal friend. Which might explain his pardoned credit card. My sights set out ahead of the car, captivated by an early preview of twilight on this particular island. Honestly, it looks the same on Oahu.

      My phone buzzes with an incoming message. I fully expect it to be from Carrie, asking if I’m still breathing or to send two thumbs up emojis if I need her to task the whole of Hawaii Army National Guard with a rescue mission. Yet I’m surprised to see a text from Allen, my boss in Denver.

      
        
          
            
              
        I need a status report, Darling. Have you uncovered any details yet?

      

      

      

      

      

      His assumption that I’ve cracked the source code of some large web of secrets within two days is unrealistic. However, I can’t say it catches me by total surprise. This is very much an Allen Downing type of behavior. The same man that said if I didn’t start proving my worth with this assignment, he’d give the prospect of my promotion to a more deserving colleague. And I’d be seeing my final paycheck before I made it safely back to Colorado.

      Surprising for being rich and famous, but another few minutes of Reid’s careful driving has us in the parking lot of his friend’s nightclub. The Twisted Nip seems to be a cool place. There’s no way this kind of a flashy establishment would be found within the city limits of an area like Grand Junction, Colorado. Not since the gun toting hordes of homophobes hail to their certain Queen Brat at the nation’s capitol.

      “You ready, my gorgeous Banana Boy?” Reid asks, reaching down to help me out of the passenger seat like a gentleman.

      Another painful grimace strikes my face. “I guess so, Daddy,” I admit, fully cognizant that people inside are going to immediately judge me by my birthmark.

      His eyes narrow intently with a degree of certitude painting his demeanor. “And if anyone even looks at you wrong, Daddy will knock them out cold.”

      That reply placates my worry, if even a little. “You will?”

      “Of course,” he laughs, pushing the passenger door shut. “I can post bail.”

      My Island Daddy escorts me through a door, outlined by a thin tube of neon pink. The music inside is loud, instantly piercing my eardrums. If it weren’t for having a sight for sore eyes around my shoulders, I’d probably choose to leave. Reid nudges me through a coat room to the main club area, where this music is even a few decibels louder than the entrance.

      Reid leans into my left ear. “We’ll get a nice cocktail in you soon enough, boy,” he assures me, seemingly quite intent on a dance show tonight. Even if it takes twelve. “But first I need to make my rounds.”

      This must be part of the expectation being someone of his stature. He shouts across the room, garnering the attention of a Hawaiian native fella. “Keone!”

      The man shuffles ten paces towards us, donning a big, friendly grin. He’s a fluffier dude, apparently brimming with hospitality and kindness. “Reid,” Keone says, reaching for Daddy’s shoulder. “Who’s this handsome kāne you’ve got here?” He asks, winking.

      Reid grips both of my shoulders, slightly pushing me forward. “This boy hails from Colorado,” he affirms, as if he’s proud that I come from the most boring state. “Meet Kragen Darling,” he adds, shouting into my ear. “This is my friend Keone Kelekolio.”

      Keone smiles again. “Welcome to my club, Kragen,” he says. “It’s nice to meet you.”

      Reid wraps a short conversation with the owner before passing me here and there. I’ve already met ten of his friends by the time we reach the bar. Speaking of, the bartender is pouring drinks at a rapid pace, with a large tank stocked with dozens of tropical fish in the background. He looks up into our direction, pushing his chin up in the air like the island jock that he probably is.

      “What’s up, Lance?” Reid asks, showing me off like a prized bull at the Mesa County Fair. “This is my—” he pauses. “My friend, Kragen.”

      Lance repeats his groovy chin maneuver. “Sup Kragen, what can I pour you fellas?”

      My limited knowledge of alcohol seems embarrassing in front of a for all intents and purposes, mixologist. And of course my Island Daddy who’s probably had every cocktail under the sun at least once. I scratch my head, trying to place a finger on what I’d like to drink. Mai Tai’s are probably so cliché that I’d be shown the door just by requesting one.

      “What do you like to make, Lance?” I ask, leaving my drink of choice up to chance or some shit.

      The bartender’s eyes liven. “Mmmmm, you’ve brought me a virgin tonight, Reid,” he giggles. “I’ll make you an Aunt Roberta,” he proclaims.

      Daddy’s immediate shift in tone couldn’t catch me more off-guard. Something he does frequently, honestly. Is he bipolar?

      “The fuck you will,” Reid hisses. “Maybe something a bit milder?”

      Finally, there is one drink name which I’ve seen on the web but never tried. “I’ll try a Kula Negroni, I suppose.”

      Reid’s warm breath bounces off my right earlobe. “Are you sure, boy?”

      “You bet,” I assure him, unaware what it tastes like. But if it’s Hawaiian, it has to be tropical, right? “I’m seriously thirsty, Daddy,” I whisper back, tickling his balls from under the bar.

      If secretly teasing his cock in public doesn’t let me get away with murder, then I don’t know what will.
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        * * *

      

      Three of those bad boys later has the Earth spinning ever so slightly. I’m elated as all fuck, which means I might have it in me to sneak a peek into Reid’s phone. I’m still here on a mission after all, and this honestly wouldn’t have been as easy had I walked into his corporate office on Monday morning.

      He glances at me over his shoulder, winking with a neon blue glint at the corner of his left eye. “Are you okay, Banana Boy?”

      I nod, grinning auspiciously. “Yep, after I take a leak you might just get that dance.”

      “Fantastic,” he replies, catching the attention of yet one more person he knows four tables across from ours. “Sammy!” He shouts, rising from his stool to totter away. Perfect opportunity, dude.

      In a fell swoop, I swipe his device from the surface. Shuffling towards the marked bathrooms couldn’t have me feeling any seedier. Reid Fairchild is textbook definition ‘gay Daddy Dom’ with a deeper heart than I’d ever imagined. The truth each gossip publication claims to write about him are ultimately false.

      Yeah, so maybe I could instill a bit more genuine philanthropy into his spirit. But he’s not the heartless bastard half of America takes him for. And I’m trying to help expose secrets about his company, that I doubt he even fully comprehends the ramifications of what something like a Ponzi scheme would bring him.

      The bathroom is so bright, I require a few moments to gather my faculties at the sink. A few splashes of water into my face give hope to a less rotational planet. At least for a few minutes. This is yet one more reason I don’t drink often. Here I am the least bit tipsy, yet I’ve consumed more alcohol in one day than I have since my birthday. Fumbling with Reid’s phone is no difficult task, as my vision is hardly impaired. But the passcode he’s enabled will prove a challenge.

      If I were him, I’d have some secret word spelled out with the numerical keypad. Instinctively or whatever, my mind immediately goes to how he referred to his dog earlier today. “My Nani is harmless… my nani. My. Nani.” Thanks to Momma’s psychic powers probably rubbing off on me, the thought occurs that I should spell out 6-9-6-2-6-4. By George, Reid’s phone unlocks in a matter of two milliseconds. I must thank Tuti later for unknowingly bestowing such a superpower on me.

      Now the next hurdle isn’t so reliant on extra sensory gifts. I must scrape my brain to find what folder or app or some shit which would provide me any kind of clue as a jumping off point. This feels dirty and I don’t like it. What am I doing? I can’t destroy my Island Daddy. No sooner do I finish fighting my conscience, when my magical fingers thumb through his many panels of apps. To my surprise, there’s an inconspicuously untitled app icon with the Fairchild Hotel & Resorts logo. If I were holding proprietary information, surely it would be something like this.

      I tap the icon, tilting my head in the process. His device seems to be secretly scanning my retinas or something fucking covert like that. A black dialogue box pops up a moment later, something entirely unfamiliar to Apple Devices. The screen to display next in an old analog style font asks for another passcode. Surely it’s not ‘mynani’ again. Though, I try it anyhow because I have no other options.

      Nothing. Not a damn thing. I’m at a loss for what else to try. The message blinking underneath the passcode field reads—2 attempts remaining. So for all I know, guessing wrong two more times will alert the top security officials within his company. Then ultimately Reid would find out someone was fucking with his phone. And since I’m the only person who’s been around him today, I’d be immediately painted suspect numero uno.

      Rather than ruin my chances at finding the information I need to appease Allen, my decision is simply to dig for another clue which will pass me through the digital gatekeeper. It’s a challenge requiring more time than I have tonight. The pressure my boss has me under is enough to make me urp all over this shiny floor. No Kragen, you’re drunk. Since I’ve wasted enough time in here, I must find my way back to our table. All the while devising a strategy of making Daddy Reid feel like he’s lost his phone somewhere.

      No sooner do I slide the stolen device in my back pocket, when I hear the bathroom door creaking open. That was a close call, dude. The look on Reid’s face, however, is of a completely new brand than anything previously today. Does he know I took it? I swear there’s no way he could.

      “There you are, my Darling,” he flutters his eyelashes, not as drunk as me but definitely buzzed. “For a minute there, I thought I’d lost you—” he pauses, scratching the base of his skull. “Right along with my phone.”

      My head jitters from side to side. “You lost your phone?”

      “Yeah apparently I did,” he gasps, scanning the bathroom as if he’s been in here tonight and he hasn’t.

      A crack in my voice cloaks an incredibly nervous reply. “I bet Lance might’ve seen you leave it at the bar and is just waiting for you to go grab it.”

      Reid’s gaze constricts. “You know what my Banana Boy,” he says, his forefinger pointing up. “You could be right.”

      Daddy helps keep me steady as we leave the bathroom. Thank fuck it’s dark as shit out here, because there’s no way he’d see the outline of his device in the back pocket of these shorts. Of course phones have to be the size of a portable television in this day and age.

      “You stay right here,” he hollers directly into my left ear, helping my drunk ass up onto the stool. “I bet Lance rescued my phone.”

      Daddy Reid leaves a moment later, affording me precisely two minutes to stage a fall to the floor Humpty Dumpty style. Which surely won’t be as hard as I imagine, since I’m practically a teetotaler. Three cocktails has me three sheets to the wind entirely. I slip off the stool gingerly, paying careful attention to preserving the excellent condition of this shirt which likely costed a couple grand. Meanwhile, I reach back to retrieve the phone, intent on positioning it a few inches away from where his feet would have been.

      “Kragen!” Reid’s voice bellows from behind me. “What are you doing down there?”

      Surely he didn’t see me fake fall. And certainly not watch me reach around for the device I’ve had in my back pocket this whole time.

      I twist my head, glancing straight up into his judicious gaze. “I fell over,” I shout, bold-faced lying to the man who earlier insisted that I be completely honest with him. “The good news, is I found your phone,” I add, hoisting it up towards him. “The bad news, it’s about to get vomit—” my words falter with another wave of nausea, a flood of sick propelling from my mouth in the process.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      This boy is stealing every part of me which avowed to never touch a younger man again. Honestly, I’m wondering what I’ve done to him. I know earlier today, Kragen told me that he isn’t fond of drinking too often. Yet at the same time, I’ve just let him consume three Kula Negroni’s as if they aren’t incredibly heavy on the ethanol. My Daddy traits were quick to give him what he wanted, totally ignoring the consequences which would surely follow.

      Now an hour after finding him throwing up beneath the table, we’re sitting next to one another in a booth at an all-night pancake house. Seriously, our server Linae couldn’t be any more the spitting image of that friendly diner owner in “50 First Dates.”

      “Does na hoola’i need more coffee?” She asks, bent forward with a fresh pot.

      I nod in agreement, even though my Banana Boy’s still a bit fuzzy headed. “That would be terrific, thank you.”

      Hot steam wafts past Kragen’s beautifully tuckered face as he leans up against my torso, my left arm wrapped gently around him. Linae leaves the table, affording me a moment of quiet before the boy jolts awake from his latest time travel. I’m not even kidding. He’s such a lightweight with alcohol, that I’m honestly surprised his three mimosa’s didn’t buzz him into oblivion.

      I withdraw my phone from a side pocket, thanking all fuck that I didn’t lose it. My tendency to lose devices ranks somewhere high enough where I always keep a brand new one on standby. There’s a text from Veronica which seems to have been burning my lock screen for the last forty minutes.

      
        
          
            
              
        Whatever you do, definitely DON’T go to the Sploosh website.

      

      

      

      

      

      Well I’m not certain what kind of man she takes me for. I don’t pay her to boss me around. Furthermore, the natural thing someone’s going to do when told not to do something, is ignore the other’s instructions entirely. I prepare my gut for the assault of what new truth they’ve spun into their web of lies. Though I grit my teeth immediately after seeing a picture plastered across the front page of their site.

      Who the fuck do they think they are? How’d they get this photo?

      I shouldn’t be surprised that the paparazzi have somehow found a way to bypass my security apparently weaker than Area fucking 51. What I am shocked to see, however, is the orangish-pink hues swallowing a clearly visible candid of Kragen kissing me at Golden Hour. The headline to raze me is perhaps the most upsetting part to this.

      
        
        FAIR-CHILD? HAWAIIAN PRETTY BOY FINDING HIS LATEST YOUNG VICTIM, HARDLY APPEARS OLD ENOUGH TO VOTE

      

      

      If Kragen’s head weren’t pressed firmly into my pancreas right now, I’d be jumping straight out of this booth losing my utter shit all over the dining area of Makai Palaoa. But I’m not about to alarm the beautiful beast tucked under Daddy’s arm. This photograph, surely already surfacing each five-billion Facebook feeds, is damaging Kragen Darling’s life as it is. Fuck my own image. I’m so used to this shit, that if there comes a day where I’m not being ridiculed by the rags, I’ll consider it a miracle.

      Apparently I’m enraged enough where the poor boy is coming alive, wiping at the exhaustion to plague his hazel oceanic wonders. I turn my phone off at once, because he doesn’t need to see this. So long as I can get him to avoid tapping any of his social media icons for the next twenty-four hours, it’ll be so far buried under tomorrow’s bullshit that he may never see it. Guess I’ll have to fuck the curiosity straight from his essence until then.

      “Did my Banana Boy have a nice jump back in time?” I ask, using humor to cloak my fury.

      He nods, reaching for his coffee mug with a confused look catching my gaze. “What do you mean?”

      “You’re drunker than a leprechaun in March, little boy,” I grin, helping scoot the creamer within his grasp. “So when someone is passed out after drinking, it’s a lighthearted way of telling them they’re falling asleep at random.”

      Kragen’s forehead scrunches, giving the state of Michigan adorable little love handles. “I’ve never heard of that before,” he grins. “But it shouldn’t surprise you because I’m such a fucking teetotaler.”

      A grunt rustles the back of my throat. “Kragen,” I growl. “What did we say about foul language when we’re in public places?” I ask, my right brow higher than the moon outside.

      He grimaces. “Sorry Daddy, I forgot,” he says. “Guess you haven’t reformed me quite enough tonight after all.”

      Fucking growl. Just you wait your pretty little head, we’ll be back home soon enough my darling.

      “Your wish is my command, if you finish the last two bites of your pancakes,” I reply, enticing him with a raised forkful up to his lips. “Open sesame, Banana Boy.”

      His eyes flutter, staring straight into my soul. “You promise?”

      I lean into his right shoulder, whispering ever so slightly. “One more bite and you’ll have earned my cock in that tight hole of yours,” I mutter, casually sliding my hand between his thighs.

      Kragen shivers at my touch. “Just no electricity,” he winces. “The candlewax was enough for me for the time being.”

      “No, little boy,” I reply, shaking my head. “That room is for play,” I add, licking his earlobe. “My bed is for a far more tender romance.”

      He takes his last bite, appeasing every shred of my Daddy instincts. The electric sensations buzzing up and down this boy’s spine is so intense, Maui could practically break out into a 4.1 magnitude earthquake. My palm can feel his cock feverishly twitching underneath the seafoam green chino shorts. I push him gently, signaling that he rise from the booth. A Benjamin falls to the table’s surface before my hand clutches with Kragen’s.

      “Come now my darling,” I wink over my shoulder, studying the greyish-green hue reeling my spirit in closer. “Once you’re in my huge bed, you’re gonna never wanna leave it.”
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        * * *

      

      Driving Banana Boy back to my Maui residence didn’t take too long. But to the little time traveler, I’m sure it felt like an eternity. For the most part, he’s sobered up now. When I was eighteen, going out to parties because I didn’t have structure or rules, this brat right here learned quick that coffee is the ticket to bouncing back from the wrangle of liquor.

      I’m in the master bathroom, applying a thin layer of face cream which costs more than Kragen probably earns in a year. And I don’t know why for, if other than out of pure habit. Surely the boy’s spunk will have iced my face like a fucking cupcake here in about twenty minutes. An hour tops if I take it nice and slow. But it’s been a decent length of time since Mt. Reidvius has tarnished the lands of its Alaskan King sized bed with molten lava.

      “You’re sexy as ever, Kragen fucking Darling,” I admire him, sauntering quickly to the side of the bed closest to my bathroom.

      The fervorous smile beaming from his cheeks is all the tacit approval I technically need. But I’m nothing if not a morally adept Daddy. Before my hungry cock plunges his ass to mine for a diamond amidst his beautiful soul, I need his express permission.

      “Kragen,” I mutter close to his left ear, teasing it with the tip of my tongue. “Are you sure you want Daddy’s volcanic cock?” I ask, gliding my hand down his naked torso until he moans at my palm grazing his dick. “Because once I get started, it’ll be like a jackhammer on the streets of Chicago.”

      “Yes Daddy,” he whimpers. “I want you to fuck me into oblivion.”

      I click my tongue. “You’re definitely a famous author and just scared to admit such a brilliant vocabulary,” I tease him, narrowing my eyes amidst the sea of dim lights above us. Just bright enough to catch a glimpse of the luminant speck in the corner of what are now patches of grass doused with honey.

      Kragen grabs my hand, raises it to his lips before licking my fingers. “Mmmm sweet like pineapple,” he notes. “I’m partial to yellow fruits,” he winks, dragging my fingers down to his hole.

      When he urges my forefinger inside his ass, I lower my head down to suck on his twitching cock. It’s nice and salted, after a day’s worth of building up quite the sweat. I bob my head up and down, his dick brushing up into the sides of my mouth with each plunge. All the while, my finger dives deeper to give his prostate a second massage for the day. Almost instantly, a teardrop of precum can be tasted on my tongue. He’s good and fucking ready. I’d better slow down so we can truly savor this moment.

      “Fuck me already,” he whines, grabbing the back of my head with both hands. “Oh you feel so good, Daddy Reid,” a short whistle escaping his clenched teeth when I look up to see that youthful face wincing in utter delight.

      “No no no,” I shake my head, licking more drips of precum from the tip of his willing cock. “My Banana Boy needs to learn a little patience,” I assert, slapping my palm into his naked abdomen. “Slow and steady wins the race in this ka hale.”

      Since I’ve stretched his hole earlier with a nine inch dildo, his aching cavity is far more eager to feel me inside him. I roll over to the bedstand quickly, retrieving a fresh condom from the top drawer. It slides over my dick like a plush tube sock on silky smooth feet. A grunt escapes my throat, as the intensity shooting down my spine can hardly wait to dive deep and hard in this boy. So much more well behaved since his punishment this afternoon, if I may say so myself.

      However, to prolong both our pleasures, I smother my face with his plump ass cheeks for some natural lubrication. My tongue slithers the circumference of his hole, hearing the boy moan pleasurably at the smooth sensations. Rimming is one of my favorite activities, and nothing is quite as sexy. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea.

      But fuck them. I’m Reid Eddie Fairchild and I march to the beat of my own drum. Interests aside, I’m quite good at it. If I’d ever had to work a day in my life, the special skills on my resume damn well could’ve read—gives great rim jobs and willing to prove it.

      “Oh Daddy,” he whinnies. “Ohhh my fucking God that’s impressively delightful, don’t stop,” he cries more, his thighs spasming in excitement.

      “You like this don’t you, boy?” I ask, knowing full well his answer is an agreement.

      “Mmmmm hmmmm,” he admires my skill. “It feels so good.”

      My hands spread his cheeks apart so I can get in there deeper. All the while, his moans intensify into wails. Kragen writhes among the sheets, grunting ferociously. As if I’m the big, bad wolf huffing and puffing, about to blow his fucking shack down. It’s been a while little boy, I just might bring this hut to its demise by the time I’m done with you.

      I’ve lubricated every bit I can, icing his hole with my tongue like a birthday cake. I scoot off to the edge of the bed, moaning mildly as my arms yank him by his legs. The boy’s eyes roll to the back of his head, as I position his willing ass on the ledge of my mattress. Kragen whines the minute my dick slides past his entry. Meanwhile, my head pushes back with a certain savagery.

      “Oh my God,” I huff. “Uhhhhh you’re quite the trooper indeed,” I whine, prodding deeper and harder. Each plunge into his cave is like the promise of unearthing a diamond with one more inch farther.

      “Nnnngggh hmmmmmm,” he moans, gritting his teeth. “Keep going,” he shrieks. “So much harder,” he commands, making me question who the Alpha really is in this scenario.

      I slap his ass cheeks with a degree of force. “No no, little boy,” I thunder playfully. “Daddy is the boss here,” I add, pumping his cock with my palm. “You’re still required to use your manners.”

      Kragen grimaces. “Yes Daddy,” he gleams pleasurably up into my sweaty forehead. “Please go harder and harder.”

      “That’s better, my little Banana Boy,” I grunt, diving deeper and faster at his pleasant behest. “Ohhh yeah baby,” I shriek, feeling the euphoria rushing from my balls straight through to the tip of my cock. “Unnngghhhhhh.”

      “Are you gonna cum, Daddy?” He asks, wincing from every bit of pain I’m inflicting on his ass. “Take your condom off and breed me.”

      I click my tongue. “Not tonight, my boy,” I shake my head, glowering at his beauty sprawled out over my bedspread. “Safety first,” I add, prodding him even harder as beads of sweat rain from my hairline. “Only when we’re more acquainted, alright?” I offer a wink, feverishly panting before pulling out from his ass.

      Kragen wails so loud, I’m sure my Nani downstairs is about to come to the rescue as if I’m on the precipice of danger. My cock throbs unrelentingly, yet it’s a Daddy’s prerogative to let their boys release first. There’s no hard and fast rule about it, I’ve just always followed this code. Their satisfaction is my guarantee. His dick spasms with each graze of my palm, begging me to lean in and suck him to completion.

      “Oh fuck oh God, Dadddddy,” he shudders intensely. “I’m all—mosstt—thheee—rrrrreee,” his pain filled cry flounders around the room.

      The throbbing endures, meanwhile I continue swirling my tongue around each inch of his girthy gift. A split-second later, Kragen’s legs buckle vehemently as if the dam is about to burst. Sure enough, a moment later, throngs of warm seed shoot straight to the back of my throat.

      My Banana Boy pants, all the while pools of sweat pour from his flushed visage. “Mmmmmm ahhhhhhh yeeeeeeeee,” he yips. “Fuuuckk oh fuck fuck fuck.”

      Several bursts, one after the other, continue painting my face like fucking Picasso. His sweet release juts every which way, even splattering all over his naked torso. It takes everything in me to keep from crying pleasurably, while I continue pumping my cock. In a moment, my head pushes back in delight at the euphoria.

      “Cum, Daddy Reid,” Kragen cheers me on zealously, his leg caressing the side of mine to help get the job done. “I wanna taste that tropical paradise brewing in those swollen balls,” he adds, thirstily licking his lips like Hannibal Lecter at his table full of dinner guests.

      In no time, thick ropes of cum propel from my tip. The molten magma lurches over Kragen’s groin, mixing in with the small pools of his own seed.

      “Ahhhhh uhhhh huhhhhh,” I huff ravenously. “Jesus Christ, boy,” a gale of wind wisps from my lungs, as I shake the short, sweaty strands of hair from my forehead.

      “That’s what I’m talking about,” he grins. “Daddy’s been holding quite the load, hasn’t he?”

      My sticky assault persists, staining the bedspread with little drops of my goodness. “Goddamn, Kragen,” I sigh deeply, hovering over his body with my willing tongue sticking out.

      I lap up as much of our love cocktail from his salty flesh. All the while trying to avoid swallowing even a drop until I’ve fed my boy first, like a respectful Daddy does. The grin washing his face is every bit charming as it is fucking sexy.

      “Don’t make a boy starve, Daddy,” he whimpers playfully. “I might just wither away.”

      “Open sesame,” I mumble, preparing to pass him a generous swath of our sweet nectar. “Mmmmmm,” I add, using my tongue to ensure not a single drop is wasted down his chin.

      Kragen rolls his eyes back, in one-hundred percent approval. “You’re fucking incredible, Daddy,” he pants, raising his thumb to keep a small dribble of our cum from absconding my chin. “Enchanting as all fuck, I tell ya.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Bright splinters of light penetrate my vision as I wake from what seems like the deepest sleep I’ve probably ever had in my life. Suffice it to say, this certainly hasn’t gone without the world’s most comfortable mattress. Daddy Reid is so right. I’m quite sure I never want to leave this cloud ever again. A large shiny mirror affixed to the bed canopy surprises each of my senses as I come alive.

      Several moments pass by, as I stare up into our echo bouncing down on me. Slowly wriggling my body under Reid’s heavily draped arm in the process. The movement makes me feel as if I need to ralph, kind of like I’ve drank an entire bottle of whiskey or something noxious.

      The shit thing is I can’t seem to remember what I fucking drank last night at all. Three pineapple mimosas at lunchtime, a Diet Coke with our steak dinner, and apparently a vat of poison sometime between Daddy dressing me to the nines and feeling his—he pounded me raw last night, didn’t he? No sooner do I roll over to the second set of pillows to my right, when Reid lets out a restless grumble.

      “Where’re you going, Wade?” He groans, wiping the exhaustion from both of his eyes.

      “Ummmm, I’m not Wade,” I affirm, convinced he exerted himself so much last night that he’s suffering a bout of exercise induced amnesia or some shit. Is that even a thing?

      He shakes his head, silently cursing himself. “Fuck, kiddo,” he says. “I’m sorry, for a brief second I’d almost mistaken you for my ex.”

      I nod. “Yeah I know,” I reply, finishing the journey to my edge of the largest fucking bed I’ve ever seen. “I’m nothing like that dickweed.”

      Reid clicks his tongue. “You’re absolutely right,” he says. “You’re far better.”

      Ever the charmer, isn’t he? My feet hit the plush carpeting as I scan the room for where I’ve left my phone. I hardly remember having sex with Reid last night, so finding my likely dead device seems impossible. Daddy Reid’s mansion is the size of three city blocks in Grand Junction, and I’d have missed locating his master bathroom if the door wasn’t slightly ajar.

      “May I use this bathroom?” I ask, shrugging politely because this is the first Grindr fuckdate where I’ve spent the entire night.

      He climbs down from his side of the bed. “Of course you can,” he assures me, approaching from across the room. “I gotta piss something fierce, myself,” he murmurs into my ear whilst wrapping both arms around my naked body.

      Definitely another Grindr first. Every other hookup has been so brief, that the guy’s practically shoved me out the door forty seconds post cum. Wham, bam. Thank you, man. I’ll text you soon, but I’m only saying it to not sound like the total asshole that I really am. They never, ever message me again.

      Reid ushers me into his bathroom without the need to flick a light switch. Of course the rich and entitled have motion sensors for everything. It wouldn’t surprise me one bit that he has some fifty-grand espresso machine which starts grinding its beans upon his entry into the kitchen. Seeing how the other half lives can be an exciting journey.

      “Jesus!” I shriek at the size of his toilet. “You could practically go swimming in here.”

      His head bounces between both shoulders. “Well it proves useful for both of us having a mutual piss.”

      My dick pales in comparison to Reid’s volcanic cock. Our urine pours at precisely the same time, when his stream crosses with mine. Seemingly on purpose I might add. He snickers playfully, as if this gets his rocks off. It’s not entirely embarrassing, even if I’m more of a grower than I am a shower. Thoughts of my hand wrapping around his ample cock flood every corner of my mind, as we arrive at the tail end of our joint piss.

      I must be staring straight at his nine inches of paradise, because Reid’s hand lands on my shoulder gently when he grunts low. “It’s okay, boy,” he mutters. “You can taste it, since I forgot to give you the opportunity last night.”

      “Yes Daddy,” I grin ravenously, lowering to my knees.

      I’ve never tasted the remnants of urine, but Reid’s tastes like heaven. I’d expected an ammonia like flavor, but it’s sweeter than Eve’s temptation. Reid moans in delight as my tongue grazes his cock gently. I’ve had loads of practice giving head, even though I don’t enjoy it as much. Mostly what turns me off is the grungy fucks of Mesa County having a hot dog with a bun, or they haven’t showered in a week. But I’m not opposed to giving them as good as I get.

      “That’s nice, Banana Boy,” he grumbles. “You’re earning your keep.”

      What the hell is that supposed to mean? I stop sucking long enough to slap his bare ass with a scowl. “Earning my keep?”

      Reid grimaces. “It’s just a joke, Kragen,” he taps the top of my head. “Daddy didn’t mean to offend you.”

      I shoot him a discerning look. “Uh huh,” I reply, suspicious if he has some ulterior motive after all. Maybe I don’t wanna stick around until Wednesday. Which just makes work assignment even easier.

      Since I’m not a rude boy, my lips return to Reid’s throbbing dick. He’s getting up there in age, so I doubt he’ll cum this morning. Most older guys have a harder time recovering enough spunk in a short amount of time. His fingernails dig into the back of my scalp, as he continues to hoot and haw all throughout the bathroom.

      “Oh fuck, Kragen,” he drones. “I might just cum again,” he admits, panting.

      Sure enough, a moment later has me tasting Daddy Reid’s sweet release. While not a huge amount, I consider this quite the compliment. If I’m good enough to get a guy twice my age to ejaculate twice in two hours, then perhaps he’s right again. I am worth keeping around. Precisely to find more info leading me to what password is on that clandestine mobile app.

      Daddy offers a wink of admiration when I remove my head for some fresh air. “Well that wasn’t a bunch,” I admit. “But I must ask now,” I add, taking his hands to help lift me off the tile floor. “Does Island Daddy drink a bunch of pineapple juice or some shit?”

      He smiles ardently. “It’s that obvious to a mainland boy, huh?”
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        * * *

      

      “Have you seen my phone?” I shout over my shoulder, wandering the whole of Reid’s lower level. “I don’t remember where I put it last night,” I admit, scanning his living room only to realize we definitely didn’t spend any time down here anyway.

      “Jesus—FUCK!!” Reid screeches from the kitchen, probably botching our breakfast in the absence of his personal chef.

      He admitted that he’s without him until tomorrow afternoon, and that if I plan on staying with him until Tuesday night or Wednesday morning, we’re on our own where food is concerned.

      “No Kragen,” he yells back over the sizzle of what smells like bacon. “God—fuck—I don’t have a clue where it is—shit oh fuck!”

      I totter back into the kitchen, paying special attention to a forty-two-year-old man jumping back at what appears to be his naked ass contending with pops and cracks of scorching bacon grease. He’s utterly helpless, isn’t he?

      “Get back Daddy,” I shout instinctively, pulling him away from the gas range. “You didn’t think it was a bad idea to fry bacon in the buff?”

      A look of embarrassment washes his beautiful face. “Well,” he winces, grabbing an instantly raised splotch on his belly. “I think the last time I cooked bacon was well in the eighties,” he scowls. “God fucking damn it, this burns like a motherfucker.”

      I click my tongue with a shaken head. “Give me the tongs,” I assert playfully. “What would you have done if we hadn’t met on Grindr this weekend?”

      Reid’s brow raises earnestly. “Starved, boy,” he laughs. “I’m only cooking because I wanted to provide you with a balanced breakfast.”

      Ten minutes ago, I sent him off to grab a first aid kit, wherever he keeps it. He’s so clueless without a staff of people underneath him, that even he doesn’t remember where it’s stored. Reid returns to the kitchen with a vanquished expression.

      “No such luck, boy,” he frowns, wincing at the burns.

      Luckily this is something I learned in Boy Scouts, before they excluded me from the association based on my homosexual thoughts. Since Daddy Reid has an abundance of aloe vera plants out back, they’ll be the next best thing we have to work with.

      “Go out back, tear off a small leaf from one of your aloe vera plants,” I instruct him, transferring the cooked bacon to a plate. “I’ll teach you what I learned in Boy Scouts before I got barred from ever showing my face there again.”

      He forms a frown at the thought that I’ve experienced the turmoil of being ridiculed for my sexuality. I suppose he’ll really come unglued if I ever reveal all the torment I endured in middle and high school almost on a daily basis. He steps outside to his patio as I finish flipping the waffle iron, cooking the last one for another minute or so.

      “Okay,” he says, sliding the door shut. “Now what?” He asks, extending the prickly stalk as his other hand covers its excessively dripping juice.

      I grab a clean washcloth to run it under cool water. After retrieving the fresh waffle, I shuffle across the kitchen to Reid sitting up on a barstool. He seems amused that I know my way around a kitchen. At least one of us has to be domestic. Daddy flinches slightly at the cool washcloth touching his burn splotches.

      “So why was Banana Boy shut out from Boy Scouts?” He asks, almost biting his lips because it appears he already knows the answer. “Because you’re a big ole’ homoseshuallll,” he says in the most flamboyant fake voice imaginable, flailing his wrist.

      “You got it, Daddy,” I nod, squeezing a small bit of aloe juice on his larger burn. “This should help the burns,” I assure him.

      We’re sitting in the coolness of his air conditioned dining room, making small talk. Honestly, I can’t stop obsessing over having lost my phone. If I don’t contact Carrie soon, she’s definitely going to task every military agency in the islands with my rescue mission. Not to mention Candace and Tuti are probably worried sick because I never returned from hanging out with ‘an old friend visiting at the same time.’

      “Would you mind if I used your phone?” I ask, reaching my palm across the table with puppy dog eyes. “I usually wouldn’t ask,” I continue, but pause briefly. “But I have a friend in Nevada who’s monitoring my phone’s GPS location just in case you were like Ted Bundy’s reincarnated spirit or some shit.”

      Fucking ouch. Why’d you say that? You’re gonna get a big ole’ spanking now for disrespecting Daddy Reid. A choke surfaces from my throat, meanwhile I grit my teeth from left to right.

      His eyebrow raises. “And why would this friend think I were some crazy lunatic?”

      “Ermm—you know it is Grindr after all,” I stammer. “You can never be too careful, and technically I need to contact my moms as well.”

      Reid winks from across the table. “Of course you can, but I doubt they’ll know it’s you coming from an unknown number.”

      “Ohh no, I’ll call Tuti,” my head oscillates from one shoulder to the other. “But I planned on logging into my Facebook from your browser to contact my friend through there.”

      A testy grunt falls from his lips, though he doesn’t reply. The heavy slaps of his feet against the tile on his way to the stairwell give away that he’s peeved about something. Why did I fucking admit that we thought he was going to murder me and dump me in the ocean? For God’s sake, Kragen. He lied about his name for almost a similar reason.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      I took Kragen’s phone on purpose. Though I know it didn’t have much of a charge anyway, I couldn’t risk having him log into any of his social media accounts to see the photo of him and I kissing on my private beach. Fuck those stupid paparazzi. If I ever catch one of those dipshits on my premises, I’ll go full-fledged Amy Winehouse on them.

      Nani follows hopeful behind me as I enter my home office on the upper level, thinking I’m about to dig into the bin of treats which I keep in there. Before applying my nightly face regimen, I snuck his device into my desk drawer. A gay can never be too careful, right?

      Thoughts of what he said to me moments ago are floundering in my mind. I can’t be certain why he thought I was some axe murderer. However, I technically lied to him about my name out of fear that he’d turn into yet another user. It bears repeating, a gay can never be too careful.

      I approach my desk with an incredibly expectant Newfoundland pup. She wants her damn treat and won’t budge until I give in like I always do.

      “Shoots, my Nani,” I glower down at her licking every corner of her jaws. “Here ya go, you big floofer,” I add, reaching into the treat bin for a liver snack.

      Nani wags her tail impatiently, but sitting pretty because she knows I don’t reward bad behavior. Goddamn. Maybe I’ve been treating her like one of my boys this whole time?

      “Good girl,” I praise her, placing it at the top of her snout. “But that’s all you get for the whole morning, mmkay?”

      The desk drawer practically leaps open, as if there’s something on his phone that destiny wants me to discover. Indeed, as I raise the device to see a blinking battery notification, there’s a few unread text messages. Fourteen from a woman named Carrie, and another from an Allen Downing, recently displaying on his lock screen. I’m only checking his phone to see if it’s already dead. I can’t have the whole of Hawaii Army National Guard on my doorstep under the guise that I’m some creepy killer.

      That’d definitely be horrible publicity. Especially since Kragen mentioned sharing the phone’s location with his friend in Nevada. Whom of which is probably the GPS guru he mentioned. By this point, she’s likely assumed his lack of response to such an assault of concerning messages equates to an already dismembered body. Fuck, Reid, you really must stop watching ‘To Catch A Predator.’

      Nani moans in my direction as I enter the adjoining door which leads into my master bedroom. Where I fully intend on letting Kragen use my phone. But I’m absolutely certain that I can’t let him log into the web version of Facebook in my Safari browser. God damn you, Sploosh! I let out a grunt of indignation on the trail to my bedstand. All the while cursing every rag publication yet more, because they insist on making my life a living hell. What happened to Britney trashing her poor mother on Instagram? Has that become irrelevant already?

      Downstairs in the dining room, Kragen’s scarfed down his entire waffle. In fact, he’s practically eyeing the other half of mine as if he’s been deprived of food for some ten years. My feet shuffle towards the table as I extend my device within an arm’s length of him.

      “Here you go, kid,” I say, choking back the guilt of a bold-faced lie. “For some reason Facebook doesn’t work on my internet browser, so you’ll have to just call and hope she answers an 808 area code.”

      Kragen grimaces, probably disappointed. “I don’t remember her phone number by heart,” he claims.

      Well fuck a duck, Banana Boy. “Ohhh,” I reply, completely realizing that he’s going to know I lied a moment ago. “Maybe you can⁠—”

      He interrupts me instantly. “Oh fuck me,” he growls, confusing the hell out of me.

      Do you want Daddy to spread your legs on this table all of a sudden? Are we skipping the tail end of breakfast for another go round? I’m not opposed to giving maple syrup a brand new use.

      Kragen’s visage lights up as he points a finger. “Yes I remember it, actually.”

      Phwew. Crisis averted. “That’s a good boy, Kragen,” I praise him as he starts dialing. “Let’s hope she answers.”

      A couple of minutes listening to the boy speak with Carrie affords me time to finish my waffle. Upon the end of his short conversation, he switches the topic to a banner notification from Apple News.

      “Oh my God, Daddy,” he gasps, immediately sinking a pain down to my gut.

      My eyes grow to the size of pineapples. “What’s the matter?”

      “We must do this today,” he replies, showing me what the ruckus is all about.

      Apparently he thinks spending a day with the collective, Whale We Care, recovering plastic and litter off the coast of Maui, is far more enticing than another romp amidst the sheets. Surely I’ve already regenerated just enough spunk, where I can cum another river of my famous magma. But he seems too thrilled about donating his time to such a cause, when I could write a check and let others do the heavy lifting.

      A hopeful grin washes my face. “I was kinda hoping we’d have another go in the play room or my massive bed,” I reply with a convincing brow. “We only have what—forty-eight hours until I have to get you back to the main island for your departure?” I add, gesturing a hand. “If you’re passionate about this cause, I’d be happy to write a check in your honor.”

      Kragen rolls his eyes impetuously. “When’s the last time you did something selfless that didn’t involve currency?”

      “Excuse me, Kragen,” I reply sternly. “That’s no way for a boy to speak to Daddy.”

      His beautifully accentuated forehead scrunches. “Oh no,” he holds a palm to his lips. “I think I’m due for a spanking,” he adds, ending a short pause. “But after your pretty little ass does some volunteer work.”
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        * * *

      

      Halfway into the scorching Hawaiian heat, Kragen and I find ourselves sweaty, covered in filth, heading back to shore on a loud motor boat. There’s a young lady with disheveled hair tied up with a scrunchy from the eighties yelling over the discord of noise.

      “Thanks to your guys’ help, we just collected fifty pounds of plastic litter from the Pacific waters,” she affirms enthusiastically.

      She continues to drone on about how many tons of plastic are removed from the oceans every year. As much as I wasn’t interested in participating this morning, the young boy has given me some perspective. Simply writing a check for this charity wouldn’t have the same affect on me as putting forth some elbow grease. Now I’m pretty convinced that I’ll be proposing a change with all the Fairchild properties to switch our materials and products we utilize.

      Kragen shoots me a sly grin on our bumpy skirt across the water. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

      My hands are a filthy mess. The burns on my stomach are more than irksome. And my back feels like I’ve been bent over the sides of the fucking Titanic, reaching into the ocean with a woven net through the deep waters. But my heart feels the tremendous impact of what we’ve just contributed. Does this earn me some extra cred with the Banana Boy?

      “Absolutely awful,” I scoff playfully. “I mean, I’m disgusting all over and I feel like I’ve been through the rudders of an ocean liner,” I add, grabbing Kragen’s shoulder. “Though it’s made me realize that our brand needs to make some major changes.”

      He tilts his head with those adoring puppy dog eyes like my Nani does. “I knew I’d be able to slather some aloe vera juice on that heart of yours.”

      My fingers pop him into the jaw for a second time this weekend. “That’s not very nice, Kragen,” I admonish him. “I expect an apology.”

      His head wavers. “I can’t give you just an apology,” he replies, grinning from cheek to cheek. “You’ll have to—” he pauses to glance around at every other volunteer. “You know what, when we get back to your place.”

      A mild grunt forms at the back of my throat, all the while his suggestion entices my cock. “We might have some time for that,” I grimace, looking at the time on my wrist. “But we have a party to attend tonight on the main island,” I add, rolling my eyes. “And some stupid meeting with my board of directors tomorrow.”

      Kragen winces at the very mention of another party, like I’m going to force more alcohol down his pipes. “Annnoothherrr party?” He questions as both his hazel seas fiercely widen. “I guess I never realized just how popular Island Daddy is.”

      “Just you wait, my little Banana Boy,” I reply with a wink. “You’ll probably be glad to get back to your mundane life by the time Wednesday rolls around.”

      His hand clasps with mine as a smile washes his face. “Don’t remind me,” he replies. “You’ve made my trip to paradise tolerable.”

      The boat’s engine hushes drastically as we approach shore, when the volunteer coordinator rises with an applause. “Good job, everybody,” she cheers us on. “See you next weekend maybe?”

      Kragen shakes her hand. “I’m headed back to the mainland in a couple of days,” he says, stepping over the boat’s ledge. “But this was great fun.”

      He tugs on my arm, leading me up the slight incline of sand. “Do we have time to just lie over here in the shade for a while?”

      There’s no questioning that my boys get whatever the fuck they want. Even temporary ones as the case may be for Kragen Darling. But I might die of MRSA or some bacterial meningitis if I don’t wash the gunk off my body. Yet at the same time, you can’t really guarantee his privacy lying on your own private beach, Reid.

      I click my tongue with hesitation. “Ten minutes, little boy,” I reply, tapping my watch. “Then we’re gonna wash up for our dinner reservation in Honolulu.”

      Banana Boy lowers his knees deep into the sand, ushering all of my body weight on top of him with a harsh tug. My torso collides into his, causing me to wince from the burns of this morning’s naked encounter with bacon grease. The boy’s eyes are alight with admiration, meanwhile, he reaches his thumb to wipe a smudge of muck from my cheek. God fucking damn it! I wanna kiss him so badly. Right here, right now. As tempting as it sounds, we’re already the subject of everyone’s ridicule online. There’s no way I can subject him to more unwarranted criticism.

      I start to give him a white lie about why I can’t kiss him here, “I can’t⁠—.”

      But Kragen’s dirty, plankton riddled finger lands on my lips. “Shhhhh,” he murmurs, raising his head closer.

      Awww fuck it! It’s gonna happen anyway. How do I know the paps haven’t scaled the wall of my mansion to plant a hidden camera in my bathroom? Or God forbid the playroom?

      Kragen’s lips taste salty like the sea. My tongue slides from corner to corner, enjoying every inch of their goodness. He moans insatiably as my crotch feels the rising tide beneath his hand-me-down shorts courtesy of Wade Learn. If my conscience objected to kissing him in the public eye, boning his marvelous asshole on the golden sands of Palauea Beach would be off the table entirely.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      While not entirely certain, I’m pretty sure this is the point a decent Grindr hookup should be dwindling. One of the guys would have already grown tired of the other, or they’ve found thirty reasons why they hate them. Basically to the point that whatever sparked any semblance of sexual chemistry, has burned out as a candle does. But not my Island Daddy. Reid acts like he wants me to stay permanently, and I’m left at the corner of Reputation Wrecker and Is This True Love Boulevard.

      He’s next to me on his private plane, while a personal pilot named Konnor jets us above the waters back to Oahu. Well, correction. I’m lying in his lap, pretending to be napping. Being out in the hot sun for such a while today has baked more than just my skin. Every morsel of energy has been sucked from me. How could I possibly get a single wink when I’m left in such a terrible dilemma? Do I like my job more than I do him? As my conscious battles the question of this being a passing fancy or not, I simply can’t stop thinking about our afternoon on the beach.

      I shushed Reid shortly after pulling him down to my belly, to lie in the sand with me under the shade of a palm tree. Each whimsy within me wanted to strip him nude right then and there. Of course, I questioned how that would affect his public image. But the truth is, I’m possibly the straw that will break the camel’s back. Definitively sending the empire which his great-grandfather worked tirelessly to build from nothing, into a plume of ash and smoke. So a little public sex for my own benefit plagued my conscience.

      He started muttering something to the effect of not being able to do something, but I shushed him before another word could fall from his beautiful lips. Moments later, I raised my head to plant a kiss on them, tasting every bit like his pineapple cock. I mean—he seriously must bathe in it or some shit. His tongue slid around the edges of my mouth. Meanwhile, my erection teased every conductor in my spine, surely eager enough for a thorough sucking.

      The passion seemed to last for hours, even if it really amounted to three or four minutes. And only then, because our exchange cut short due to a brood of loud surfer bros racing each other to the water’s edge. One of them appearing to be Lance from the nightclub last night, flashing his friend a shaka sign before tossing his board into the bluest goddamn water I’ve ever seen.

      “I suppose that’s our cue, little Banana Boy,” Reid said, painting his fingertips down my stomach with a grin. “We must go get spic and span for tonight’s party.”

      “But my clothes are dirty,” I whined. “Is your washing machine speedy?”

      His hand slid between the waistline of my shorts, as I took note of a glint at the corner of Reid’s eyes. “I already planned on giving you everything of Wade’s,” he affirmed. “He hadn’t worn any of it in the last few months of our relationship anyway.”

      I moaned feverishly at his intense stroking, to the point when I felt precum wetting the soon-to-be-mine underwear. All the while, thoughts of inheriting a famous actor’s former clothes made me feel so swish. Even though the most famous hotel heir in the world fucked me deep and hard, the garments could be Reid’s parting gift before my journey home. A reminder of the best vacation I’ve ever been on. Definitely Something to remember my short-term Island Daddy by, whether I chickened out and quit my job or not.

      He’s the very best fuck I’ve ever had in my life. Right then, I immediately decided I’d put the banana patterned shirt in a shadowbox to hang over my mantle until I’m old and grey. Certainly the most excitement I’ll have ever seen in what seventy years I’d live to. Honestly, I’ve always set a low bar where my life expectancy is considered. So the possibility I celebrate the big 5-0 would be momentous enough.

      I grinned nervously, hiding the ardor beneath my flesh. “That’s not a little bit weird for you?”

      Reid dismounted, leaving my animated dick in the lurch for however long until we’d fuck again. “Honestly, I wanna give you more than just them,” he insisted. “I’d like to take you shopping after my board meeting tomorrow.”

      Even more gifts to remember my wild fuckfest seemed perfectly swell. Forget the mantle, I figured if Reid kept it up, I’d require a whole room devoted to memorabilia. His strong arms pulled me up to my feet, yet not without a near-miss of sinking back into the slippery patch of sand.

      “I guess we should go get clean or some shit,” I replied, dusting off my shorts. “But you don’t need to take me shopping tomorrow.”

      “Stop it, little boy,” Reid commanded. “We might live thousands of miles apart,” he added, catching me square in the eye. “But that wouldn’t stop me from flying to Colorado every other weekend if my schedule permitted it.”

      In that moment, the surmounting awe rose to my conscience, stinging every shred of dignity for the umpteenth time. Honestly, changing the subject seemed like a better idea, than confronting the angel and devil on each opposing shoulder.

      “I need a fucking Coke Zero,” I moaned, realizing that I hadn’t so much as a taste of Classic Coke with zero everything in such a long time.

      The ding overhead us is loud enough, it would’ve woken me had I actually been asleep. I wipe my eyes, faking a yawn in the process. Konnor announces that we’re about to land shortly, and to be sure that we remain seated until then. Which won’t be a problem for my body, having just received enough sun exposure that I may decide to skip my entire next life.

      “Are you as hungry as I am?” Reid asks, brushing the tresses which conceal my birthmark.

      I nod with total agreement. “Yes Daddy,” I reply keenly. “I’m also incredibly thirsty.”

      His eyes narrow while I feel a gentle patter against my belly. “No champagne tonight then,” he says. “You must try my favorite pineapple infused coconut water to rehydrate yourself.”

      I scoff playfully. “But I thought I was clear about my desire for a Coke Zero,” I whine. “Please, Daddy?”
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        * * *

      

      Reid eyes his Mahimahi in the same spot we sat in yesterday. According to his earlier statement, this is practically listed as personal real estate for him because he’s here so frequently. Without zero doubts, champagne is off limits. Simply put however, his choice of beverage to rehydrate is heaven in a glass. To the extent that I’ve consumed three of them in the hour we’ve been seated. Who needs a Coke Zero after tasting this Hawaiian delight?

      He seems to be lost in his device, as I finish my final bites of teriyaki beef with broccoli. A mild grunt escapes his husky throat every so often, with a violent thumb tap here and there for good measure. Whatever has him rattled, if it’s business related, I’ll be tasked with unearthing it tomorrow for Allen.

      God, I just wanna fucking quit that paper. It honestly causes me so much stress that I wouldn’t miss it. Then again, a promotion would finally get me out from under Momma and Mimi’s worried thumbs. Buck the fuck up already, man. Do your damn job!

      “Does my Banana Boy wish for dessert now?” Daddy Reid asks, briefly diverting his attention onto me with an impish grin. “Or later in my penthouse?”

      I assume being the hotel resort extraordinaire that he is, he’s got the entire top floor of some property to himself. Surely he can’t hop islands every single day, because that’d amount to a big waste of jet fuel. Before I can engineer my reply, Penny returns to our table with the same smile as she flashed yesterday.

      “Dessert fellas?” She suggests, hoisting a hand at waist level. “Chef Kekoa whipped up the most divine papaya cheesecake today.”

      Daddy shoots a suggestive look across the table. “Maybe?”

      Honestly, I couldn’t eat another bite if my life depended on it. And I’m not fond of papaya’s either. But one thing’s for sure, I’ll be keeping my opinion about them tasting like a crusty asshole to myself today. Okay, not that I’ve ever rimmed anybody. But damn it, now that I’m thinking about it, I remember feeling Daddy Reid’s slithery tongue an inch deep into my gaping hole.

      Rather than having to explain my staunch disgust for the tropical fruit, I wince with a full display of my bloated tummy. “I’m so full,” I say, tapping my belly button. “This may come popping out with less than a moment’s notice.”

      Reid glances over at Penny. “I think we’ll skip dessert tonight,” he politely informs her. “But thank you.”

      She returns more kind words. “Well then, you boys have a terrific night,” she says, leaving us to rise from the booth.

      My Island Daddy follows behind me on our exit from The Palace restaurant, firmly pressing the palm of his hand into my spine. The minute a muggy throng of tropical air hits our faces, his hand travels farther South. Down the street in a parking lot, his chauffer greets us with the tilt of his tidy black hat.

      “Splendid supper tonight, Mr. Fairchild?” He asks, welcoming me into the back seat of a new model Lincoln Town Car.

      I slide across the smooth leather upholstery, followed by Reid’s zealous mug ducking inside. The windows are tinted to a fine degree. So much in fact, that we could have hot and steamy sex back here without the glass showing a smidge of fog. Surely he isn’t inclined to fuck me right now. Not with his driver watching idly by. However, rich people have their staff sign confidentiality agreements and shit. Weirder things have happened.

      A few minutes pass by on what seems like quite a lengthy commute across the main island. I told Tuti earlier this morning that I didn’t know when I’d have a chance to charge my phone, but not to be worried. And that I’m with a safe person. I’d be willing to hazard a guess that Reid Fairchild might be the safest person I could be hanging out with in Hawaii. She doesn’t need to know that it’s actually an ‘extended fuckdate-turned almost weird situationship.’ Nor did I inform her that I found an Island Daddy with a cock livelier than Mauna Loa. Also, the words ‘hot candlewax’ nor did ‘chains and whips’ surface either.

      “When we get there,” Reid says, his palm caressing my inner thigh. “I expect you to remain on your best behavior,” he asserts. “These are the highly esteemed children of my parents’ good friends, so they’re basically kinda like cousins.”

      My sentiments return with an earnest stare. “I promise, Daddy,” I assure him. “What trouble could I possibly get into anyway?”

      He winces, raising an eyebrow in the process. “You’d be surprised at all the possibilities, Kragen.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Kragen seems faster and looser tonight. Not that it’s bad, so to speak. God only knows the trouble I got myself into at his age. But I’d definitely be lying if my Daddy instincts weren’t heightened now more than the previous day. Perhaps fucking him into oblivion has unlocked his dark side. I honestly don’t know. Despite the loud music and Hunter Cole’s incessant bickering, I’ve been keeping a watchful eye on Banana Boy. Ever since he downed his fourth Adios Motherfucker cocktail, and started dancing with Hunter’s kid, Treat, around Kragen’s age.

      We’re at Hunter’s big shindig, celebrating his son’s entry to Harvard Medical School. To be clear, Treat’s trust fund is wider than the Nile River. But apparently he decided last year, he wanted to bust out on his own to make a life for himself away from the family business.

      “Aren’t you so proud of him?” Hunter shouts above the loud tempo of a Billie Eilish song.

      I shrug. “Of who—Treat?”

      “No, you big Queen,” he lays into me. “Agent Orange in Mar-a-Lago,” he adds, rolling his eyes.

      To be quite honest, I don’t give two shits about his kid. I enjoy the Cole Family. He and his twin sister Heather, have been just like cousins. My folks and theirs were practically attached at the waist. His father, the founder of Lynx Airlines, ended up meeting mine at some corporate expo in New York when I was three.

      So it wouldn’t surprise me if our folks swung with each other, while us kids stayed up late building pillow forts in my private quarters of our Malibu residence. Proud of Treat for marching to his own tune? Blah. Me thinks Harvard only accepted the kid because his mommy and daddy played the same card as that Desperate Housewives actress a few years back.

      I scan the room to locate Kragen’s sporadic whereabouts, crinkling a red plastic cup which contained my kamikaze in the process. After today’s volunteer venture, perhaps I need to convince Hunter to choose an alternative material for his next party.

      My eyes and forehead contort to the booming music. “Have you seen Kragen?” I ask Heather, who’s waiting for her next drink at Hunter’s in-home bar. “He was just over there with Treat,” I add, pointing across the room.

      “No handsome,” Heather replies, incredibly drunk off her ass. “I haven’t seen them in a while.”

      Oh yeah, that’s another thing about Heather. She’s had a major lady boner for me ever since junior high. Despite my public lunchroom confession, when I proclaimed my deep crush for Adam Clark. Apparently dropping the ‘I’m fucking gay’ bombshell did nothing to thwart her serious craving to sneak into a bathroom for a taste of my tongue.

      Kragen is nowhere to be found as I search the entire lower portion of Cole Manor. All I need is to lose my temporary boy. Then I’ll really be in some deep shit with the police. Carrie and his lesbian mothers would have justifiable cause to hate me forever.

      Relying on the scent of Paco Rabanne he spritzed this afternoon is of no use. Guaranteed, the combined fumes of beer and other spirits are far stronger, lacing everyone’s air supply from Kahuku to Kapolei. Since the boy is officially M-I-A, I must flex a stronger Daddy muscle by rushing up to Treat’s room on the East end of their residence about as big as mine. The music drowns halfway up the winding marble staircase, sending my panic into full throttle.

      I raise a hand to the corner of my mouth, shouting loudly. “Kragen Darling,” the screech echoes between the walls.

      As I’m about to approach Treat’s ample bedroom, I can hear the faint whickers of my boy’s overly intoxicated voice. Likely coming directly from Treat’s private bathroom. Ugh. I fucking knew I couldn’t trust another boy. If I don’t hurry, Kragen’s gonna have his hands down Treat’s boxers. Possibly even sucking his cock like Wade did to half the Hawaiian gay community. Kragen and I aren’t necessarily exclusive. But I never got a solid answer from him, when I admitted this afternoon that I’d love to pursue our dynamic if he’d be willing to.

      Shuffling through the large bedroom affords me the ability to identify Kragen’s voice plain as day. God only knows what they’re doing in there, but I’m about to find out in basically two seconds. Beyond irritated by this point, my hand twists the bathroom doorknob with force. All the while, I holler vehemently enough where my voice box crackles.

      “KRAGEN!!”

      The door quickly swings open, making impact with its stopper on the wall. My eyes widen to the circumference of coconuts, in utter shock to discover my suspicions of him cheating were wrong. This is so much fucking worse than a lie. I rush toward my inebriated little darling, hunched over Treat’s bathroom counter with a rolled one-hundred-dollar bill to his right nostril.

      “Fucking stop this instant, young man,” I shout, lurching forward to swipe the coiled Benjamin.

      A small mirror with four lines of white powder and one barely visible track slides across the counter’s length, almost diving off the edge completely. Meanwhile, the smug giggle falling from Treat’s mouth sends a razor just beneath my skin. I’ll fucking deal with you later, ya piece of shit. My hands grasp both of Kragen’s shoulders, shaking him back to his senses. I’m uncertain if I intervened just in the nick of time, or if Hunter’s kid snorted that first bump.

      Panicked, I slap my Banana Boy across the face. Definitely not out of discipline, because if anyone’s to blame here, it’s the shit-stain leaning up against the wall. “Kragen,” I mutter. “Please tell me you didn’t inhale,” I add, jostling him yet more as he lets out a laugh.

      “Calm the fuck down, man,” Kragen chortles, flailing his wrist.

      The boy would’ve fallen back and split his head open if he weren’t within my firm grip. I’m still left to question which of them already took the hit. I can’t rely on Kragen’s intoxicated, incredibly faulty assurance alone. A fractious grunt forms at the back of my sore throat from yelling only seconds ago.

      I shoot a disgusted look in Treat’s direction, his fist concealing a burst of laughter. “Did you snort that first line?” I thunder through narrowed vision. “Treat,” I add, fussing with the dry tickle in my throat. “I swear to all fucking Hell that if you gave this boy even a grain of blow,” my words falter, immediately requiring spit or something wet. “I’m gonna personally see to it that the university renege your admission,” I finish hoarsely.

      Treat’s signature Cole Smirk paints his face. “No, Reid,” he replies, scoffing.

      I’ve had just about enough of his attitude, so I relent my clutch on Kragen. After ensuring my boy is stable enough to lean against the bathroom vanity, I take the four steps closer to give Treat a real reason to scoff. Fuck Hunter, he can be mad at me for setting his kid straight.

      “Yeah?” I ask, my chin practically sinking into a shoulder. “How can I be so sure?” I continue gruffly berating him.

      My palm mangles Treat’s slender neck like a fucking lime wedge. His mouth opens as if to speak, yet he pauses briefly while both eyes narrow. A split-second later, my face is met with red wet splotches of blood protruding from his nose. I guess there’s your answer, Reid. FUCCCKING EWW!

      Shouting is heard coming from out in the little asswipe’s bedroom, presumably Hunter himself. “What’s going on in there?” He hollers, stepping in to see me about to snap his kid’s twiggy neck.

      I recoil my hand immediately, glowering over at my chosen cousin. “Your fucking boy here was about to give Kragen his first taste of snow.”

      Hunter gazes furiously into his kid’s mug. “Is this true?” He asks, almost surprised as if he doesn’t already know his boy’s been abusing drugs.

      Treat coddles his neck, surely to welt or bruise from a strength even I didn’t know I had. “Yes, Father,” he replies, wiping the bloody nose with his wrist. “I think I need to go back to Waipi’o Glens for another stay.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Judging by the raging headache brewing, it’s apparent that I must have drank an entire sea of alcohol again. I wouldn’t put it past myself to make such a stupid decision, when I’ve practically been fucked senseless by a bona fide beast in the sheets this entire weekend. At least, I think it’s Sunday. At this point, I’m honestly surprised I remember my own name or where I even am. Though, now that I open my eyes, this room doesn’t look familiar at all.

      Since my head seems to be reenacting the pounding detriments of Pearl Harbor, I raise a palm to indulge the pain as best I can. All the while shoving down each throng of nausea as it comes and goes in waves—basically every few seconds. What all did I have last night? Fuck! Was I too drunk to enjoy another prodding from my Island Daddy?

      Maneuvering over in the bed, Reid’s beautiful face steals my attention when I finally muster the strength to confront a grievous ray of sun. It’s peeking in from a window larger than my whole bedroom back home, obscuring a clear sight of Daddy as I wipe away the exhaustion. He stares ever so gently, while a cavernous yawn falls from my mouth.

      “Good morning, Banana Boy,” he mutters low. “Did we have a nice sleep?” He asks, sliding his arm across the pillow to comb each hair over my birthmark.

      He’s simply enamored by my splotch of Michigan, and I still don’t know why. I wince, unable to hide my suffering any longer. The fact that I want to urp all over this bed might already be written on my face.

      “I think I’m gonna be sick,” I reply, covering my lips.

      Reid tenderly clicks his tongue far more solemnly than he ever has before. “You had quite a lot last night,” he says, rubbing a thumb down my cheek. “I bet you hardly remember any part of it.”

      My head wavers, uncertain that I do either. “Not really,” I drone. “But I’m sure you’re about to tell me what a fool I made of myself last night anyways.”

      “I wouldn’t intentionally do that to you, Kragen,” he affirms. “That’s not in a Daddy’s wheelhouse,” he adds, caressing my sick tummy. “It’s simply part of some unwritten credo that we remain protective and encouraging.”

      Another wave of nausea. Fuck, I’m gonna blow chunks. “Where’s the fucking toilet!” I whine, leaping from my side of the bed faster than a kid on Christmas morning.

      Reid points away from him on the left side of this room. “Over there, kiddo,” he replies quickly.

      I waste zero time running into the bathroom. In a common restroom, the throne would be easily accessible. However, nothing is usual with Reid Fairchild. Wherever we are now, it’s apparent that I need a goddamn map and arrow signs on the wall to point me in its direction. The nausea intensifies as I round a sharp corner from what shared the aesthetic of a swanky sitting room, complete with a trickling water fountain and chaise lounge.

      A sour taste of bile rises my pipes, instantly propelling directly into a large, white toilet bowl. And it persists for what feels like an eternity. Time could have suspended, and I’d be left here on my knees sicker than a fucking puppy with parvo virus. However, the touch of Daddy Reid’s smooth hand combing back my locks, proves otherwise.

      “Let it all out, boy,” he mutters. “You’ll feel so much better in a few minutes,” he adds, softly patting my back. “Some greasy bacon and pancakes will counter the sickly sensations.”

      I raise my head out of the bowl, wiping my mouth with the back of a wrist. Glowering at him with narrowed eyes in the process. How fucking dare you mention food at a time like this?

      Instead of talking back to my Island Daddy, I whimper with a grimace. “There’s no way I could eat anything right now,” I affirm. “But you should eat,” I add, insisting that his meal schedule doesn’t get interrupted by my own lack of judgement.

      “Too late, little boy,” he says. “Room service will probably arrive before we have you up off this granite floor.”

      My mouth gapes open, but from surprise rather than another Linda Blair impression. “Room service?” I ask. “Where the hell are we?”
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        * * *

      

      Reid cleaned me up in the large sitting area of what’s supposed to be a normal bathroom. And he caught me up to speed on some of the specifics from last night, though I can tell there’s something else he’s hesitant to tell me. Apparently, today’s already Monday. Also, we’re back on the island of Oahu. He says he has some important board meeting. This strikes my memory, given it’s about the Ponzi scheme.

      My fork cuts a small bite from a short stack of pineapple glazed pancakes, here across from him at a dining table in his hotel penthouse. Reid continues droning on about his board meeting in another hour or so, leaving me to battle the elements of my damaged reverie.

      How can I take part in something so awful which would harm a person I’m developing genuine feelings for? There’s no way my conscience can pursue destroying the fiber which his father and their father’s worked so hard to create. I’m just gonna get ahold of Allen to tender my resignation. Fuck, I may not even give him the satisfaction of two weeks.

      It’ll be tight. Tuti and Candace will have to understand whatever cockamamie story I engineer about why I left the paper. At least for now, they aren’t privy to specific details where my sexcapades are concerned. Mimi would flip her fucking lid if she knew I even had a Grindr profile to begin with. As for Reid, I can’t ever tell him about my work assignment. Because it certainly doesn’t match the feelings which I have brewing for him. In some weird way, he’s the older male influence I’ve always wanted.

      “Soooo,” Reid blurts, exaggerating his last syllable. “You never gave me a firm answer when I proposed the idea of continuing this fun dynamic beyond Wednesday,” he finishes, slipping a bite of pancakes between his brilliantly white teeth.

      “Umm—well—” I stammer, scratching the nape of my neck. “I really dunno,” I add, uncertain how to really respond to such a thing. “We come from two totally separate worlds.”

      He clears his throat, washing the cakes down with a sip of mango-pineapple juice. “That doesn’t mean a goddamn thing, little boy,” he retorts under narrowed eyes. “What if I said I wanted to make you part of my world?”

      That idea isn’t without merit. But my moms would have a field day if I told them I’d be moving out of their house to live with a stranger. Not to mention someone whom I’ve known for only two days. Three, if anyone counts our Grindr introductions. I’m sure living the lush lifestyle that he does, would be too overbearing for me anyway. What would I do with myself? Take up fucking macramé or ceramics? Stamp collecting?

      I grimace. “Maybe it’d be nice, I dunno,” I reply vaguely, not landing on either side of the fence. “But I have a whole life back in Colorado and I help my moms cover the food bills and—” I stammer breathlessly.

      “Don’t you know I’m Reid Eddie Fairchild?” He counters, blinking his eyes repetitively.

      My eyes roll straight back, eager to switch subjects. “I might’ve picked up on that,” I reply in kind. “By the way, you’re not telling me everything from last night.”

      He drops his fork, cleans that beautiful face with a napkin, then rises from his chair. “I’ll tell you while I get you dressed,” he says. “But you have to promise me that you won’t freak out, and also that you won’t tell another living soul.”

      What the fuck happened? At this point, I’m convinced I might’ve been roofied or some equally noxious shit. Not that in a million years I’d suspect Reid to be the drugging type. Nor does he need to, when I’d consent to him fucking me at any hour of the day anytime.

      I clear my throat, all the while scooting away from the table. He escorts me into a walk-in closet, much smaller than the one in his Maui mansion. My arms slip into a burgundy satin button-down with a Versace label, just as Daddy Reid pipes up gravely.

      “Well you drank way too damn much,” he professes, his strong fingers fastening the top buttons. “Then you and Treat became instant friends, danced for a good hour I might add,” he says, raising a brow in surprise. “You’re a damn fine dancer, by the way.”

      A smile warms my face as I step inside a clean pair of Wade’s old shorts. “That tracks,” I giggle. “All it takes is a bit of lubrication,” I add with a grin.

      Reid covers a dry cough. “But then that little assfuck took you up to his bathroom,” he continues, scaring me by this point.

      I gasp loudly as Reid firmly grasps my wrist. “Oh nooo⁠—”

      He doesn’t even skip a beat. “You were barely seconds away from snorting a line of coke,” he says with a shaken head, as if hiding shame or self-indignation. “I stopped you just in time, little boy.”

      Oh my God! That’s worse than I imagined. I continue battling each thought which ruminates in my mind. There’s no question with the amount of booze I consumed, I’d have done something incredibly stupid. Like sucking the cock on some counterfeit Statue of David, or pissing into their pool from the balcony. Agreeing to try an illegal drug which I’ve never so much as touched before, certainly takes the cake now.

      “You’re fucking kidding me?!?!” I shudder, wrapping my arms around him with gratitude. “Thank you for keeping me from making such a big mistake.”

      Daddy Reid accepts my gesture, nuzzling me into his warm torso. “That’s what a Daddy does for their boy,” he whispers, caressing my spine. “But please—” his words cut short as he pulls away. “Not a word of this to anyone, got it?”

      I shake my head, staunchly in agreement. “I wouldn’t dream of it, Daddy,” I profess. “Actually, you honestly saved me from more than you realize.”

      He nudges me away as his eyes constrict. “How so?”

      “Ever since I got hurt in middle school, I’d developed a physical dependency to painkillers,” I confess frankly. “I haven’t had one in basically four years,” I add, reeling him in by the waist. “So I’m pretty sure that putting cocaine up my nose would send me into a downward spiral or some shit.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      For Reid being a largely inactive part of the company, his office appears to be the biggest one this fifty-story building has. Especially since this is yet again the top floor of another structure, I can practically see the tip of Mt. Kilauea from the farthest end of windows. The swivel of his chair is on point, to the extent that it makes me feel like I need a home office upgrade. That is, if I stay in my post at The Patriot’s Examiner.

      I’m still on the precipice of such a weighted decision. I love him and I’d fucking move to Hawaii in a heartbeat. But we’ve known each other for such a short length of time, that the littlest thing could stand between us, and I’d be left in ruins. Sure, Candace and Tuti would welcome their angel back home, no questions asked. But when I launch from the nest, I need to make sure I have steady enough footing that I’m able to carry the weight of my own world.

      There’s an unsettling feeling in my gut. And I’m certain it has nothing to do with being hungover. The common denominator of my sensation is one Denver, Colorado man named Allen Downing. The man who signs my paychecks, insistent that I unearth secrets at Fairchild Resorts Group. For my new piece, I must find certifiable evidence that they’re about to fuck themselves with getting wrapped up in a Ponzi scheme.

      My need for self-sufficiency seems to outrank any personal urge to have a constant fuckpal. Dollar signs in the bank provide much more of a promise for consistency, than any indeterminate length of time my Island Daddy and I would stay together. For all I know, we might only last as long as Carmen Electra and Dennis Rodman’s marriage. Leaning back into his oversized office chair has me staring straight out the window, overlooking the glistening waters beyond Ko Olina Beach.

      “Fuck it, Kragen,” I mutter to myself. “Bite the bullet and do it,” I continue placating the worry deep inside. “You need a steady paycheck, not a ceaseless orgasm.”

      I turn around hastily, both hands landing gently on Reid’s dark mahogany desk. The screensaver on his monitor is reminiscent of that common three-dimensional screensaver which came with every personal computer prior to Windows Vista. A 3-D version of the Fairchild Hotel & Resorts logo bounces from corner to corner and side to side. When I move his cursor, a generic password dialog box pops up.

      Assuming he’s a basic bitch techy, he might use the same password as what worked on his phone’s lock screen. Immediately, I type—mynani. To my surprise, Reid is an amateur where passwords are concerned. His desktop appears, displaying a wallpaper of him and his dog at a snowy cabin which must be somewhere far away from paradise. In the corner is an icon of an application with the same company logo.

      This must be that same app on his phone with such an extra layer of security. Obviously, I don’t know the password to this. But knowing how easy he is to crack, there’s probably some piece of paper with his passwords written down. My vision dashed over towards his open office door, where all I hear is a multiple line phone ringing and a secretary holding down the fort. Since I’m still in the clear, I slide each side drawer open.

      A drawer to the right has various supplies, certainly nothing of importance where things would be written down. His left drawer is filled to the brim with dog treats. As I raise my head, I can see a large, fluffy dog bed in the corner. Makes sense. He and Nani seem inseparable. If I weren’t hanging around, she’d likely be at his waist. If I’m being honest, I can appreciate the fact that he didn’t bring Nani with us to Oahu yesterday.

      Well shit. Where do I check now? Scanning the room leaves me almost rising from his chair. No sooner do I feel a slight twinge in my lower back, when I’m captivated by a minor rainbow glinting at the corner of his crystal picture frame. It’s catching a ray of sunlight just perfectly from the window behind me. Yet the picture is the same exact image as his work computer wallpaper. This is odd as all fuck.

      I reach for the frame, feeling the backside with my fingers. As they graze the particle board material, I come upon a small slip of paper sticking from the side. Bingo, man. This must be his stash of passwords.

      Sure as shit, a larger piece of paper falls from the back, as I unscrew a final hinge which keeps the frame intact. Written in black ink, I see his sly attempt at encrypting the words.

      FUCKW@DELE@RN123

      It’s apparent this is a fresh password within the last year, as they parted ways less than twelve months ago. The rustling sounds of what seem to be a person’s footsteps emanate from out in the hallway. Oh fuck, oh fuck. He’s coming. No sooner do I reassemble the picture frame, when I hear a deeper male voice acknowledge the secretary as he passes by Reid’s office. That was a close call. I’d better fucking hurry the hell up.

      His written password works like a charm, making me wonder where my head was just two nights ago. If only I’d have thought about his sentiments regarding a certain young actor, maybe I could’ve bypassed the company’s digital gatekeeper. Within the application, there are many panels with distinct options. The top three catch my eye first and foremost.

      RECENTLY MODIFIED DOCUMENTS – HR PORTAL – REMOTE ACCESS

      I’m not sure which option to choose first. But if I must put on my investigative hat, surely there’s something drawing me closer to the REMOTE ACCESS tab. Clicking the button ushers me to a new screen with several folders, each categorized by country, and one labeled—Oahu Corporate Office.

      The corporate option brings up another subsection of thumbnails. Each thumbnail appears to be moving videos, as if previewing some live feed access of sorts. Among the row of animated icons, is a video feed from what I can assume is located in the boardroom. The same place Reid is supposed to be right this very minute.

      No time is wasted double clicking it, which immediately maximizes with a full-screen ratio and his speakers blare at the sound of somebody speaking. My hearing can make out Reid’s voice. However at this point, I’m deducing the camera placement is just above his seat.

      “Moving onto matters regarding the ‘Turnkey Investments Group’ deal, it seems like we’ve all had enough time this weekend to arrive at a vote today. I’ve been a bit—preoccupied—you could say. But I did look over the proposal on Friday evening and it seems straightforward enough.”

      Another younger guy within range of the camera pipes up shortly after Reid finishes. I figure if I’m going to find any other information worth reporting on, I’d guess it would be in the tab labeled RECENTLY MODIFIED DOCUMENTS. With his revelation that Turnkey Investments Group is the phony business name, it makes sense that there would be a file folder of the same name. I minimize the video feed, keeping any of its audio to continue propelling through his computer speakers.

      In the tab of most recent documents, I scroll the cursor through a small list of files. Towards the very bottom, one folder displays with the label—Turnkey Portfolio 2021-2022. The male keeps blabbering about projected profits estimated to be in the ten-millions by this time next year. Meanwhile, I continue scanning this PDF file which explains a tree of tertiary investors, with blanks underneath their names. Does anyone in that room have a clue that this is clearly a Ponzi scheme? Would they care, or is it only about making shit-tons of money?

      Just to ensure the coast is still clear, I maximize the feed yet again. The guy is about to wrap his spiel, leaving a woman the spitting image of Tilda Swinton to speak up as he sits down. She’s gathering everyone’s attention to prepare for their vote. Which tells me that I need to print these few pages of evidence quickly. I can’t just use my camera to snap a million photos like Jason Bourne or some shit. Not since I lost my phone yesterday, somewhere between The Palace restaurant and the party at Treat Cole’s estate.

      The thought occurs to me that I don’t see a printer in Reid’s office. How does he print things? Do people still do that? Obviously, I work for a media outlet. Which let’s just say, wouldn’t operate without the invention of the printing press. That’s not to say most of our subscribers don’t already read via electronic means. But we still release each issue in paper form, and it’s as readily available as The New York Times is in Seattle.

      A small group of printers display in a pop-up box when I locate the FILE > PRINT option at the top bar of this window. However, it seems the one Reid would utilize, has a nickname of— Kahlúa’s Desk. That must be the secretary’s name out front. Fuck, Kragen. Now what are you gonna do?

      I suppose my last resort is logging into my Gmail account from his web browser. Not that this is an ideal scenario, because it’s exposing me to whomever oversees the company’s I.T. department. If discovered, I’d be implicated right away as the person responsible for bringing their company to ruins. Reid suspects I’m some fancy author hiding behind a pseudonym, even though I only told him I’m a writer.

      The discussion heard through these speakers sounds as if they’re delaying a vote until someone returns from the bathroom. Though I’ve been so entrenched in the details of self-incrimination by retrieving the Gmail site, that I didn’t catch who left the room. Surely time is of the essence. So now I must save the PDF file to a local drive on Reid’s computer, before attaching it to a self-addressed email.

      Another few clicks and a short note later, I’m precisely afforded a single moment to hit the send button. I delete the file from Reid’s desktop immediately after closing out of his internet browser. No sooner do I maximize the live feed, when I’m startled by the clearing of a man’s throat. The sound sends my asshole inches up off this desktop chair, when I quickly glance towards the office door.

      Reid stands peevishly with his arms crossed into each other. The tone emitting from his voice box takes a far deeper octave than anything he’s used all weekend. “What the fuck are you doing, Kragen?”

      Panicked, I cower behind his desk with a hard gulp of air. “I can help you fix this,” I reply cautiously. “You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into, do you?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      All which is keeping me from the verge of boredom, is the fact that little Banana Boy is in my office waiting for this damn board meeting to finish. Poor guy. Kragen’s a bit hungover and I don’t blame him. If my eagle eye tallied correctly, he downed about six Adios Motherfucker cocktails in total. That is, before Hunter’s shit-stain of a kid convinced him to try blow for the first time. Judging by my chosen cousin’s reaction to the whole ordeal, and Treat’s remark about a rehab on the big island, I honestly can’t say I’m terribly surprised.

      Though the notion of anyone lingering around my office who isn’t my Nani, has me a bit on edge. And she’s a dog. The most she’s capable of doing is shredding a stack of paper. Humans on the other hand, are a completely different consideration. I suppose however, the riskiest thing someone would possibly find in there is Nani’s goodie drawer. Or a cup of fucking paperclips.

      One of my father’s handpicked gentlemen, Ashland Rucker, speaks up about the proposal we’re gathered here to vote on. “If we play our cards right, page twenty-one explains that the fourteen secondary investors amass a potential of seventeen-million by this time next year,” he pauses to clear his throat.

      He continues droning on about this investor and that one. Projections for third quarter and fourth quarter, and how they already have five companies interested in joining the venture with Fairchild Resorts Group.

      I tilt my head with a raised brow. “You know the technical mumbo jumbo goes right over my pretty little head, Ash,” I say. “All I need to know is if we’re gonna make a shitload of money or not.”

      Ash nods excitedly, meanwhile his eyes evolve to a deep emerald hue. “Oh yes, Sir, we’re gonna be loaded,” he replies ravenously.

      No sooner does Ash finish responding, when Francine raises her hand to cut in. “Let me be clear, here,” she whinnies at the same decibel of Mr. Ed. “As I glance around the room, there’s not a single person here who isn’t interested in lining their pockets a little more,” she adds. “Why not just put this to a vote already?”

      A tinge of greed paints Francine’s tongue like that fat fuck who’s guilty of sedition at the capitol. Father couldn’t stand her from the moment she wedged her foot in the door, akin to some vacuum salesman from the seventies. But by the time everyone inducted her onto the panel of board members, his clout ran about two raised hands shy of being able to vote her off the island. Literally. The bitch needs to go back to the cave in Northern Montana from where she came.

      I battle a crackle in the back of my throat, probably from all the greasy bacon I consumed this morning. Since Kragen didn’t finish his, I couldn’t in good conscience let a thing like that go to waste. While my board members continue their pre-vote banter, now is as good a time as any to check in on the little darling. Perhaps he’s just as thirsty, and could benefit from a Fresca straight from Kahlúa’s personal mini-fridge.

      There’s a reason I’m being pulled from the vote, I just don’t know why at this precise moment. Surely it must be my Daddy instincts firing away within me, screaming at the top of their lungs to check on Kragen. I offer a wave as the new Fairchild summer intern brushes shoulders with me in the hallway. Kahlúa’s post is right out front of our top-floor suite. She appears busy answering a couple of ringing lines as I shimmy behind her office chair, bending over to investigate my beverage choices. To be fair, they’re technically mine since the company pays for them.

      “Aloha, Mr. Reid,” Kahlúa greets me, in between parking the phone calls. “How’s Nani doing?”

      A smile warms my face. I just love it when people care as much about my dog as I do. “She’s been doing swell, mahalo,” I reply, swiping a can of ginger ale from the top shelf of her fridge.

      Every hair on my arm raises straight up once I reach the halfway point leading to my office. I’m not sure why, but something tells me that perhaps this may be a reason the universe or something yanked me straight from voting on the Turnkey Investments proposal. Oh my God, is Kragen okay? Usually my Daddy instincts are never wrong.

      About four feet from the door, I can hear clacking keys of a computer keyboard. And since everybody else’s door is shut, it’s most likely coming from my desk. Which is weird, because I don’t recall giving the boy access to my computer. Not with the wealth of proprietary information stored on our servers.

      As my feet land closer, accompanying the occasional keyboard taps are voices. Wait a hot fucking minute, that’s Francine’s horse pitched guffawing for sure. If I don’t recall letting Kragen play on my computer, then I most assuredly didn’t provide him with my password to the Fairchild mainframe.

      I waste no time at all remembering my breakup with Wade. Parting ways with him caused me to change that particular password. I’d only given it to him, because should anything have happened to me, he’d need access to important documents. Kragen likely found it on a piece of paper hiding behind the picture of me and Nani. But how in the hell did he know my main computer login? A raucous grunt escapes my throat at once, as I step forward to reveal myself in the middle of the doorway.

      Kragen Darling’s not so sweet face raises to catch my incensed stare. A partial look of fright mixed with shame can be read from one cheek to the other. The boy claims he can help me from making the biggest mistake of my life. Yet I have zero idea what it’s supposed to mean. The only mistake I feel has been made, is the fact that I put trust in another young boy. Especially when I should have left him under my chauffer’s supervision. FUCK!!
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        * * *

      

      It’s already well past six at night. Try as I may, grabbing my growling stomach isn’t going to achieve the result I need. Yet I’m left to wonder how a person could eat when they’re so infuriated, that even their own shadow pisses them off. I turn out the bathroom lights of my hotel penthouse, shuffling into the bedroom with what would be a scowl on my disappointed mug. I don’t know who I’m most mad at. Kragen or me. You told yourself you’d never date a younger guy again. Not after Wade.

      I toss my entire body on the bed’s plush surface. The phone in my hand lurches sideways, landing just underneath one of my pillows. Precisely the same one which my Banana Boy had his head on this morning. Banana Boy. More like a fucking rambutan with its thick, dangerous spikes protruding around a layer of skin. As I shut my eyes, all I can recall is a fight which ensued out in the sitting area once I finished voting on our business proposal.

      Kragen shimmied through the main hotel suite door with a sour look on his face. I could tell that I’d upset him by my level of fury. But there isn’t a snowball’s chance in Hell that I’d voice my detailed frustrations in a public place such as the office. I tossed my keys onto a buffet table after slamming the door shut. Though in hindsight, I can imagine ‘throwing with great force’ is a far more accurate description.

      My rage evolved to a fine boil after the short, awkward commute from my corporate offices to the Kūhiō Beach location. It was finally time to break the radio silence between Kragen and myself, and force the truth straight out of him.

      I shouted so loudly, I’m certain guests in the lower floor could’ve heard me. “What the fuck were you doing snooping?” I asked, all the while hurling my wallet across the room.

      “I’m so incredibly sorry, Reid,” he replied, surely terrorized at himself for violating my trust. “There’s another reason I’m here,” he added, planting both palms above his birthmark.

      “Annndd???” I retorted, in as much intrigue as peeved.

      A silence filled the void between Kragen plastered up against the door to my penthouse and myself, standing halfway across the sitting room. In that moment, I didn’t know how many more words would come from my own mouth.

      I’ve always wondered when the day would come that I found a paparazzo snooping in my office. Not some hot fuckpal from Grindr. And what did he mean by there being another reason he’s here? ‘Here’ as in ‘the islands’ or ‘here’ existentially? All I knew is the boy needed to start spitting out some words before I lost my utter shit in its entirety.

      “Reid,” he blurted, extending his arm. “I’m an investigative journalist for The Patriot’s Examiner and⁠—”

      I interject him full stop with a nasty scowl. “You’re fucking paparazzi?” I ask, shaking my head in full disgust.

      “No no, that’s not exactly—” he tried responding, but I didn’t afford him the chance before laying back into him with an assault of colorful vocabulary.

      “This entire weekend was some ploy?” I asked, catching his reddened stare. “You’re being paid to snoop into my life, Kragen,” I added, resting one hand on a hip. “That basically makes you paparazzo scum,” I drew a short breath. “Christ, did our connection mean any-fucking-thing to you?”

      Kragen couldn’t respond. In fact, he didn’t return one iota of eye contact. All the boy could do was stare off to the side, as if he were ashamed of what he did. I caught him on his bullshit, and he knew it pissed me off to no end. He turned around a second later, opened the door while shooting a sorry expression over his shoulder, then immediately walked out.

      Since we left the office straight for my Kūhiō Beach penthouse, I wasn’t provided the opportunity to take him shopping. I’d planned on buying him a new phone, certain to be a major upgrade from his confiscated iPhone which still has a home button. But by that point, the little asshole didn’t deserve to be spoiled. He isn’t my boy now. And I’m quite sure that any feelings he displayed was an act. So I figure there’s no sense in wasting another dime on him.

      “Gaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I bellowed throughout the whole penthouse, thrashing my arm out on the walk around a corner.

      Incredibly heavy—and expensive—vases toppled over the edge of a stand on my infuriating trail to the kitchen area. Meanwhile, I couldn’t stop thinking about how I’d found another boy good at acting. Putting on a fake show of emotion for the sake of getting what he wants. But I also knew if I didn’t down at least one beer, the penthouse ran a higher risk of being trashed beyond belief. Certainly more than a few shattered handmade vases, from my Cairo trip three years ago. The shit thing is, I craved a line of cocaine the entire time it took me to chug twelve ounces of Big Wave Golden Ale.

      The reminder that my brain is still wired to want blow seems to jolt me back to reality, pronouncing the deep loneliness I feel in my heart. Not only the seclusion I’ve felt for a year, but the fact that my Nani isn’t here to keep me chipper. Since Kragen is deathly afraid of canines, I left her back home with Luka and Kaimana. And because I’ve only known him for less than three days, he never had a chance to fully explain his fear. Or is that something else he lied about?

      “Grrrrr,” I thunder, scratching behind my ear. “What a little twerp—I wanted to love him too,” I finish speaking to myself.

      Because I’m likely not going to eat tonight, I figure a nap is in order. I want to fall asleep and forget this weekend ever happened. I’d really love it if I woke up on Friday morning all over again. Prior to my Grindr hunt. And long before the lies and betrayal. No sooner do I turn onto my right side, when my phone chirps with an incoming notification. I reach over for the device, noticing a banner from Grindr telling me that I have a new message.

      A sigh falls from my lips as I roll my eyes. “So another lying piece of shit can take advantage of me?” I say aloud. “No thanks.”

      I lay my head back onto the pillow when another beep emits from the device. Grindr again. Get a clue, fuckers. I’m not interested.

      Moments pass as my curiosity gets the better of me. It’s wildly evident that I won’t get a wink of fucking sleep until I see who else wants to dig into my life. Probably that weird dickhead a couple of months back, who told me he wanted to do some seriously disgusting things even I wouldn’t be interested in. No way did I even send the pervert a face picture.

      My hunger persists as I allow FaceID to unlock the screen. When I let out another massive scowl, my Grindr messages are revealed. Of course, I’m shocked and disgusted in the same breath. There’s one message from Kragen’s profile. Which is incredibly strange, because his device is locked in my desk drawer on a whole separate island. He must’ve brought an iPad on his trip. And the other profile picture couldn’t send any more nails underneath my flesh than it does now.

      
        
          
            
              
        WADE, 22 – 5 miles away: Hi there. Would I get burned if I touched your volcanic cock?

      

      

      

      

      

      This shouldn’t come as a surprise. Only on Friday night did I see that Google Alert which warned me he’d be gracing the islands with his miserable presence to shoot a film. Not to mention the fact that my Grindr profile is inconspicuous as all get out. The little shit doesn’t know whom he’s texting, and I plan on ignoring him.

      Now onto Kragen’s message with an attachment, probably giving me the fair warning of his written exposé for The Patriot’s Examiner. Only when I tap into our conversation thread, do I realize just how incredibly wrong I am. He’s sent a screenshot from the Sploosh website, including the candid photo of us kissing on the beach, accompanied by their nasty headline. The tone of his message is either of shock or embarrassment. Honestly, I can’t be sure in this exact moment.

      
        
          
            
              
        What the hell is this, Reid? No doubt, the whole world’s seen this.

      

      

      

      

      

      As soon as my thumb lands on the keyboard, another blue message bubble displays. Before I have a chance to fully read it, another one follows.

      
        
          
            
              
        I have so much I wanna tell you, but I’m sending this from my iPad and can’t call you. Not that we’d even got to the phone number exchange portion anyways. Can you meet for a late dinner?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I owe you the truth… and after I’ve had some time to calm down, I know best how to say what I need to.

      

      

      

      

      

      He’s right. The little fucker definitely owes me the truth. I suppose allowing him the opportunity to express what he needs to, is the least I can do. Since I need to eat, perhaps I’ll provide him the courtesy of another free meal. And well, I guess the prudent thing to do would be replacing his phone after for all intents and purposes, stealing the old one.

      Glancing at the time in the top left of my screen, tells me the day has gotten ahead of me. Since it’ll already be eight at night by the time I can get dressed and put on a happy face, a late dinner it shall be. I hammer away a short reply, attempting to convey my level of annoyance behind each word.

      
        
          
            
              
        Okay. Fine. Meet me at The Palace. Tell the host Jenna that I’ll have your dinner jacket at my table.

      

      

      

      

      

      I shoot straight up from bed to spend the next few minutes getting ready. Though I’m riled to no end, I wouldn’t dare show up to a public place with the aesthetic of a red puffer fish. A few dabs of eye cream and a few spritzes of Creed Aventus later, have me quickly scanning the closet for something to wear. I change quickly, retrieve Kragen’s dinner jacket, then saunter back into my room. No sooner do I approach the door, when a thought occurs to me that his Wade hand-me-downs are in the closet.

      “Guess I’ll still give them to him,” I huff loudly, blowing a wispy strand of hair out of my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      What a day, man. I honestly shouldn’t be surprised by Reid’s reaction. I’m sure if the tables were turned, I’d be absolutely livid to find someone else digging into my company servers for God only knows what. But at the same time, I don’t have a high level of assurance that our dynamic would last. That’s assuming should we have chosen to take things a step further.

      And there’s no way that I’d be able to live with myself in such a constant state of uncertainty. For all I know, his failed relationship with Wade Learn had an equal amount of shortcomings on both sides of the relationship fence.

      I’m sprawled out on the bed which Candace and Tuti are paying for until Wednesday morning. Yet I haven’t slept here the last three nights. Carrie is on a FaceTime call with me using my iPad. Well, since I was a fucking moron and lost my only lifeline last night at that stupid party.

      “I’m telling you, Care Bear,” I blurt, glancing back at her face from a momentary daydream out the window. “I think I know the other reason I hate drinking.”

      She nods, grinning in the process. “Because it’s poison and makes you do stupid shit.”

      A scowl forms on my face, as I can see the nasty remnants of heavy crying. “Like almost trying cocaine for the first time?”

      Carrie screeches through the device loud enough it could be heard halfway across the Pacific. “WHHHHAATTT?!?”

      “Yeah,” I sigh. “Apparently Reid’s friend’s—cousin’s—whoever’s kid ended up convincing an incredibly drunk Kragen Darling to snort something he wouldn’t have otherwise touched with a ten foot pole if sober.”

      Her eyes grow wide. “Oh you didn’t, Kragen?” She asserts more than questions. “Your moms would be so disappointed.”

      I shake my head. “No, I didn’t,” I admit earnestly. “Daddy Rei—erm—I mean Reid—stopped me just in time,” I stammer, scratching the nape of my neck. “God, why do I keep calling him that?” I ask aloud, mostly to myself out of embarrassment.

      “Because somebody has feelings for the guy,” she replies in the same fashion any supportive friend would. “That picture has so much chemistry,” she adds, her eyes growing ravenously. “Is he as hot in person as he is in those commercials?”

      My head couldn’t be skewed any farther left. “What picture?” I reply, thinking she’s dreamed up some image from my description. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      Carrie coughs as if she spoke out of turn. “So you haven’t seen the Sploosh website?” She asks, interrupting our video feed to share her screen with me. “This one, Krae,” she says, scrolling to a screenshot she’s saved in her camera roll.

      I’m instantly taken aback once my best friend enlarges the photo. It’s a picture of him and I kissing on his private beach, at the precise moment the waters turned translucent for a brief period of time. Of course the headline above it has to turn my stomach into a raging mess. What the actual fuck?!?!

      “What the actual fuck?!?!” I screech aloud, covering both eyes with my palm. “How did they⁠—”

      Carrie interrupts me instantly as I see her face return to the screen. “Kragen, they’re paparazzi,” she hisses. “He’s their favorite meal in a lake of hungry piranhas.”

      Oh my God. Allen is gonna see this picture and think I’m falling in love with Reid. Which I am. And for the love of all things holy, Candace and Tuti are gonna have a shitfit when they see this. If they haven’t seen it already.

      As I finish battling the rapid thoughts to swarm my mind, Carrie pipes back up with snapped fingers to jolt me back to the present.

      “Dude,” she snaps. “Is anyone in there?”

      “Yeah” I sigh. “I fucking like this guy,” I add, glaring at the sorry echo staring back at me in the FaceTime window. “And yet, there’s something about him that makes me feel like I couldn’t write anything which would have a negative impact on his life.”

      “Ohhhh honey,” she says in the same fashion as Tuti would.

      I glance out the window to see it’s rapidly getting dark. Either there’s about to be a brief storm, or the sun is bidding us farewell. Ultimately, if I have any hopes of getting in touch with Reid, I must catch him before he moves onto another person. God only knows how often he’s on Grindr. Is he already over me? Has he found another boy within the last few hours?

      “Okay I gotta let you go, Care Bear,” I sigh again, shooting an uneasy look into my front-facing camera. “I’m gonna install Grindr on my iPad and message him that way,” I add, raising my forefinger. “Can you forward me that screenshot you just showed me?”

      We’ve wrapped our video conversation so I could download Grindr to this device. I’m about to fire off a quick message with this screenshot, wondering the entire time if Reid’s even seen it yet. Surely he has. His publicist must have some instant Google Alert set up to detect any mere mention of his name online within a New York minute.

      No sooner do I press the send button, when a loud knock damn near rattles me off this bed. After shuffling up to the peephole, I’m fast to identify the ravine which Tuti’s neck takes the appearance of. She’s definitely frailer than she’d be willing to admit.

      “Hey Momma,” I greet her, sliding the door ajar. “I’m so glad to see you.”

      Tuti clicks her tongue as she extends both arms to offer a giant hug. “Your Mimi, Tessa, and I have been worried about you,” she mutters softly. “We saw that photo and no doubt the tabloid couldn’t be any more wrong about the situation.”

      “Yeahhhhhh,” I sigh. “I figured you guys probably saw that.”

      I pull away from Tuti’s embrace to look her square in the eye as she swallows hard. “Where’d you run into the likes of Reid Fairchild?”

      Well now that you put it that way. A dry cough escapes my throat. “Well, actually I did run into him in the lobby when I left Tessa’s reception on Friday night.”

      “Oh,” she responds. “And it was some love at first sight?”

      My head wavers from shoulder to shoulder. “Not at all,” I assure her. “At least, I ran away from our encounter because Allen has assigned me the duty of digging into Reid’s company while we’re here.”

      Tuti swallows hard another time, but I interrupt her before she can respond. “Don’t tell Mimi this, but I technically met him through Grindr,” I confess, reaching my hand to her shoulder. “But I didn’t know it was him until meeting for lunch on Saturday.”

      “He’s the friend Candace mentioned?” She replies, raising a brow. “I wouldn’t tell her you’re on that seedy app,” she adds, pinching my cheeks. “We encourage you to seek a partner of your own, and she just wants to ensure you do it safely.”

      I attempt to offer a reply when I hear a faint ding coming from my iPad on the bed. “Ohh I bet that’s him.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’m not sure who’s more eager to be sitting at this table. Reid, or maybe me. Judging by the reaction on his face, it seems like he’s calmed down considerably since the last time I saw him. But my inherited extra sensory gifts from Tuti are telling me that he’s still peeved. Serves me right, I suppose.

      Penny collects the menus before tottering back away, leaving us to stare intently into the other’s eyes. I take a sip of iced pineapple tea, setting the glass back down while formulating my apology.

      “Well—” I pause. “First of all, I’m incredibly sorry for violating your trust,” I add with conviction.

      Reid’s brow practically reaches the ceiling with a scoff. “You’re goddamn right you violated my trust,” he hisses. “Do you know how much of a fool you’ve made me feel like—” he pauses, allowing me the moment to rebut.

      Once my lips engineer their next syllable, Reid extends his flattened hand to shut me up. “I thought you were developing genuine feelings for me,” he says. “Did Saturday night mean absolutely nothing to you?”

      He’s right to be mad after the wild sex from that night. There’s a certain degree of thrill associated with his playroom. Mostly an abundance of trust building, given it’s lack for a better word, a sex dungeon. But as time has passed since his cock plunged deep within me, I’ve felt a deeper connection with him. And it seems selfish for me to give into my occupational interests, over trusting that we’d have a fair shot at a relationship. I understand that now.

      I nod. “Of course I have feelings for you, Reid,” I reply, briefly glancing away from the table. “But I just—” my vision returns to his solemn gaze. “I wasn’t sure if we’d be successful taking our dynamic to the next level,” I add, reaching across the table for his hand. “Since I have to help out with the household groceries and bills, I couldn’t risk going back to my boss empty handed.”

      Reid seems hesitant to accept my grip, but finally gives in. “Why me?” He asks vacantly. “Why my company?” He adds with a shaken head. “What deep, dark secrets does your publication think we’re hiding?”

      A thought from earlier this weekend pops back into my mind. I bet he has no clue what a Ponzi scheme is. Reid didn’t even go to business school. So he’s been overseeing that company, relying on every other suit and tie to lead his footsteps. And now it’s going to bite him in the ass. If I don’t intervene like he did for me last night.

      I contend with a frog in my throat, taking another drink of my tea before replying. “You do know what a Ponzi scheme is, right?” I ask, studying the empty look in his hazel brown seas.

      “Huh?” He replies, tilting his head.

      “Hello???” I blurt, rapping my knuckles against the table. “Schitt’s Creek—the whole reason The Roses were excommunicated from their wealthy lives⁠—”

      Reid’s expression has evolved into shock from being incensed only moments ago. “Are you saying—” he pauses.

      I nod in agreement as if reading his mind. Finally, he understands. I just had to make it relatable for him.

      “Mmm hmmm,” I acknowledge. “And I’d like to help you save your father’s corporation from ruins,” I add, squeezing his hand. “If you’ll let me.”

      He bites his bottom lip while breaking my stare. In this moment of pause, all I can hope for is that he accepts my apology. But he hasn’t said anything to mollify the worry inside me that I’ve gone and fucked everything up entirely. Penny returns promptly with our plates. Or bowls, rather. It seems Reid is having what I am—an entire bed of white rice covered in teriyaki chicken with vegetables.

      “Here you are, boys,” she says, teeming with amusement. “Third time in three days is a new record, Mr. Reid,” she adds with a wink.

      All Reid seems to be able to reply with is a humble grin, if even genuine at all. I know if the tables were turned, I’d be worried about a cataclysmic chain of events leading to the collapse of my entire world. So, he’s right to feel how he does in this moment. Penny departs from the private booth, allowing us to dig into our meal. I’ve already shoveled two bites down my hatch, where he’s yet to so much as pick up his fork.

      Reid clears his throat before a most liberal gulp of champagne. “You think it’s too late to save the vote?”

      Surely the company can be saved from total ruins. I barely skirted by four measly years studying English, Journalism, and the like. Let alone any basic business course at all. I’m unsure how the corporate structure shit like this works. But if proving my affection can be best expressed by helping him seek a positive resolution, then Reid can consider me involved.

      I click my tongue, all the while rubbing the circumference of my glass. “It’s possible,” I reply. “My liberal arts degree couldn’t be farther from an M.B.A., but I’ll do everything I can to help you save Fairchild Resorts Group.”

      Reid clutches my hand tightly. “I’d really appreciate the support,” he says, glowering down at his food as if he’s not even hungry.

      “What else can I do to prove how sorry I am?” I ask, dropping my fork in the process.

      The subtlety in his gaze beams from across the table, while a glint at the corner of his aperture dances from our table’s light overhead. “If you’re serious about wanting my forgiveness,” he replies, momentarily scanning the surroundings. “Banana Boy will have to prove his remorse in my playroom.”

      “You wanna take me back to Maui tonight?” I ask, my head matching the tilted direction of his.

      He blows the few wispy bangs dangling over his forehead. “No, little boy,” he replies intently. “I have one in my Kūhiō Beach penthouse as well.”

      So all is not lost? It seems there’s still a chance for redemption. And in order to regain his trust, I’m supposed to hand him every last bit of mine, in another new environment, submitting to yet one more world of pain. And since I’ve been a bad boy, this is bound to hurt. Do I trust Reid? A sigh falls from my lips.

      “And if I—” I reply, pausing as I glance around to ensure nobody’s close-by. “If I accept my ‘punishment,’ then all will be forgiven?”

      Reid blinks in a short succession. “No, but it’s a start,” he retorts. “You have to quit that ridiculous job and move in with me.”

      Is he a mind reader? Because no joke, I’m about to—or planned on—explaining to him that I decided to leave the paper. Not that quitting would be optional at this point. Certainly better than being fired. The likes of which, something Reid probably hasn’t ever had to worry about in his entire privileged existence. But I can’t move in with someone whom I’ve known for less than four days. That’s fucking bananas!

      My vision constricts as I drop my fork, the sound echoing throughout The Palace. “You’d have to contend with my Mimi for that to become a remote possibility,” I admit. “Candace is quite the protective mother wolf over me and my sister.”

      He holds up a forefinger while scooping his phone from the table. Whoever he’s about to text, apparently takes precedence over our conflict resolution. Not that I doubt his intent on correcting my behavior like a true Daddy would. But his mind seems to be captivated by something far more important than this conversation.

      “Hang tight, little boy,” Reid instructs with half of his vision shot towards me. “I gotta catch him before he jets off to San Francisco.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Kragen has me questioning the very foundation of my fragility. Not even two hours earlier, my heart felt like it was bursting into flames after being betrayed by yet another younger guy. And now, it’s almost as if I forgive him entirely.

      After giving it some thought, Kragen’s apology makes perfect sense. We haven’t known each other for any great length of time. So there’s no way he could share the same level of enthusiasm as I have for advancing our relationship. He expressed his need to keep a steady paycheck coming in. But there’s a sizeable portion over my heart, eager to shower people with help. If Kragen becomes my permanent boy, he’ll want for nothing. And neither will the Darling family.

      We’re about to step off the elevator at the twenty-eighth floor, where I fully intend on administering Banana Boy’s punishment. With his full consent of course. But a bad boy needs to be corrected of their ill behaviors. And I’m precisely the Daddy to do as such. He catches my gaze before shuffling first out from the metal doors. There’s more than a generous tinge of repentance in his hazel-green wonders, which tells me that all should be okay between us. If it’s not already.

      I scan my proxy card to enter the penthouse, ushering him inside first. The satisfying sound of my secure door shuts behind us, giving me more than an excited erection. “It’s just across the sitting area over there,” I instruct, pointing off to the farthest wall.

      Kragen turns around with a blank stare. “Where?” He asks. “There’s nothing over there.”

      My feet lead us across the room, behind an L-shaped sofa made of pure Italian leather. “That’s precisely the point, Banana Boy,” I say, pressing a small button which hides behind a faux book affixed to a shelving unit. “I had this playroom built two years ago.”

      “Ohhhh,” he replies, his eyes growing with anticipation as my shelves rotate to a forty-five degree angle. “It’s a secret room?”

      I nod. “Even my maid Shonee, is oblivious to what’s hidden behind these classic first editions,” I admit, pointing him through the opening.

      Kragen shivers nervously as I undress him from top to bottom, surrounded by walls of various tools and pleasure toys. He might only feel tense because this is quite another new environment which his naked body hasn’t been exposed to before. If he trusts me enough to test his capacity for a little more pleasurable pain, then he’ll warm up long before my electric sounds drop down his urethra. I strip from my clothes quickly, all the while studying his nerves rising to the surface. Goosebumps form along his forehead as my fingers graze the spectacular state of Michigan. But my eyes are shooting him an eager look, as if silently telling him to chill the fuck out.

      A subtle grunt falls from my lips. “Remember like last time, the safe word is always ‘pineapple’ and you’re to say it if anything becomes absolutely unbearable.”

      Kragen nods with understanding, allowing me to nudge his naked body to my swing made from leather straps. It’s suspended from the ceiling by durable chains, enough to support Keone’s chonky hams from The Twisted Nip.

      He draws in a quick breath. “I sup-suppose I d-d-deserve this attitude adjustment,” he stutters somewhat fiercely.

      That’s right, you’re gonna let Daddy take away every ounce of insolence. Another fractious grunt escapes my lips, warm breath bouncing against the tender flesh of his neck. If I were a bloodthirsty vampire, this would be the prime opportunity to take his mortality. The boy lets me lift him up into the embracing leather straps, before I fit his heels inside each dangling stirrup.

      “You’re not gonna blindfold me this time?” He asks coyly, swallowing a hard gulp of air.

      “Nope,” I reply, shaking my head. “I wanna see you come alive as each moan ejects from your voice box, little boy,” I add, raising his wrist up to the first handcuff.

      The handcuff’s satisfying clink sends my cock into a furious fit of ecstasy. Yet I haven’t so much as teased the surface of his hide with a riding crop. This is sure to be our best kink session yet, man. Your boy is ripe for the taking. Drool falls from my bottom lip, while I secure his other hand in the opposing cuff.

      Kragen’s demure grin contorts as I use a forefinger to collect my saliva from his forehead, sliding it slowly between his lips. My finger advances to the back of his throat to test his gag reflex another time. He’s ever the decent head giver. So I’m not surprised that the boy isn’t already choking by now.

      “Mmmm that’s right,” I mutter low, forcing him to suck on my fingers for several moments. “Taste Daddy’s salty fingers.”

      The azure seas drown with each widening pupil, as he attempts to speak. “Tastes kind of like pine⁠—”

      A hasty grunt projects at the mere mention of my safe word. There’s no fucking way he wants me to stop when I haven’t even gotten started. “Don’t say it, little boy,” I command, stepping around to slap his thigh. “Your punishment hasn’t even begun.”

      Kragen nods. “Yes, okay,” he drones.

      Another flat palm against his bare ass. “Yes okay, what?!?” I grunt underneath narrowed eyes.

      “Yes, Daddy,” he replies.

      “That’s a good boy,” I reply sternly, fishing my arms into a leather harness.

      The very notion of praise seems to make his cock stiffen. He’s moaning already, and I haven’t done anything as much as a spank on that bare, plump ass.

      His eyes liven when he catches sight of my favorite riding crop unhooking from its place on the wall. “Is that—” he tries speaking, yet I interrupt him.

      “Quiet, boy,” I command. “You’re to take this punishment without talking,” I hiss playfully.

      He grimaces the moment I graze the switch against his exposed nipples, slapping them with a moderate amount of force. Another pang into this tightened chest of his doesn’t make him flinch in the slightest. Perhaps he’ll enjoy far more than a crop. I shuffle behind Kragen to a box of clothespins on the farthest wall. The boy’s expression matches precisely to that old guy in the wheelchair from Breaking Bad, yet remaining hushed as instructed.

      All that being said, he tremors in what appears to be enjoyment at the slight pinching of his nipples. Another delightful groan follows the prior while I finish fastening them to his exposed torso. His skin seems thinner and much more tender after the fourth closure, as I get closer to his dick performing a ballerina pirouette. His hole needs some attention now. Without skipping another beat, I reach behind me to retrieve a golden-yellow ten-inch dildo from its shelf.

      If Kragen grimaced at the sight of clothespins, he’s sure to sway back and forth in pleasure with the girth of this motherfucker in his hungry asshole. After a generous slather of Boy Butter, I slide a few fingers with remnants of the lube into his eager hole. A slight moan escapes his mouth as I prod deeper, rubbing straight up against his prostate.

      “God da—” he wails, stopping immediately to obey my instruction.

      His ass throbs as I grace the circumference with the tip of my silicone toy. The boy bites his bottom lip with another delightful wail. Apparently quite forcefully, because his dimples may be permanently frozen in place.

      Another grunt from me. “Feels better than the one on Maui, yes?” I heckle the poor fucker who’s gritting his teeth by this point.

      He nods in agreement, though I can tell it’s the widest he’s likely ever taken in his natural born life. I twist the dildo with a snicker, fully cognizant of where his pleasure spot is up there. The toy, appearing much like a pineapple, has blunted splinters of silicone protruding from the sides. Not sharp to cause any tearing, yet just enough pleasure to make the boy exult in place with vehemence.

      Kragen winces. “Son of a⁠—”

      “What did I say about talking, little boy?” I shoot him a serious stare.

      He glances down his naked abdomen to see the toy plunging into his asshole at the rate of a jackhammer, but the impact of a fucking freight train. “Ssss-ssorry Daddy,” he winces.

      “Are you learning your lesson yet?” I thunder seriously. “Little boys don’t rub their noses where they don’t belong, do they?”

      He returns my sentiments precisely how I intended for him to. A total look of relief washes his face, as I slowly pull the dildo from his ass. Color returns to his cheeks the second my toy retracts from his deep void. Almost as if the silicone cockblocked his ability to pump any blood through the upper half of his body. I’m no doctor, but I’m pretty sure the boy’s pulse could be read near his gaping hole.

      Kragen nods with what appears to be absolute delight. Now is the perfect time to introduce the next element of my desire. Electricity. He huffs while trying to catch his breath, as I shuffle behind him to slip my hands into a pair of gloves. A snapping sound reverberates around the room when I tug on the last cuff.

      Even though this is a completely soundproof space, anything can be heard bouncing from wall to wall. My Banana Boy whimpers in what I assume to be uncertainty. This next part will most assuredly come flying from out of left field. Perhaps he’ll enjoy it as much as I will. A brief, yet satisfying cackle wallows through my clenched teeth.

      I retrieve the small sounding rod, a bottle of Surgilube, and sanitizing wipes from their shelf. Meanwhile, I juggle a voltage box with my other arm. The boy couldn’t appear any more frightened than he currently does, wincing loudly as if I’m wielding a hacksaw or a sledgehammer like Annie fucking Wilkes. If he were to be an author, this could make for quite the comeback sequel. Surely to rack up a few mil at the box office.

      “What’s that?” He cowers at the sight of red and black cords intertwined with my fingers.

      Another coarse grumble falls from my throat, as I shoot him a brooding look. “I’m pretty sure I asked you to take this punishment quietly, little boy,” I grunt, wiping the silver rod with a sterilizing pad. “Are you gonna come out of this Daddy’s champ—mmm?” I finish, my tone rising to the perfect upper octave.

      He nods in agreement, appearing intent on seeing this through to the end.

      “Okay then,” I reply, teasing the tip of his cock with the end of my lubricated sounding rod. “Remember, ‘pineapple’ stops it all,” I add sternly. “Do you trust Daddy to continue, Kragen?”

      The boy nods again. Convincingly enough anyways. Surely if the roles were reversed and I didn’t know what this felt like, I’d probably have shat myself by now. Kragen’s quite the trooper, proving that he trusts me to test his capacity for feeling the most pleasurable pain he’s probably ever experienced. His dick twitches insatiably at the mere touch of metal, barely even a centimeter deep inside. Though my sight doesn’t fray from what I’m doing, I can hear the boy huffing and gasping as the rod gently glides down his urethra.

      “Mmmmmm,” Kragen moans. “Huhhhhhhhh⁠—”

      I click my tongue. “You’ve not felt anything like this have you, boy?” I ask, catching a glimpse of his youthful aspect shuddering with an abundance of delight.

      His flush face nods in approval, maintaining total silence at this point. There’s nothing quite like a narrow object being inched down the same organ which our sweet release propels from. But the first time is usually the most harrowing, because the sub isn’t certain how it’s going to feel until it happens. The fact of the matter is, insertion’s only part one. What’s about to follow will drive a strident pain to the veil of his very existence.

      The boy’s eyes enlarge to the size of coconuts, as my fingers hover each tiny dial on the voltage box. It doesn’t take a telepath to know that Kragen has surmised wires and a metal dowel must mean electricity. Definitely not judging by the intensity of his facial contortions right this moment. He whimpers softly the minute my fingers grab hold of a knob, kickstarting the amperage just shy of 50Hz. Since he’s a total beginner, I don’t intend on exceeding more than three times that. I doubt I’ll push 100Hz before he’s singing the safe word like a fucking canary.

      Kragen wriggles his body at the electric pulses being shot inside his dick. Meanwhile, his breathing picks back up to the rate of a steam engine firing on all pistons. Both eyes shut as he feels the intense throbs growing deeper and harder. One more slight turn of the dial compels me to reach in between his thighs to provide a helping hand.

      “Uhhmmmm,” he yowls through gritted teeth.

      “You’re doing so well, little boy,” I praise him, stroking his pounding cock. “I think we can go a little higher, yes?”

      His cock jitters within my grasp at the sound of more praise. He’s liable to be compared to my Nani, when I admire her for not ruining my office if I’ve left her unattended for too long. He winces instantly, shaking his head in the process. But the safe word hasn’t been activated, so Daddy’s lesson persists.

      Another quarter-inch turn of a dial gets an immediate yelp from the boy, akin to the chatter between parrots found in Kalalau Valley. My stroking grows in speed and strength, as the leather swing sways from side to side amidst Kragen’s raging jitters.

      I shake my head in surprise. “Good boy, Kragen,” I mutter low, admiring his serious grit.

      Another slight increase in voltage ushers the boy straight beyond all panic, as he jerks his whole body an entire foot to the left. His gnashed teeth open wide, all the while his pleasure cry could be heard from a mile down the road if this weren’t padded off with state of the art foam.

      “Goddd fucckkkkkkk,” he screams, that face of his incensed to the max.

      Though he hasn’t cried ‘pineapple,’ I can tell he’s at the tipping point. My stroking slows down considerably while studying the boy’s pain riddled visage.

      A shrill whine falls from his teeth pierced lips. “PINEAPPLE!!” He screams. “FUCKKKINGGG PINNNNEAPPPLEE!”

      No sooner do I bring the electric current to an immediate halt, when I study Kragen’s distraught expression. His stare couldn’t shoot any more daggers into my soul as if I’ve hurt him. He consented to this, man. You didn’t do anything he wasn’t willing to allow. You stopped the second he activated the safe word.

      “Kragen,” I moan, hovering over his forehead with concern. “Are you okay, Banana Boy?”

      Sweat empties from every facet of his hairline, as the heated breath escaping his lungs crashes into my tightened pores. “God fuuckkking damnn ittttt,” he whimpers, rustling both arms locked tight to the suspended chains.

      I waste no time releasing him from their grasp, before lowering his legs from the stirrups. “Oh boy,” I drone. “You lasted longer than I imagined,” I add, assisting Kragen in climbing down from the swing.

      The boy winces as he quickly removes each clothespin from his skin, without so much as an audible reply. Though, the look on his face isn’t quite what I’m used to seeing in a boy who’s just received an attitude adjustment. There’s a certain anger warming Kragen’s face. Either of tacit disappointment, or true pain. He hobbles himself across the room to my secret door, banging his fist against the crease as if it’s touch activated.

      I shout from my stance next to the swing. “It’s the button off to the right,” I wail, feeling a rising storm of anxiety in my gut. “Are you gonna be⁠—”

      He hisses over his shoulder, grabbing the base of his spine in the process. The door creaks open before I can even get one more word out. For the first time in my years as a Daddy Dom, I’m left with little assurance that I haven’t inflicted harm on a boy. Albeit unintentionally, it still leaves a sour taste in my mouth. Not another moment is wasted chasing after Kragen. But somehow he’s already halfway across the sitting room.

      Give him space, man. For all I know, he just needs to take a fucking piss.
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        * * *

      

      Why is Kragen taking such a long time in there? My god, a flight back to Maui wouldn’t take this long.

      I glance down at the time on my phone, trying to piece together exactly how long Banana Boy has been in my bathroom. We haven’t exchanged a single word since I helped him off the swing. And for all I know, there’s more to that death stare of his than my imagination can muster.

      I hurt him, didn’t I? I’m always so careful, that wasn’t even a third of what Wade could tolerate. Nearly half from my very first time. However many years ago it’s been, since somebody introduced the pleasure to me. Why hasn’t he come out of the bathroom?

      If my Nani were here, I’d have the comforts of her loving reassurance. It’s hard when we’re apart for longer than a day. Because I take that floofer with me everywhere. If I can get Kragen to warm up around her, perhaps we could become some happy little family. But he has to get his young ass out here before that births possible. If it’s possible. He probably hates me for inflicting the littlest amount of pain I thought he’d be able to take. Am I a hardened Daddy Dom?

      My feet follow a path through the sitting room, stopping at a lengthy rectangular mirror. The doubt which heckles me from my reflection is enough to cause a fucking ulcer. Merely a bitter reminder of my calloused shell, figuratively speaking.

      So pathetic. Look at those stone cold eyes. So greedy and utterly clueless, that I can’t tell a legit business proposal from a hole in the ground. That cloud of crimson shrouds the jade around my pupils, because my inner Dom has taken things way too far. Kragen could have a lasting injury from pushing him beyond that ledge which divides pain from pleasure. If not, this will etch a permanent souvenir in my heart that I’m a selfish son of a bitch—intent on satisfying only my needs. What about Kragen’s, you bastard?!?!

      Trickling water sounds fill the bedroom when I shuffle towards the bathroom door. It’s been left slightly ajar. Whatever the fuck he’s up to, he’s doing it quietly. In any instance, those water fountains aren’t capable of concealing too much noise. I push the door all the way open to study Kragen sprawled across the granite floor.

      Oh my god, Banana Boy!!

      “Kragen!” I screech, dashing straight to him in a panic.

      Lowering to my haunches, my vision catches sight of his eyes which are barely flickering. Yet another admonishment on the inside for thinking that a little playful punishment was in order. Fuck oh God! I bundle his neck with the crook of my right arm, raising his torso up into mine. His limp arm crashes into my thigh, dropping an amber prescription vial in the process. I shoot a momentary glance up towards the medicine cabinet, only to realize in this moment that the boy has located my Dilaudid.

      “Kragen!” I shout, slapping Kragen across the face to get a rise out of him.

      Thank fuck it’s effective. He starts coming to, fluttering both lashes like he’s departing a temporary dream. God I hope he didn’t take any of these. In this moment, a reminder from only this morning thrashes inside my mind. The poor boy has a physical dependency to opioid pain medications from an injury in middle school. Just one could set him back from all the effort he’s put forth into his abstinence.

      If memory serves me, I only filled this script prior to an elective procedure for my face, which kept getting rescheduled. And I don’t recall taking even one of them. If I count to thirty, he wouldn’t have taken any. No time is wasted unscrewing the cap to collect an inventory of the vial’s contents. Two, four, six, seven, eight, eleven.

      Kragen wipes his left eye with a curled finger. “Whaa—what’s going on?” He asks, stifling a yawn.

      My concentration doesn’t stray from counting the remaining tablets scattered in my palm. Twelve, thirteen, fourteen, sixteen, twenty, twenty-four, twenty-seven, thirty. A wave of relief washes over me while I pat Banana Boy on his naked tummy.

      “Oh my God, kiddo,” I say emphatically. “You nearly gave me a heart attack.”

      The boy attempts to turn around, but it isn’t without an obvious struggle. “What happened?” He asks with a grimace, grabbing his backside in the process. “Are you okay?”

      My jaw drops to the floor, astounded that he’s worried about my own wellbeing. “Am I okay?” I reply, shooting him a concerned look. “You’re the one I found passed out on this bathroom floor,” I add, combing my fingers through his dense locks. “Is your back hurting?”

      He nods. “And I have a pounding headache,” he admits, painting my naked torso with his shapely palm. “Don’t you have that important meeting this morning?” He asks. “I wouldn’t want you to be late.”

      He doesn’t remember the fucktastic day we’ve just endured? Does he not recall the abundance of electricity thudding deep into his dick merely half an hour ago? Have I caused him some permanent cognitive impairment? Fuck fuck fuck—this is bad.

      As much as I feel Kragen needs checked out by a doctor, I can’t take him to a public facility. There’s way too much opportunity for paparazzi to catch wind of the injured young boy ‘who appears hardly old enough to vote.’ Especially not with all the thick schmear in and around his asshole like it’s a fucking everything bagel.

      “Oh Kragen,” I mutter softly. “I think my company can wait for its most important chairman to arrive whenever he damn well pleases,” I add, pushing myself up off the granite floor. “You need to see a doctor like right now.”

      Kragen remains in the position which seems most comfortable to him. Meanwhile, I hurry out to the sitting room for my phone. First to summon my driver, instructing him to put pedal to the metal. Second, to Veronica advising her that I’m taking ‘a close friend’ to Kaka’ako Terrace, a private medical facility North of here. And lastly, hoping against all fuck that the boy remembers at least one of his mom’s phone numbers.

      Not exactly the first impression I’d expect, should our dynamic evolve past this situationship. “Hey Candace—Tuti—I’ve fucked your kid into submission. Poured hot candlewax all over his cock. Rushed half the required energy to power a string of Christmas lights in that same hole. Oh and I’m that narcissistic fucking asshole you’ve seen in all those hotel commercials. So very nice to meet you.”

      I shake my head indignantly at the mere thought of what I’ll say to Kragen’s lesbian mothers. One thing is for sure, however. It most definitely won’t be in the presence of their young boy smelling of a sweaty gym sock with a hint of coconut oil. I raise my phone to dial my chauffer, Gordon. Though a strike of anxiety accosts me instead, when I see a text from an old friend. Wade starred in a premium cable network show with Shane Hansen called, Tolerable Chaos.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey R, I’m headed to the islands this weekend to shoot an ad campaign for the new Manx Du Jour fragrance. I know you and Wade are on the outs. But we’re still friends, right? Wanna have dinner and hit reunite with Keone at the club?

      

      

      

      

      

      No, technically I’ve dissociated myself from most of the friends I knew through Wade. Shane hasn’t spoken to me since I caught Wade red-dicked in the separate bedroom he used on occasion. Up until now apparently, I figured he chose the little bastard’s side over mine. There’s no way I have the time to mollify Shane’s curiosity. Kragen’s condition ranks way higher on this Daddy’s list of priorities.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eighteen

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      If it weren’t for bad luck, I’d probably have nothing at all. Or at least that’s precisely how it feels. Why I’m waking up in a hospital seems to be a mystery. Though strange as it may seem, this almost resembles the dream I just woke from. To save me from some long winded explanation, I’ll leave the dramatics to those worthy of such high esteem. Such as Judy Garland when she woke up from her dream, “and you were there, and you were there…”

      Daddy Reid sits patiently by my bedside, glancing up at me every few seconds. I’m still drowsy, so I doubt he can tell a difference in my alertness because my eyes open then close in a rapid succession. And both of my lesbian mothers seem to be taking the similar appearance as they did in the dream. Only Tuti is hunched over in the corner chair, awash with total worry. Whereas Candace leans up against the wall, shooting Reid a cagey look above crossed arms. What a way for them to meet Reid. Actually, how did they get to Maui from Oahu in the first place?

      Try as I might, my memory can’t seem to recall introducing anyone from my family to Reid Fairchild. Not yet. We’ve only just met. A wild day of fucking and getting tipsy at his friend’s club seemed to occur over a span of merely ten hours. Only then followed by one hot afternoon, to show him what community service really feels like.

      That’s basically all I’ve had to gauge him by. How could I hold him to his pretty boy image which is falsely highlighted by the media? What I can measure him by, is the monster cock in those board shorts of his. Then there’s his party side. Speaking of, we’re missing that party he mentioned on the boat.

      As for the dream, there are only two people absent from it. One doctor, a well-built foreign man who appeared to be a fish out of water. And a younger doctor looking similar to a guy my publication ran a story on last month—something to the effect of dying only a week after his famous husband. So perhaps my subconscious is playing tricks with me through dreams.

      Reid stands when a doctor enters the room. Wait a hot minute! You were there too. Now I’m beginning to think my dream must be some drug induced half-awareness, where everything feels like a brief fantasy. I only hope they didn’t give me painkillers, because my head and back hurt like a motherfucker. For a hospital, I must say he’s dressed incredibly casually for someone in the medical profession. Dark brown shorts reach just below his knees, and a Hawaiian shirt with bears and palm trees.

      The doctor speaks in the faintest foreign accent. “Kragen,” he says. “We have reviewed your scans,” he adds, getting a rise from Tuti and Candace in the process. “You have several pulled muscles in your lumbar region, which is why it hurts incredibly so.”

      Candace clears her throat to speak. “Doctor, will he be okay?”

      Reid takes hold of my left hand, which instigates a sour reaction from Mimi. Meanwhile, the light bounces off the doctor’s badge enough to where I can make out his name—Dr. Dale Davis, M.D. Tuti joins me to my right, taking the other hand as if I’m about to receive some fucking death sentence. Though the look on Dr. Davis’ face isn’t necessarily too grave.

      “I am certain your boy will be fine,” he assures everyone. “To that end, I do think he has experienced a mild form of post-traumatic amnesia from his fall in the bathroom,” he adds, gesturing a hand over to my Island Daddy.

      Glancing up into Reid’s eyes, I can tell that he’s remorseful about something. Yet at the same time, according to what the doctor’s just advised us, I couldn’t begin to comprehend exactly what has him troubled. The last thing I remember him saying to me is his eagerness to continue a relationship after I’ve returned home. Home. Why do I feel hesitant to return? How did I respond to Daddy Reid’s suggestion?

      Dr. Davis continues explaining his analysis. “In a usual instance, this type of condition is extremely temporary—not lasting beyond forty-eight hours or such.”

      Candace pats an emotional Tuti on her backside, appearing relieved that this doesn’t seem to be anything super serious. “So he can fly back home on Wednesday morning?” She asks.

      Reid’s grip tightens at Dr. Davis’ response. “Not necessarily,” he replies, digging a forefinger into his chin. “It might be prudent to wait at least two full days before any air travel.”

      A cavernous sigh falls from Tuti’s mouth, nervous as all get out. “Ugh, what are we gonna do?” She asks, tossing out her arms. “Our tickets are non-refundable.”

      Daddy Reid’s soothing voice cloaks whatever possible worry may reside within him.

      He seems to really care about me. How could a guy like him get so attached to a boy like me after only a day?

      “I have a private jet, Mrs. Darling,” he interjects kindly. “I’ll get Kragen home in one piece when it’s safe for him to fly,” he adds, shooting a wink down in my direction.

      Dr. Davis nods in agreement. “This plan seems most appropriate,” he says. “And I have no doubts that Mr. Fairchild is an exemplary candidate to care for your boy, Mrs. Darling,” he adds with a perked ear, listening to a page overhead asking for his assistance elsewhere.

      The doctor smiles briefly. “Excuse me for a few minutes—yeah?” He mumbles, quickly shuffling out of the room.

      Candace glowers over at Reid, as she escorts Tuti back to her chair. “None of that rich boy funny business,” she pipes up, seething through gritted teeth. “If you so much as lay a finger on our kid,” she adds, her chin meeting a shoulder. “You’ll have lawyers so far up your asshole that you won’t shit for a week.”

      Jesus, Mimi. If you only knew about last night. Though come to think of it, why can’t I fly if Wednesday morning is more than two days away?

      My eyes roll back with a scoff. “Hang on, Mimi,” I blurt, extending my arms to see there’s an IV in my arm much like in the dream. “Reid has been showing me around the islands, and I slept in his guest suite last night.”

      Momma winces as if she can detect that was a bold-faced lie. “Sweetheart,” she says, grabbing Candace’s hand. “Why don’t we give them a moment,” she adds, turning back around to shoot me and Daddy Reid her seemingly tacit approval. “I’ll call Tessa to see if she and Craig would join us all for dinner tomorrow before they continue the next leg of their honeymoon.”

      If loud bodily functions truly are the indicators of nervousness as people claim, then Reid’s gurgling stomach is about to turn upside down. His grip of my hand tightens yet again, all the while sighing softly. Poor guy. This isn’t at all how I wanted to introduce him to Candace. She can be a handful.

      An involuntary grin plasters my face, covering up my true feelings. “Sounds great, if the doctor says I can get out of here by then,” I reply, tugging on Reid’s arm. “Wouldn’t that be nice?”

      Reid lets out a grunt. “Surreeeee,” he says. “Why don’t we gather at The Palace?”

      No sooner do I attempt another reply, when Candace prevents me from speaking entirely.

      “We can’t afford that place,” she hisses. “You might be lucky for us to pay for a Subway sandwich, maybe.”

      Daddy Reid’s reply sends a silent but deadly pang into my belly. “Sweetheart, I’m Reid Fairchild,” he replies with a pert expression. “I can afford that place,” he adds, emphatically hoisting his free hand at waist level. “And I insist on paying for your meal.”

      His air of dominance seems to have put Candace in her place. But she’s nothing if not persistent about having the last word in any debacle. “I know good and well who you are,” she says, raising a brow. “And for the record, Kragen has been able to vote for the last three years.”

      Where’s she going with this? What does my voting age have to do with the price of tea in fucking China? Yet again, I try to settle the tension with a soothing reply. However, Dr. Davis totters back into the room, situating a brown stethoscope around his neck in the process.

      “Good news Kragen,” he says. “I can clear you for discharge, but if you show signs of a worsening concussion like vomiting or slurred speech,” he draws a quick breath. “You will need to return pronto—yeah?”

      Daddy Reid turns around to retrieve a bottle of Coke Zero from his bedside chair. “Here you are kiddo,” he says. “It’s lukewarm by now, but I’m sure you’re thirsty as all get out right now.”

      I find his simple courtesies quite refreshing. My parents are great and all. But I’m usually only pampered by Tuti whenever I’m sick. Candace is far too busy at her legal aid clinic to extend much more than a kiss goodnight, or morning hug. Yet here I have an older man which I’ve always wanted, practically eager to serve me fresh grapes while fanning my sweaty flesh with a large banana leaf.
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        * * *

      

      Daddy Reid and I have returned to The Tiki Tavern after being sprung loose from the private emergency room he took me to. Of course, not without an abundance of pain. That doctor assured me that they didn’t administer any opioid painkillers, almost as if they had some type of instant access to my medical records from Colorado. We’re almost a quarter of the way into the new Millenium, and our healthcare system might already have the ability of communicating at the speed of telepathy.

      To be frank, we’re not staying here in the room Momma and Mimi have been paying for. My Island Daddy in his infinite charm feels a certain level of guilt for how I’ve injured myself. Even though he doesn’t know this isn’t a new injury. Nor is he aware that I’ve suffered chronic back pain ever since hurting my spine on a set of bleachers back in school.

      All this to say, he’s adamant about setting Candace, Tuti, Tessa, and Craig up in their own private suites at his Kūhiō Beach resort. The same one where Tessa’s wedding reception took place. And precisely where I timidly eye-fucked Reid Fairchild in the lobby. I’m sitting at the bed’s edge while he scours my luggage and bedstand, collecting each of my possessions for transporting to his hotel.

      “Don’t forget my phone and iPad charger plugged in behind the stand there,” I mention, twisting around gently with a hand covering my pained back. “Can’t leave those behind can I?”

      Reid grimaces. “I don’t think I’ve seen your phone,” he says, shrugging. “To be honest, I’ve wanted to upgrade it since you’ve been stuck with that model for at least four years.”

      “Nah,” I reply, flailing a wrist. “You don’t have to worry about that,” I add, insistent that he has already spoiled me plenty yesterday and today.

      He finishes stuffing my iPad and cord into the suitcase when my work badge falls from its lid. Now I’m reminded with the other reason I’m here with Reid in the first place. Well, if it weren’t for our Grindr interaction, I’d have been at his corporate headquarters tomorrow. Or today? God, that doctor was right. I have a serious lapse in memory.

      But if I must be honest, I don’t feel easy about becoming his own personal Gorbachev. If I destruct the very framework his father and grandfather worked hard to build by writing my piece, I’d probably ruin the man’s life entirely. After these last couple of days or some shit, I’ve really seen a different side to Reid Fairchild. He’s sweet, passionate, and oh so tender. I’m just gonna quit my job. Fuck Allen Downing and The Patriot’s Examiner.

      Reid shoots me a concerning look, scooping my press lanyard off the floor. Since I haven’t told him what I really am, I can only assume he finds this more than just a little suspicious. Especially because I’m quite sure he’s constantly walking on eggshells where the mass media is concerned. My temporary Daddy doesn’t say a word, as he stuffs it back inside the lid of my suitcase. A grunt follows the sound of him zipping it shut, quickly hoisting the luggage at waist level.

      “Are you ready to get out of this shit box?” He jokes with a wink.

      I nod. “I suppose,” I reply, accepting his extended arm to stand from the bed. “But to be fair, it’s all my moms could afford,” I add, swinging the door open. “They spent most of their savings on Tessa’s wedding reception at your hotel.”

      Another grunt escapes Reid’s throat. “Then your moms can consider whatever fees they paid to my resort, refunded in their entirety.”

      “Why are you being so nice to them?” I ask, hobbling halfway down the hallway to an elevator. “You don’t even know them,” I add. “You hardly even know me, yet⁠—”

      Don’t say it Kragen. It’s silly to say the ‘L word’ within the first week of meeting somebody. No sooner do I bite my lip to shut the fuck up, when he interjects.

      He raises a brow above those tightened, caffeinated irises. “Because I really like you, Kragen,” he mutters softly, pressing the elevator button. “You’re my Banana Boy and I’m your Island Daddy, remember?”

      I grasp hold of his wrist, staring straight into his pure soul. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard those words come out of a guy’s mouth before,” I admit, briefly glancing down to the floor. “Typically, the only thing I hear is sexual caterwauling and a huge sigh of relief, followed by—‘don’t let the door smack your ass on the way out,’ or some equally degrading statement.”

      The elevator ding is accompanied by a loud hiss from Reid’s lips. “That’s appalling, little boy,” he says, sweeping his hand through my dense hair. “You’re a fucking darling,” he moans at a low decibel, leaning in to plant a kiss directly on the lips.

      No sooner do the doors swing open like the gates at a horse race, when we hear Candace clearing her throat. “We’ve been waiting downstairs for half an hour, sweetie,” she says. “I came up to make sure you guys were coming down.”

      Reid’s shapely lips instantly draw apart from mine. “Yes Ma’am,” he says, clearing his husky throat. “Gordon’s already waiting to take us to my property.”

      Candace rolls her eyes in the similar fashion she did at the hospital. “We aren’t invalids,” she snaps. “It’s not even a fourth of a mile around the corner.”

      My Island Daddy bites his tongue, as I can tell he wants to sass back. “I figured Kragen’s condition requires special consideration,” he replies graciously. “Besides, it’s one in the morning, Mrs. Darling,” he adds, shooting me a wink. “You ready, kiddo?”

      I nod, paying attention to the glint from a hallway light dancing around his pupils. “Let’s go.”
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        * * *

      

      The short ride to Reid’s property afforded me time to gather my internal thoughts. Almost as if my brain needed re-compartmentalized, like I remember older generations would say whenever they had computer issues. “Maybe you need to run a defrag.” Yet nobody ever liked performing them, because they took half of a fucking century to complete.

      I don’t think I have the mental fortitude to confess what I’ve been assigned to do. My feelings for the man I’m being paid to expose to the world, are far deeper than any amount of money. And it’s clear to me now. The kiss and reassurance of his deep feelings for me in front of the elevator, pretty much seal the deal.

      Climbing the floors to his private living quarters has my emotions on the precipice of flattery. Reid’s strong arm is wrapped tightly around me, almost supporting the ache in my back. Since I’ve just wished my family goodnight as they each located their private suites, I’m left to contend with the last ten percent of my mental defrag. Though, hunger has overpowered my ability to think with such clarity.

      “Reid,” I blurt aloud in his elevator. “I’m absolutely starving,” I admit, grabbing my gurgling tummy.

      An elevator ding announces our arrival to the hotel’s penthouse level, all the while Reid catches my stare. “Okay then,” he says, bending forward to lift my suitcase. “You wait right out here while I toss your luggage in my closet, then I’ll take you down for some grub.”

      I nod in agreement. “Sure,” I reply. “With my decrepit body, I couldn’t get very far if I tried running away.”

      Daddy Reid chuckles lightly on his way inside the door. Not but a minute later, he returns to the small vestibule to summon the elevator again. The man’s visage is alight with admiration, as he scoops me up in his arms. He carries me back into the chamber, pressing on a button to whisk us back downstairs.

      “What are you in the mood for?” He asks, his warm breath bouncing from my neck. “I’m no Emeril Lagasse or anything,” he adds, licking my earlobe. “But I know how to fire up the flat-top in our kitchen and toss a couple of steaks on.”

      A smile warms my face. Certainly half of this relief is because I’m about to eat for the first time in God only knows how long. As for the other, I’m quite enjoying this level of pampering. If this is what it’ll be like in his constant care, then a bitch better sign me up.

      Being born to lesbian mothers hasn’t been all that bad. But having a Daddy to hold me in his arms, showing me what it’s like to have my needs put before his own? Well, this feels like I’ve won the jackpot of a lifetime. Fuck the lottery system. Daddy Reid is more than just money. His heart is that prize at the bottom of a cereal box.

      “A steak would be just fine,” I admit, tracing the outline of his ear. “I think whatever that doctor gave me is causing my stomach to knot up with hunger.”

      He nods. “Yes,” he says. “Dr. Davis gave you a shot of Toradol, so that explains it.”

      Downstairs, Reid gently places me on the stainless steel countertop of his hotel’s commercial kitchen. He points up a forefinger, briefly leaving my line of sight to step inside a walk-in cooler. At least it feels like a cooler, judging by a whoosh of frigid air wafting around the corner. Not but a minute later, he returns with two objects wrapped in brown paper.

      “Is a sixteen-ounce too big for my little Banana Boy?” He asks, shooting another grin while powering-on the grill. “Me thinks you need a little protein brewing in that sac of yours.”

      That couldn’t have been any more of a subtle yet flagrant sexual innuendo. If he thinks I’m in any shape to fuck like rabbits, then it’ll take a lot more than some strong anti-inflammatory to make me forget about the pain for even a minute. But, there’s no way I can have anything stronger than Tylenol and Motrin.

      I smirk in kind, scratching the nape of my neck. “I think in a usual instance, that’s about half a pound too much,” I reply, caressing my tummy. “But in this moment, I could probably eat the whole damn cow.”

      “That’s a good boy,” Reid mutters, unwrapping the steaks from their wrappers. “As for vegetables, I’d likely slice my fingers plumb off if I had to use that big of a knife,” he adds, winking.

      His reply sends a small reminder back to this morning, when he tried frying bacon in his birthday suit. Or was that yesterday? My God, I really need to shake this fog out already. A deep laugh falls from my lips.

      “That tracks,” I reply, batting my eyelashes. “Kind of like forgetting how incredibly hot bacon grease gets when it crackles in the pan.”

      Reid seems to be reminded of the burns I treated on his naked belly, lifting his shirt to glance at them in the process. “Yeah—erm—” he stammers. “I’m lost in the kitchen without Luka.”

      I motion him closer to me with my two gestured fingers. “Let me see if they’re healing,” I respond, grimacing. “You’re taking such good care of me, and here I am not remembering to check your burns.”

      After tossing our steaks onto the heated grill, he sidesteps in front of my dangling legs over the countertop. “Don’t worry, little boy,” he murmurs, supporting both sides of my neck as if it’s a precious chalice. “Your memory is a little fucked up from the fall.”

      What fall? When did that happen? I thought I was taken to the medical facility because of my back pain.

      “I fell?” I ask, confused as fuck.

      Daddy nods. “Yes,” he replies. “And you roughed up that noggin of yours quite badly,” he adds. “That’s why Dr. Davis said we need to monitor you for a progressing concussion.”

      Now I vaguely remember the doctor saying that. To be honest, I’d been far more concerned about the indirect tiff between Reid and Candace. I lean my head into his stomach, reaching both arms around this robust waistline.

      “Ohh,” I say. “I’m sure everything will come back to me eventually.”

      Reid gently pats my shoulder blades, accepting my warm hug. “Yes—they—” he stammers again. “They will,” he adds, emphasizing the last word.

      I pull back, raising my stare straight into his. Those eyes are ablaze with more fervor than the ring of fire. It would be nice if my back pain subsided, so that Daddy Reid can plunge my eager hole again. And if it wouldn’t result in a world of hurt, I’d remove my shorts right here and now. His strong hands could graze my entire naked body from neck to cock. Then I could feel the thunderous heart rate pounding through his twitching dick slid straight up inside me.

      In a perfect universe, he’d fuck me to completion while our steaks sizzled to a perfect degree. Followed by a glass of champagne with strawberries and whipped cream. But I shudder to imagine I’d be able to consciously accept such an advance, when I feel the incredible guilt of withholding my identity. What I am. Why I’m risking unemployment if I don’t follow through.

      Reid leans forward, following my torso’s journey up against the kitchen backsplash. “Don’t run away from my tongue, little boy,” he grunts mildly. “You can’t outrun me, remember?” He adds, sliding a hand between my thighs.

      My cock instantly thuds while his fingers trace the outline of my growing bulge. Not a split-second later, his tongue dives into my mouth. It tastes every bit like a pineapple, reminding me that it’s his signature flavor. Fuck, that’s his undeclared moniker. I wouldn’t be surprised if the Fairchild crest was adorned with such a tropical fruit. My lips form a seal against his, all the while his hand blindly contends with the button and zipper of my shorts.

      “Ohhhh,” I moan insatiably, thirsty for a taste of his sweet nectar. “Deliver me into oblivion, Daddy,” I add, wincing. “I wanna forget about this pain, if even for a few minutes.”

      That appears to have caught his cock’s attention, as my hand can feel a pitched tent beneath the fabric of his shorts. Our lips fray briefly, long enough for him to whisper sweet nothings. Yet, my conscience doesn’t seem like this is appropriate. Almost as if I’m still hung up by guilt like it’s an executioner tightening a noose.

      A husky groan cloaks Reid’s response. “You’re just hungry for Daddy’s protein, aren’t you boy?” He murmurs, his teeth clenching my earlobe ever so slightly.

      “Mmmmmm,” I moan, this time with a tinge of hesitation. “I have to confess something that’s bothering me,” I reply hastily, pushing him away to study the solemnity in his expression. “And I don’t want you to get upset, because I honestly think I can help you before it’s too late.”

      His tight grip around my wrist tells me he’s already about to get upset, and I haven’t even arrived at the punchline. “I know, little boy,” he replies with a shaken head. “And from the bottom of my heart, I forgive you—” he adds, swallowing a hard gulp of air.

      A short pause follows his reply. Here we go. I feel a ‘but’ coming on. This is the moment he walks out on me just like every other fuckdate on Grindr. At least this one lasted a while. And I suppose I’ll return home with quite the story. Which none of those fuckers in Grand Junction can say they’ve been locked up by chains in a celebrity’s playroom. Let alone gotten as far as a simple kiss with America’s Gay Sweetheart.

      My lips contort with gritted teeth, bracing for the impact of what’s surely going to rip me apart. No sooner do I attempt finishing the words I imagine he’s going to say, when he hushes me with his index finger.

      “But you must promise me one thing,” he mutters softly, caressing my cheek.

      My vision grows wide. “Ooookayy?” I respond. “What’s that?”

      Reid backs away slowly to fish the Maroon 5 shirt over his head, teeming with zeal. “You have to move down to Maui, so I can protect you and be your permanent Island Daddy,” he adds, tossing his shirt over a shoulder.

      Another pause follows his persistent request. He’s quite adamant about being with me, isn’t he? And how does he know what I was about to confess? About the same moment I stew on how Reid could possibly understand my confession, my mind flashes back to a moment earlier tonight.

      My press lanyard fell from the suitcase’s lid, moments before Reid bent forward to scoop it from the floor. He flashed me an uncertain look, as a dark shade of disappointment smattered his face. Now in this moment, seeing that cheerless expression he took earlier is another stark reminder. He didn’t have to say a goddamn thing for me to have gathered the fact that he’d caught wind of my occupation. Or what I am doing in paradise, if not solely for Tessa’s wedding.

      Rolling my eyes to the side wall of Reid’s hotel kitchen, leaves me to wonder if we’ve already discussed this. If I’ve lost a whole day’s worth of events, then surely he’s leaving out some major detail for my own benefit. Or perhaps a degree of his own shame? My thoughts finish ruminating, when Reid’s smooth palm latches onto my chin.

      Our stare locks with each other, as we hear footsteps followed by a melodic whistle flourishing from several feet behind Daddy. Someone’s about to walk in on us, and here we are at the prologue of a fervent exchange. A temporary fright washes Reid’s face. He scoops me back into his arms, nestling my aching body around the corner to their walk-in cooler.

      My Island Daddy raises a finger to his lips. “Shhh, I’ll be right back.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Banana Boy sits as comfortably as he possibly can, among a heap of stacked crates. Save for the frigid chill causing him a sheath of goosebumps, he seems to be springing back to life with his usual fervor. I’m incredibly grateful that he’ll be okay. Seeing him unconscious on my bathroom floor upstairs isn’t something I care to witness again. Talk about giving Daddy a coronary, when he’s precisely in tip-top shape, himself.

      My finger raises to shush him quietly, assuring the boy that I’ll be right back in to get him. I have no fucking clue who else has any business letting them into the hotel kitchen at precisely two in the morning. But they’re a damn fool if they think I won’t be laying into them for their intrusion. After all, not one other person in this building has their name on the side of it. Though it’s occurring to me in this moment that I’m shirtless. And my raging boner couldn’t be any more obvious.

      A grunt escapes me, shouting with a hand at the side of my mouth. “Who’s there?” I call out, securing the walk-in.

      The baritone reply shouts back before I have a chance to get a glimpse of him. “No, what do you think you’re doing in—” he pauses mid-sentence, catching sight of me from around the corner.

      It’s only Leeroy, man. He won’t go spilling any tea. Now I can breathe a sigh of relief, realizing this interruption has been made possible by Kūhiō Beach’s premier security guard.

      “Ohh it’s just you,” I blurt, wiping my brow with an arm. “I thought someone was breaking into the kitchen who didn’t belong in here.”

      Leeroy offers me a raised brow. “It’s almost—” he says, rustling his watch for the time. “Half-past two in the morning,” he adds. “Why aren’t you getting your beauty sleep?”

      I waste no time replying, yet my brain can’t seem to catch up from being startled. “I got hungry, so I came down to make a sandwich.”

      He scans the kitchen, paying close attention to the pops and sizzles of mine and Kragen’s steaks on the flat-top. You big fucking liar, Reid. Best follow up with something believable now. Leeroy points in the direction of my tossed shirt, before I have a chance to save face.

      “And why is your shirt on the floor?” He asks suspiciously.

      A quick, hard swallow precedes my best attempt to cure the embarrassment. “It’s fucking hot in here,” I reply, shrugging. “Who do I gotta fuck to get them to make sure the A/C is working properly?”

      Leeroy chuckles. “Judging by those two steaks probably already past medium-rare,” he says, pointing to the grill. “I’d say you’ve got that covered,” he adds, pounding his chest with the peace sign. “Is it that boy from the pictures on TikTok this last weekend—your secret’s safe with me, brother.”

      I grit my teeth, all the while gesturing a hand as my silent way of telling him to shut the ever loving fuck up. But thanks for reminding me about that shitstorm, Leeroy. I’ve been too busy to speak with Veronica about the Sploosh article.

      “No, I have Ambien brain right now and must’ve pulled out an extra steak,” I reply. When in doubt, always play the Roseanne card and blame it on the sleeping pills.

      Leeroy snickers. “Ooookay,” he says, nodding his head. “I’ll leave you to both your steaks there, Mr. Fairchild, aloha,” he finishes, turning around to leave at once.

      Another sigh of relief falls as I wave him off. “Aloha,” I shout, heading to the grill to flip the sirloins. I might as well just feed the boy, since these are too goddamned charred for my liking.

      Fuck! Kragen, you dipshit! The poor guy must be an ice cube by now. I can finally unclench my nervous ass cheeks on the trail back to the cooler. Not that any harm has been done tonight, besides a small bout of embarrassment. As soon as the cold air graces my forehead, I shuffle back inside to lift my Banana Boy from the stack of crates.

      “Is the coast clear?” He asks, appearing more shamed than I likely do. “I couldn’t hear too well, what with all these insulated walls,” he adds. “But it sounded like that guy knew you had a boy in here.”

      Just how much DID you hear, little boy? Shit fuck, God damn it. I hoped to never show him that equally humiliating photograph.

      I contend with my dry throat, whisking Kragen back out to his spot on the kitchen counter. “Let’s get some food in that belly, and I have something to show you.”

      He grimaces. “Oh my God, what is it?”

      No time is wasted retrieving two plates and utensils, before removing our overdone and dry meat. I wasn’t kidding about not having any sort of veggies or anything. I’m hardly adept to operate this grill, let alone use anything larger than a steak knife. Kragen simpers yet again at the sight of our burnt snack. God damn it! I hate disappointing a boy in distress and pain—or any other time for that matter.

      My eyes roll with remorse. “I’m sorry, kiddo,” I plead. “I fucked these up, but something in your belly is better than nothing at all,” I add, slicing him a bite of the least cooked strip. If that’s even possible.

      “Open mister,” I command playfully, raising the fork to his beautiful lips.

      He accepts the bite, chewing far more than he should ever have to. I’ll bet it’s like eating a hunk of leather.

      Kragen’s fake grin proves my thought must be correct. “It’s not terrible,” he says. “It’ll do in a pinch,” he adds, smiling much more genuinely this time.

      I lean close with a mischievous look. “I’ll show you a pinch,” I bite back, pinching his left love handle.

      The boy giggles for moments, only showing how ticklish he is. I’ll keep this information for when I need to catch him at his weakest. After feeding him another few bites, Kragen reaches for my arm to force me into dropping the fork. His chin meets mine, akin to every fucking romcom in existence. Our lips part briefly, between periods of tiny clicks and slurps resounding around the kitchen.

      “Fuck me, Island Daddy,” he drones. “I mean, upstairs,” he adds, pointing to the ceiling.

      After catching my breath, I bend over to put my shirt back on. Banana Boy meets my serious stare when I lift him back into my arms, carrying the lightweight babe out from the kitchen. My arousal is at its most supreme. In fact, I’m certain it wouldn’t take too much for my volcanic cock to engulf the boy’s hungry chasm. But he’s already in so much pain, I couldn’t in good conscience impart more agony upon him.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “You said there was something you wanted to show me?” Kragen asks, reminding me that I’ll need to bite the proverbial bullet.

      He’d find the picture online eventually at some point. I’d rather be the one to show him for what I hope would be a first time, even though he’s forgotten about seeing it for himself earlier yesterday evening.

      I nod with much hesitation. “Okay, yeah,” I reply, setting my bottle of Big Wave Golden Ale on the nightstand. “But don’t freak out or anything, because I have a woman who’s doing her best to try having it removed from the source.”

      My Banana Boy doesn’t bat an eye, as he lolls back on the bedspread with a glass of milk. When I unplug my phone from its charging cord, the lock screen indicates I’ve missed two texts. Precisely in the same last two hours of being preoccupied with a sore little Kragen Darling on my hands. A loud scowl is beyond avoidance by this point, seeing my changed nickname on Wade’s contact info.

      
        
          
            
              
        SATAN’S DICKHOLE: Hey there, I’m back on Maui to shoot a few movie scenes off the coast of Launiupoko Beach. I thought maybe we could have a civil conversation. I think Shane’s trying to compensate for his own personal turmoil by patching up the broken wedge between us. Maybe a make-up rub and tug? Oh and who’s the fresh meat?

      

      

      

      

      

      That asswad doesn’t deserve the dignity of my reply. Typically, I wouldn’t respond. Though the notion of letting off some steam from the last craptastic fourteen hours has a certain pull. I lower my head to see Kragen patiently waiting, staring straight into my soul with clenched teeth as if I’m about to show him a picture of a dead body or something equally awful.

      “Well?” He blurts out. “What is it?”

      I hold up a forefinger. “Hang tight, I have a couple messages I need to answer.”

      My thumbs are quick witted, while my words are heavy and snide.

      
        
          
            
              
        Cool beans. What makes you think I’m interested in seeing your face for even a second? I don’t even watch any of your movies. Not after you ripped my heart into pieces. I hope a school of sharks snack on your legs, and you bleed a slow, painful death. Don’t bother me again or I’ll have you brought up on stalking charges.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        P.S.: The “fresh meat” is an absolute darling. He’s ever the Prime Wagyu to your grungy canner grade, overprocessed waste of flesh.

      

      

      

      

      

      Of course, my response can’t go without the most used GIF in my keyboard. Once I send off the Bryan Cranston mic drop, my attention moves onto the other missed text message. Finally, it looks like Ashland has landed in California. My message to him earlier last night screamed everything to the effect of, “I’m pulling the plug on our vote for Turnkey Investments.” His reply appears bluntly stated.

      
        
          
            
              
        What are you talking about, man? The plan’s already in motion. You can’t abstain after voting in agreement with everyone’s decision. Our shareholders will have a shitfit.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        And Francine’s gonna breathe fire down your neck for this… you’d better watch your back.

      

      

      

      

      

      Honestly, I don’t give two good goddamns what that equine twat thinks. Just because I might be the most inactive C.E.O. in the history of our company, I’m still Chairman of the fucking board for Christ’s sake. And I can do what I damn well please. Blake Carrington, anybody? Another raucous grunt expels from my husky throat. Followed by an unpleasant belch, no thanks to the ale. These fast thumbs are quicker and shorter with this reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        I give zero fucks what Francine thinks. This is my company, God damn it. And if I think Turnkey is a bad idea after the fact, then I’m changing to an abstention. She can get on board with this decision, or go back to her stable in Montana from where she galloped.

      

      

      

      

      

      Hitting send has never felt more satisfying. Okay, maybe I’m a little too eager to blow off some steam. But I’d rather do it with a few digital words. Kragen huffs as he continues making bubble noises with his straw at the base of his milk glass. And his impatience has only evolved as I’ve pressed back into my pillows, sending those replies to Ashland and Wade.

      “Are you done ignoring me yet?” He asks playfully, blowing a warm gust of wind into my neck. “What’s so awful that I’m gonna have some freakout over?”

      I clear my throat, all the while repositioning to face Kragen. “Ohhh Heaven forfend I leave Your Royal Highness with bated breath,” I retort jokingly, retrieving the Sploosh website in my browser.

      It only takes me a matter of two finger taps, and the keyword ‘Fairchild’ for the screen to emblazon with such an atrocity. If I’m being perfectly honest, my blood simmers at the simple reminder that I’m never given an iota of privacy. I reach for my brew to take a quick swig, before disclosing proof of our public indiscretion to the boy.

      His pupils dilate, drowning their seas of innocence with an incensed reaction. “OH MY FUCKING GOD!” He shrieks, allowing the glass to slip from his grasp. “How’d they get this photo?” He asks, his fiery breath opening the immaculate pores on my cheek. “Isn’t your security system like top-notch or some shit?”

      I shimmy my right arm between his neck and the pillow. “I’m so sorry,” I flounder. “My publicist, Veronica, is working to shut this shit down,” I add, slightly pinching his right shoulder. “These rag sites are just incredibly hard to fuss with,” my words falter for a quick breath. “They’re basically indestructible.”

      Kragen breaks the landlock between our stares, glancing over towards my bathroom door. Moments pass between us, and I can’t seem to engineer the most appropriate way to soothe his fury. That is, if he’s as upset as I imagine him to be. Jesus, Reid. What kind of Daddy are you, if you aren’t quick to comfort your boy? Not but a minute later, the boy turns his attention back onto me. By now, his emotion has made a total one-eighty.

      He leans forward, breathing in the slight aroma of perspiration pouring down my neck. “What happened to fucking me into oblivion?” He pleads under the veil of desperation. “So I can forget about all this pain for a few minutes?”

      Those puppy dog eyes resemble my Nani’s to the very letter, when she’s hungry for attention. “I want to, I do,” I mutter, pressing my forehead into his and that beautiful birthmark. “But I don’t wanna injure your back any more than it is.”

      Kragen smacks me square in the dick, vacantly blinking. “Please, Daddy?”

      My head wavers, insistent upon meeting him halfway. “Sixty-nine?” I ask, shrugging. “That surely wouldn’t harm anyone,” I add, painting my fingertips from the boy’s chin to his dick.

      Before I can even get started, his cock twitches with more anticipation than I imagined. Does Toradol make a guy horny? Surely he should be tired. And that’s the LAST thing we need, because if he is slightly concussed, sleeping isn’t advisable. The doctor didn’t tell us to keep him awake. But it’s commonly said not to sleep if a concussion is suspected.

      The boy moans with delight as my speed and strength kick into high gear. “Mmmmmmm,” he murmurs with both eyes shut.

      “I wanna make you nice and hard, boy,” I grunt. “Before I suck every drop of cum from your tasty cock.”

      Another few moments progress, before I straddle Kragen’s bare chest. I position my hardened dick inside his gaping mouth, begging for a salty, sweet flavor of the flesh. Meanwhile, I hover my head above the boy’s twitching wonder. My tongue grazes the tip ever so slightly, as his thigh jerks with a momentary twinge of pleasure.

      As much as I want to stop sucking his lollipop to usher a sigh of relief, I’ve built up too much momentum that it’d be unfair to stop abruptly. But goddamn, his tongue is slicker than Wailua fucking Falls.

      My dick can feel the very back of his throat constrict if it pushes even a smidge farther, causing him to choke. Yet my little trooper doesn’t budge. The centrifugal force of Kragen’s tongue can only be compared to the motion of a fidget spinner. It’s wildly evident that he’s highly skilled in this arena. Perhaps even beating Wade’s skillsets by leaps and bounds.

      I can taste a jut of the boy’s precum slide down my throat. Oh fuck that tastes good. Since he’s close to cumming, I’m going to move a little farther South of the equator. My hands gently wedge between Kragen’s thighs, parting them only enough so I can inch my head close to his still widened hole from hours ago.

      “Unnngghhh little boy, that’s the spot right there,” I whine, crying with delight at the most opportune spot where his tongue meets the slit of my thick cock. “Uhhh huh, that’s a good boy,” I praise. “Now swallow it as far as you can, Kragen.”

      Good fucking Lord, he’s truly incredible. The way his hungry throat tightens around it, has to be the best I’ve ever received from anyone in the history of my sexual adventures. Kragen’s mouth is the essence of perfection. So much so, that he’d surely outperform Angel Rivera for Best Actor at this year’s GayVN Awards. Step aside, Austin Young. There’s a new twink in town—and isn’t he darling?

      My Banana Boy stops momentarily, panting hungrily for air. He moans the second my tongue makes a full rotation around his plump opening. Much to the same effect as the moon circling Earth one single time. The only difference is, I get the distinct pleasure of tasting his salty flesh combined with a hint of  remaining coconut oil. Kragen swallows my cock even more, as my tongue slithers into his void for another mouthwatering sample.

      The short sensation of electricity shoots down my body, straight up into my dick. If I had to hazard a guess, he’s tasting my sweet nectar right about now. But the slurping sounds endure, reverberating between my four walls. This boy doesn’t cease for a moment. Meanwhile, I insert an index finger straight up inside his hole, feeling for the precious little walnut.

      “Oh fuccckkk—” I pant breathily, paying attention to my throngs of euphoria make their commute down his thirsty pipe. “That’s my good boy, keep taking every drop, Kragen,” I praise him further.

      Oh my God, that’s nice. “Uhhhhh fuuuuuckkkk,” I grumble. “Uhhhh ooohhhhh,” another fractious grunt escaping my throat. “You’re doing greaa—my boy—fucccking incredible,” I stammer.

      My finger motion doesn’t relent. If anything, I’m digging farther and deeper inside the boy’s quarry. Just like my excavation for diamonds a few nights ago, all the while stroking his dick with my free hand.

      He moans, stopping his incredible tongue-work in the process. “Mmmmm Daddy,” he whinnies. “Huhhh ohhhh uhhhhh nnnghhh,” he persists.

      “You wanna cum don’t you, little boy?” I grunt voraciously, my tongue sliding deep into his dark ravine for another smooth taste of bliss.

      “Uhhh huhhh,” he drones, picking up where he left off.

      A long, exasperated sigh flourishes from my mouth. “You’re just Daddy’s good boy, Kragen,” I whimper with delight. “I’m gonna help you cum every drop from this sac of yours.”

      Kragen’s fingernails dig into both sides of my waist, as my neck can feel his thudding cock pulsing feverishly by itself. Well, by the motion of my finger grazing his pleasure spot. The singular piece of luxury real estate, which any boy could ever dream of surrendering to Daddy. I push myself back up to his dick, sliding it back into my slavering cavity. Surely he’s about to cum.

      Judging by the pep in his jittery thighs, Kragen’s merely moments away from gifting me his sweet nectar. I tickle his sac with the tip of my fingers, getting even more of a rise from the boy than a second ago. Nodding with zeal, another grumble escapes my lips when I come up for some air.

      “Keep going,” I encourage him. “Cum for your Island Daddy, my pretty boy.”

      The shrill gasp to fall from his lips causes me to stop mid-suck, pulling away from the fierce thud of his aching cock. No sooner does my tongue scuff its full length, when thick ropes of his release flourish up through the air. Kragen’s assault splatters into my slightly stubbled chin, before painting all over his naked canvas. I fall over to my side, yet the protrusions keep expelling one after another.

      My face warms with a playful grin. “I may need to have your cock registered as a lethal weapon, little boy,” I say, turning around to wink at his youthful magnificence.

      He catches his breath, sighing, hooting, and hawing in rapid succession. He’s probably worked off the calories from the charred sirloin and milk by now. I nudge myself closer to him, hovering the brilliantly white masterpiece he’s completed. As a matter of fact, it almost takes the aesthetic of ‘Starry Night’ by Van Gogh. My tongue laps up as much of it as possible, while Kragen finds his bliss amidst an ocean of dopamine.

      I creep farther up the bed, so my head is parallel to his. “Mmmmm,” he murmurs, accepting every morsel of his white rain from my tongue.

      The boy’s eyes push straight back into his precious little skull. “That was something else,” he sighs, still panting for more air.

      “You’re Daddy’s good boy, aren’t you, Kragen?” I praise him, caressing my thumb over his birthmark.

      A cough expels from my throat, surely needing another wet taste of ale. “I’m not too comfortable letting you sleep just yet,” I admit, climbing over his nakedness to my side of the bed. “Let’s watch some Schitt’s Creek,” I suggest, taking a gander at the time on my phone.

      Holy fuck. Almost four already?

      Kragen nods in agreement. “Okay, that sounds like fun,” he replies, wiping the sweat from his brow. “For the record, I’m not feeling very much pain right now.”

      I reach for my TV remote after returning the phone to its charging cable. “That’s terrific,” I reply, lightly patting his tummy. “After a couple of episodes, I can order us room service.”

      Banana Boy turns his head to meet my gaze, teeming with passion as he scoops another small portion of cum with the curl of his finger. He raises it to my chin, as if he needs permission to feed me his nectar. I lower my head to accept it. But the little bastard paints the tip of my nose instead, giggling the entire time.

      “That’s not nice, little boy,” I reply with a playful groan. “Now clean it up.”

      He slowly slides forward, extending his tongue. The velvety sensation is felt across the bridge of my nose. Meanwhile, his heated, slightly ammonia-like breath dances across the pores on my face. Kragen’s hand cradles the nape of my neck, as he beams with an intense stare.

      “To answer your question earlier—” he pauses emphatically. “I’d love nothing more than to move down here to be your permanent Banana Boy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      My Island Daddy truly is the whole package. Sex with him is more than an act. It’s an experience to be savored. Something felt with each five senses in their own unique esteem. His hands tracing my naked body sends me to absolute shivers, yet could warm me on the coldest of winter’s day in Colorado. The man’s hair always smells clean. Kind of like the crisp aroma which escapes upon first cracking a coconut.

      Reid’s flesh tastes as if he bathes in pineapple juice for hours on end. That domineering, yet compassionate voice could hold my heart captive for minutes—hours—at a time. Meanwhile, there’s a certain allure which radiates from him when he smiles.

      I’m one incredibly lucky boy. If it wouldn’t have been for Grindr, I might’ve only brushed shoulders with him twice. Once down in the hotel lobby. And maybe a second time in his corporate office, while on my mission to summon his world to utter ruin. There’s no way I could do that to him. Not after being granted a V.I.P. pass into his life, witnessing a certain gentle kindness beaming after each delicate heartbeat. Slow down, man. You don’t have to convince anyone but yourself. And now you get to feel this way every single day.

      He lazes back into a sea of pillows, holding me up in his embrace as we continue watching random episodes of our mutually favorite show. My arousal is teeming with eagerness to go again, despite the massive climax I experienced only an hour ago. Most importantly, I’m only feeling a small amount of pain. If Daddy Reid is my very own personal brand of morphine, then I’ll accept whatever label society wants to throw my way. Consider me a fucking junkie for his love, honey badger don’t give a damn.

      “It’s almost time for me to order us room service, kiddo,” he says, smoothing his palm across my exposed torso. “You must be hungry after I completely ruined those steaks.”

      I nod, grabbing his wrist gently. “I would probably commit murder for bacon and sausage,” I admit, giggling because he’s unearthed my weakness of tickling.

      “Murder, you don’t say?” He replies, gasping playfully. “Well hold on, little boy,” he adds emphatically. “I’ll go get my list.”

      My head raises just enough to get lost in his caffeinated stare. At least something needs to keep me awake, because he’s adamant about staving off sleep until it’s safer to do so. Reid’s grin warms me all over, as a speck of admiration flashes from the center of his evolving pupils.

      “I’m just kidding,” I reply earnestly. “Christ,” I add, rolling my eyes.

      Reid bats his eyelashes. “I know that,” he says, pinching my side. “I pretty much become enraged if the dog dies in a movie.”

      The mention of a dog makes me remember his female Newfoundland. Which means I must learn to live with her and grow out of my fear real quick. If I’m going to be moving to paradise, I wouldn’t want trouble to accompany us. To be truthful, warming up to Nani is such a small sacrifice for the abundant benefits of being Reid Fairchild’s boy.

      I slap his cock with an impish smile. “Well, how about it?” I reply. “Pancakes, bacon, sausage, and I suppose if I’m gonna become a resident of this great state—” I pause for emphasis and a breath. “Then I’ll need to really get used to eating lots of pineapple.”

      He nods quickly. “Yes, Sir,” he says. “You will be eating your weight in pineapples, little boy.”

      Reid nestles me beside him, among my own shroud of pillows. He totters across the bedroom to the bathroom while my attention returns to this episode of Schitt’s Creek. David and Stevie are using wine variations as innuendos for his sexual palate. Sometimes he likes this, and others he’s been known to sip on such and such. Throwing in the occasional Rosé here or there. Okay David, we get it. You like all people.

      The whistling to swim from Reid’s bathroom sounds like some type of Vivaldi composition. That flavor of elevator music heard when put on hold at the doctor’s office. Or in my case, when my boss’s secretary puts me in an endless queue to speak with him, forcing me to endure ten painstaking minutes of it before he picks up. Not anymore, however. I’m officially quitting The Patriot’s Examiner. Furthermore, I’m going to stress that he give up the fucking ghost. If Allen reassigns somebody to my assignment, Daddy will have his legal team all over the paper’s central office like bloodhounds on a home invader.

      “Okay, my boy,” Reid blurts, shuffling from the bathroom. “Your Royal Highness needs fed.”

      I stifle a deep yawn. “And a small nap after?”

      He clicks his tongue, all the while shaking his pretty head. “Nope, nope, nope,” he replies. “Not yet, mister,” he adds, tapping buttons on his phone screen whilst joining me on the bed.

      Daddy seems to think I’ll fall asleep and never wake up. Save for a little pain, I feel fine. But if I’m to become his permanent boy, I must obey him. My skin doesn’t wanna feel the effects of melted candlewax a second time. Not too soon, anyway.

      My fingertips glide through his short, stubbly beard hairs. “Okay then,” I reply, yawning again. “If you expect me to stay awake today, you’re gonna have to keep me quite busy.”

      He finishes submitting what I assume is our breakfast order, before tossing his device onto the bed between our legs. “Well,” he starts, combing my hair with his lithe digits. “My plans are breakfast, showering that adorable and plump tushy of yours,” he adds with a wink. “Then I’m getting you the newest iPhone model, so you have what I do,” he draws a quick breath. “Then clothes shopping,” he adds, furrowing both eyebrows. “And⁠—”

      I interject. “Instead of clothes, can I have an Apple Watch?” I beg, as if I’m his little kid in a grocery store pleading for brand name cereal.

      Reid’s stare narrows intently. “How about both?” He suggests, pinching my chin. “You’re basically a Fairchild now,” he adds, appearing to have enjoyed assuming that I’ll share his name someday.

      Kragen William Darling-Fairchild? It has a nice ring to it. Almost ostentatious to a fine degree. I could get used to signing that. Though if I can be honest, his money isn’t nearly as attractive as his soul. My Island Daddy could be a struggling, blue collar laborer living paycheck-to-paycheck, and I wouldn’t love him any less.

      The currency is but a mere benefit. And I’ll cross through Heaven and Hell to ensure his wealth is spread evenly among a variety of worthy causes. That, and encouraging more firsthand participation.
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        * * *

      

      Our early breakfast took a matter of hours to be sent up, yet only ten minutes to scarf in its entirety. Climaxing earlier must have burned off well enough calories to account for such a hearty meal. Reid’s admiration is all the reward I technically require. But this sausage, bacon, scrambled eggs, and pancakes with the perfect pineapple glaze, are quite a decent bonus. Daddy has me leaned up against the wall of his shower, as he gently scours my skin with a soapy washcloth. The gravity in his eyes makes me feel like he’s delayed telling me something important which I should know.

      “You don’t have to stand, if you’re most comfortable sitting on the bench,” he grunts mildly. “I’m versatile,” he snickers with a raised brow.

      My head wavers from shoulder to shoulder. “No, I’m fine,” I reply, grimacing because the pain isn’t totally fine anymore.

      Truth is the sharp aches returned shortly before room service arrived. Whatever rush of endorphins or some shit, has long worn off by now. I doubt he’s the type to keep a heating pad in his hotel penthouse. Not when the temperatures in paradise could be closely described to that of a blazing purgatory. To that end, surely Daddy has a bottle of Tylenol lying around this joint.

      His pupils shrink considerably. “Is my boy gonna be okay?” He asks, pulling me close to get at my backside. “Or do I have to summon Dr. Davis tout de suite?”

      “The fuck did you just say?” I reply, confused. “No, I don’t need him.”

      If I didn’t know better, Reid’s giggle would almost seem insensitive to my struggle. “It means ‘quickly’ in French, boy,” he replies, grazing the cloth down between my ass crack.

      Keep going. I could feel your fingers up my asshole all fucking day long, Daddy. The side of Reid’s neck pushes against my teeth, which are exposed from the delightful moans escaping my lips. If I were a vampire, now would be an opportune moment to rob him of some blood. Thoughts aside, I waste no time clenching both jaws, causing a suction of his tasty flesh.

      “Grrrr, little boy,” he winces. “Still hungry are we?” He asks, pulling away to stare directly into my soul.

      I gasp. “I have no fucking clue why I just did that.”

      Daddy’s gaze deepens, as if the ocean floor is merely a few feet from the apertures of his soul. “To be fair, I wasn’t complaining,” he replies. “But I know this’ll leave one hell of a mark, and I’m gonna return the favor.”

      Are you now? Well, Daddy, be my fucking guest.

      “Is that a promise?” I ask, a smile warming over me.

      He nods in agreement, tracing his thumb around the corners of my mouth. “Consider it your first ‘welcome home’ gift of many.”

      Speaking of welcoming me home, there’s something I’ve yet to execute. Perhaps the one thing which inflicts a certain cocktail of anxiety and absolute fucking joy within my gut. If I never have to see Allen Downing’s ridiculous mug again, sending him an email with my immediate resignation is paramount.

      Reid takes my hand to escort me safely from his shower, stepping out onto the smooth tiling. He wraps me in a large, plush towel probably worth more than what my final paycheck will amount to. Staring into the mirror, I can already tell a hue of plum is returning to my cheeks. Tuti, the psychic medium mastermind she is, constantly reminds me that this is our soul’s way of reassuring us about being on the right path. “Your blood is the greatest prophet you’ll ever be the most familiar with,” she’d say.

      I clear my throat while Daddy finishes drying me from head to toe. “I’m gonna need a few minutes before we leave to go shopping,” I advise him, lovingly caressing his stomach with the back of my hand.

      “Anything you need, my boy,” he murmurs. “You’re Daddy’s junior Fairchild now,” he adds, nuzzling me against his chest. “Consider this your invitation to summon anything you’ll ever want or need.”

      This feels almost unreal. One minute I’m lolling about on Grindr at my sister’s wedding reception. Then the very next, I’m being fucked senseless by America’s Gay Sweetheart. And in a sporadic turn of events, about to email my boss with the proverbial ‘fuck you’ I’ve wanted to give since my short honeymoon period at The Patriot’s Examiner ran out.

      Despite my insistence that I can walk just fine, Daddy Reid whisks me to the bedroom in his arms. He settles me on the top of his mattress, blowing a raspberry above my belly button in the process. After a little casual slap and tickle, he saunters across to his walk-in closet to retrieve my clothes. I attempt to rise from the bed straight for my iPad in the luggage, but I’m met with a persistent stare.

      “What does Banana Boy need?” He asks over his shoulder.

      I shrug. “I’m just going to grab my iPad,” I reply, adamant about doing it myself. “I can do⁠—”

      No sooner do my feet move so much as an inch, when Daddy interrupts me. “No, you’re hurting and need to take it easy,” he hisses, pointing a finger down towards the floor. “Sit your pretty little ass down and I’ll grab it.”

      The life of Riley may take some getting used to. There’s no doubts that in any other point in my life, I’ve ever had someone so eager to wait on me hand and foot like he is. Mimi had me trained to wash my own laundry by the age of eight, for fuck’s sake. Now in comes my Island Daddy on his magic carpet—in the form of a Gulfstream luxury jet—practically worshipping the ground I walk on. And I’m gonna let him.

      Within moments, Reid returns to the bedside with my iPad and one of those twenty-dollar glass bottles of water. “You’re gonna stay hydrated today,” he grunts, unscrewing the cap for me. “Eight of these bad boys will be flowing from that tasty peehole of yours before nightfall,” he adds, grinning mischievously.

      No wonder it’s expensive. This shit tastes like it was milked fresh from a unicorn.

      I shrug. “I know I need to drink more water,” I reply. “But do you realize that eight of these cost more than my moms spend on the monthly water bill?”

      Daddy totters back to the dressing room, shaking his pretty head in the process. “Well not anymore,” he huffs proudly.

      I have no idea what that’s supposed to mean, but I toss back another gulp of water before opening the Gmail app on my iPad. After a few taps, the blinking cursor on my new message screen leaves me unsure how to begin. As much as I’d love to drop a few profane words, displaying hostility would be moot. Though with my censored hat on, the message appears to write itself. A couple of minutes later affords me one last glance to proofread, ensuring I haven’t left out anything vital.

      TO: Allen.Downing

      FROM: Kragen.Darling

      SUBJECT: Notice of Resignation

      Allen,

      I’m grateful for the time spent working under your leadership at The Patriot’s Examiner. Due to unforeseen circumstances, I must allow this email to serve as my immediate resignation.

      There is no pertinent information about Fairchild Resorts Group. I implore you to move on with another investigative story elsewhere. It is with full assurance that should you choose to send anyone else to dig into this completely innocuous corporation, you’ll be met with a legal team larger than your fat fucking throat.

      Turns out, even with my censored hat securely on, I’ve still allowed one thing to slip right on through like Daddy’s lubricated cock. The last few words turn blue upon highlighting them, before proceeding to correct my indignation.

      larger than the publication’s entire payroll. I don’t intend on returning to Denver to surrender the company laptop or my press badge. So Cornelia Street Media can provide a prepaid shipping label for them.

      Eat shit and die old man,

      That doesn’t sound professional either. After another quick revision, it’s now teeming with courtesy. Even though I want him to know how incredibly much he’s disliked.

      I wish you all the best,

      Kragen W. Darling

      No sooner do I zip the message off into the interwebs, when Reid appears from the closet with another one of Wade’s old outfits.

      “You’re gonna look better in these carnation pink shorts than Wade ever did,” he affirms, gesturing a finger for me to stand.

      A short chuckle falls from my lips. “That’s the same fucking color as Pepto Bismal,” I reply, grimacing.

      “That may be so,” he counters quickly. “But you’re Daddy’s darling boy—literally—” he stammers. “So it’s either this or your birthday suit until we’ve finished shopping today,” he finishes, grunting almost as if the latter could be a possibility.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty One

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      A reflection stares back at me from the walk-in’s mirror, as I graze a finger over the mark left in the wake of my boy’s fangs. That’s going to leave one hell of a hickey. However, he’s been warned. Turnabout is fair play. It occurred to me at five this morning that Kragen and I should wear matching outfits for dinner with his parents. Not like I haven’t already met them. But if I must be perfectly honest, what an entirely fucked introduction that was altogether. If there could be a do-over, my need for perfection would more than appreciate it.

      A smile warms my face, validating every deep feeling for him has evolved rapidly. Not hastily, but more natural than fresh churned butter. The best part of it all, is he’s moving down to paradise so I can take care of him indefinitely. Even though I’m ceaselessly thrilled about this, a certain wave of nausea pangs my gut. Though it has nothing to do with my little darling boy, yet everything involving a one fucking Francine who’s been attempting to stage a coups behind my back. If only father were here to send that bitch packing.

      Apparently the family legacy all but rests on my shoulders, causing me to get rid of the horse mouth in his memory. No sooner do I slap an Imagine Dragons t-shirt over my head, when I hear a notification emanating from my phone out in the bedroom. It’s probably her, already positioning an army against me.

      I saunter through the bedroom, hoisting an outfit option to dress His Royal Highness bedside. Given the recent pain I’ve inflicted on him, it’s the absolute least I can do. He seems to have bounced back from the amazing fuck sesh, which might live rent free in my head for a solid week.

      In the most genuine Fairchild fashion, Kragen announces his disdain for the pink shorts dangling from my left hand. Not that I could blame him, though. Just because I’m queer as a two dollar bill, doesn’t mean I have to look the part. Sad but true, this is the only other clean item of clothing once belonging to Wade Learn.

      Banana Boy winces. “I suppose I’ll wear it, but perhaps I will take you up on your offer for a couple of outfits after all.”

      Good boy. You’ll take to being a Fairchild just fine indeed. My head nods in total agreement. “Absolutely, little boy,” I reply, grinning. “You’re gonna have an entire wardrobe by the end of the week.”

      He tosses his iPad onto the bed behind him. “I don’t wanna seem like a doctor’s kid or anything, though.”

      I shake my head almost too suddenly. “Not at all, Kragen,” I reply, slipping his arms through a silk flamingo shirt. “Fairchild’s never settle for a goddamn thing,” I add, swallowing a gulp of air. “Unfortunately, this is the only clean pair of shorts you’ll fit in until we leave Luxury Row.”

      My Daddy instincts feel slightly unprepared. While I totally proposed him moving in with me on a whim, yesterday’s fight transforming into dinner and play—then ending in an injury—has me feeling guilty on more than one level. Now I get to make up for all of these shortcomings by spoiling the boy rotten.

      He lifts his last leg into the shorts with a deep sigh. “So I just quit my fucking job a minute ago,” he says, using my shoulder to keep from toppling over.

      I’m almost too quick with a joyful reply. “That’s my good boy,” I offer with a wink. “Stick with Daddy and that’ll be the very last time you have to work.”

      An uneasy expression washes his pretty visage. “I don’t think I’m gonna know what to do with myself if I have all that free time,” he replies, grabbing the lower part of his spine, whimpering. “I guess I’ll be way more involved in some type of volunteer work.”

      If I didn’t know any better, I’d confuse Kragen to being Mother Teresa’s spirit. His heart is full of pure gold, it would take an entire century to excavate from the boy’s fervid soul. And this isn’t a bad thing at all. Once we get him settled into my Maui residence, I fully intend on instituting changes where disposable products used at each Fairchild property are concerned.

      If he’s making me want such a significant change after five hours of volunteering, will I even be the same person after a year with him in my arms? Two? The rest of my natural born life?

      He falls into my torso, as I wrap both arms around his sore little back. “I’ll support my Banana Boy in whichever direction his heart wishes to pursue,” I mutter into his left ear. “So long as I get to hold your hand along the journey.”
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        * * *

      

      The darling boy is merely feet away from me, behind the curtains of a dressing room. All I can hear are groans, mumbles, and a couple ‘God damn it’s.’ Surely this is a foreign concept to him, given all he’s used to are the sterile confines of a JCPenney fitting stall or God forbid a K-Mart clearance rack. As long as he’s my boy, the value of his sock drawer alone will surpass his current car payment. We’ve yet to discuss all of his personal belongings back in Colorado, but we’ll be crossing that bridge when I fly with him on Friday.

      I peek an eye through a small opening of the privacy curtain. “Everything okay in there?” I ask, allowing a giggle to casually fall. “I don’t believe I’ve even heard nearly as many groans from a farm animal.”

      Kragen looks over his shoulder, catching my peeping Tom action. “Does Daddy like what he sees?” He says nonchalantly, allowing his boxers to shroud both ankles. “He could come in if he⁠—”

      Not another word exits his loud mouth, before I shush him insistently. We might’ve already been exposed by the paparazzi, but I don’t intend on letting his adorable face make front page news until I can bring Veronica up to speed about our relationship. If she’d have asked me to explain myself a few days ago, I wouldn’t have provided her with a single juicy detail. Though as my publicist, it’s her job to know about most of my personal life. Unfortunately.

      “Shhhh,” I hiss quietly. “I know we’re already being seen out in public and all,” I add, swallowing another gulp of air. “But let’s maintain a bit of discretion for now, alright?”

      An instant frown speckles his dimples. “Are you embarrassed of going public?” He asks, seeming rather disappointed.

      “No, not at all,” I reply. “We have to be tactful about it, is all I’m saying.”

      Kragen turns back around to face the mirror, bending forward to slide another shirt from its rack. No sooner can I shut the curtain, when my phone rings with an incoming FaceTime call. None other than Francine fucking Showalter’s disgraceful mug appears on the screen.

      Her incensed face screams every foul word imaginable. “Do you really think you’re cunning enough to cockblock our investment opportunity?” She asks, her tone sending a thin razor just beneath my flesh. “It’s a done deal, Reid,” she adds. “The plan is already in motion.”

      I shake my head with every amount of indignation possible. “Not on my watch,” I assert. “This is my company,” I add, scanning the boutique store to note a handful of customers scattered around.

      There’s no way in Hawaiian Hell that I’m going to stand here arguing with her in public. I cover the microphone on my phone, quickly approaching the cashier with a grimace. “Whatever he decides on, put it on my card and tell him I’m out in the car.”

      Malia nods. “Yes, Mr. Reid,” she responds.

      No time is wasted hurrying out to the car. Gordon isn’t a stranger to my rash, foul language. So my virtual argument with the gingered bitch won’t be an assault to any virgin ears. He climbs out from behind the wheel the minute I step within his view, immediately hurrying to my back passenger door. I extend a palm, surely displaying how pissed off I truly feel. Francine can be heard clearing her throat from my device as I duck down into the seat.

      “LISTEN HERE YOU FUCKING TWAT,” I yell at the screen, witnessing each eye widen with disgust. “Ash has already told me you’re staging a coups for my chair,” I admit, glancing out the window with a modicum of gratitude that it’s fairly soundproof in here. “And I’m not having that⁠—”

      I can’t get another word out before Francine interrupts me. “That’s⁠—”

      However, I raise my voice to shut her up. “YOU CAN EITHER PLAY BY MY RULES, OR PACK UP YOUR TOYS TO RETURN FROM THAT HORSE STABLE YOU GALLOPED FROM IN MONTANA!”

      A brief moment allows me to catch a breath, studying the top vein in my forehead pulsing with each beat of my rapid heart rate. No doubt that only pissed her off even more than she already is. But I don’t give a good goddamn what she thinks.

      Francine swipes a strawberry bang from her face, bold as a red Sharpie. “Oh sweetheart,” she bites back, her nose practically breathing fire at this point. “You’re gonna play by my rules,” she adds, glowering off to her side before returning a heated stare.

      I raise an eyebrow. “Or what?!?”

      She doesn’t even skip a beat, cloaking her reply with more than a tinge of bitchiness. “Or I’ll go straight to the tabloids and give them all the hot goss they’re seeking about that fuckboy you’ve had in your bed the last several nights.”

      Yeah, no. That’s not happening, Tutz. A fake cough propels from my throat. “I’d like to see you try, honey bunch,” I respond, raising another brow.

      Francine can’t get so much as another word out, before I drop the conversation with my favorite red button. The device immediately displays my home screen, allowing me to tap the messages icon for a quick text to my corporate attorney, Steve.

      
        
          
            
              
        I need you to gather a proxy vote from every board member in a group text, so I can have Francine Showalter’s seat permanently revoked. It’s high time we kick her off the island.

      

      

      

      

      

      In the meantime, I compose a group message to every other board member, catching them up to speed on what shit is about to hit the proverbial fan. Excluding Queen Bitch of course.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi guys. Steven Mount will be texting everybody who received this message with a quick, proxy vote. Francine is displaying nothing but distrust with our company and she needs to be stopped. If even one of you abstains, I’ll just find another way to give her a swift boot up the ass. I refuse to let my father’s legacy blow to smithereens from a Ponzi scheme…

      

      

      

      
        
          
        YES I KNOW about the wool you guys were trying to pull over my head.

      

      

      

      

      

      A couple of deep breaths allow me to compose myself before I head back inside the shop. Not even a foot wedges from the doorjamb, when Steve’s reply beeps through.

      
        
          
            
              
        This is a bit rash. I’m not sure it will go over very well with the other stakeholders. Isn’t there a compromise which can be reached?

      

      

      

      

      

      My head wavers in slight anger, beyond fuming at this point. Both thumbs hammer at the keyboard with a split-second response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Just fucking get it done, Steve. Or a board seat isn’t the only thing I’ll be looking to fill.

      

      

      

      

      

      The satisfying whoosh of a sent text is practically music to my ears. Another moment later, I rise from the backseat of my Lincoln Town Car to reunite with Kragen, who’s probably yet to make up his mind on what he really likes. Both feet fall heavy with my blood boiling to a fine degree. I can’t be angry in front of the boy. This isn’t his fault. Actually, I’d be fucked if it weren’t for him.

      Back inside the boutique, I shuffle towards the middle dressing room which Kragen is occupying. “Did you decide on anything yet?”

      He pokes his head between the draped curtains. “Are you sure you wanna spend all this money on me?” He asks through gritted teeth. “Nothing on this rack is under a thousand bucks.”

      My vision narrows intently. “I’ll spare no expense just to see that you’re happy as a clam, little boy.”

      “That’s what the old guy said in ‘Jurassic Park’ and we both know how that ended,” he replies with a chuckle.

      I shake my head. “Pineapples and coconuts, Kragen,” I reply, winking. “You ARE the happy ending.”

      Banana Boy finally decides on five different outfits, allowing me to choose matching garb for us both to wear tonight at dinner. He waits patiently at my side while I sign the sales slip, tallying to $11,170. Malia waves us out the door on our path back outside, when Kragen’s hand relents from my grasp.

      He turns to meet my satisfied gaze, as his azure oceans drown my heart. “Did you spend that much on Wade all at once?” He asks, shooting me a peculiar look.

      “No, my Banana Boy,” I reply with another shaken head. “He was already rich and famous, for one,” I add, taking hold of his hand quite persistently. “And for two, that vile little twink could never stack up against the likes of you.”

      Gordon pulls us out of the parking area from Luxury Row, headed back to the hotel so we can shower and change for dinner. Kragen slides over to place his head in my lap with a complete look of satisfaction. The boy will shit a brick when I mention my plans to pay the remainder of Candace and Tuti’s mortgage. Now is the perfect time to sink my fangs into his neck, so I can mark my territory. In fact, I waste no time returning the same gesture he gave me this morning.

      My tongue scuffs the nape of his neck, causing him to moan with delight. His flesh still has remnants of pineapple flavor from an Aloe Veda shower gel, mixed with a slight combo of afternoon perspiration in paradise. Moments later, a small hunk of skin catches between my clenched jaw, sucking on it with a great deal of force.

      “Oh fuck me, Daddy,” he winces, somewhat pleasurably. “I had that coming, didn’t I?”

      I slide my hand down his torso, allowing each finger to find itself between the waist of his shorts. Kragen moans insatiably when I tease his twitching cock, meanwhile whispering in his ear.

      “I bet you thought you’d get away with leaving a hickey on me,” I mutter low. “Didn’t you, little boy?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Family dinners don’t come around too often for me. Not since father died, that is. The same year he passed, mother liquidated her shares in the company. Followed by a short explanation that she’d be riding off into the sunset with a man named Chandler. To be fair, her marriage to father had been on the rocks for years long before then. So it didn’t come as a surprise to Steve, when he left every other penny to his rightful beneficiary—me.

      Kragen sits to my right, scrunched up against my rounded booth at The Palace. Opposite him is his mothers Tuti, Candace, then his sister Tessa, and her new groom, Craig. I’m still amused their names sound so alike. What are the odds? As usual, Penny departs the table with everyone’s drink orders after leaving the bottle of champagne which I prearranged.

      Since the tuckered out little guy is still on concussion watch, he raises a glass of water to propose a toast to everyone around the table. Kragen clears his throat modestly, pelting with anxiety. “Momma and Mimi, Tess and Craig, I’m so glad we came down to paradise this summer,” he announces with a slight creak in his voice. “I’m sad I won’t be headed back to Colorado with y’all, but you’ll see Reid and I on Friday.”

      Tuti’s palm lands on her son’s shoulder. “Awww sweetheart, we just want you to get home safely.”

      Kragen tilts his head, painted by a degree of certainty. “Well, it’s not gonna be my home anymore,” he says, garnering Candace’s attention from her phone.

      A pause follows his vague reply, glancing over in my direction with a smile. Perhaps he needs some help dropping the news. I raise my champagne glass to help finish the boy’s toast on his behalf.

      I contend with a slight frog at the back of my throat. “Kragen has decided to move down here with me so I can take care of him as his⁠—”

      He immediately cuts back in. “Reid is my Island Daddy, and I love him so much,” he affirms, leaning into me for a kiss in front of God and everyone.

      At least we’re safe from the paparazzi in here. The most I have to worry about is Candace, who’s eyeing Kragen with more than a circumspect look. She appears abhorred by the mark I left on his neck—surely to bruise just as mine has started to.

      I don’t think I can hold in any more of my excitement. “You do, Banana Boy?” I ask, resting my lips against his. “You love me?”

      Kragen’s left arm lassoes my neck. Meanwhile, his right hand traces my cheek. “I say what I mean, and mean what I say,” he whispers a little too loudly, overtly enjoying the attention taken off his sister.

      Our lips collide with each other for a brief, yet entirely sexy exchange of passion. Though to be respectful, my conscience polices the ardor since we’re in front of his family. He reaches for his glass of water, as I retrieve the gold ribbon wrapped foil envelope resting next to me.

      “I might not have attended your actual wedding,” I announce, sliding the envelope across the table in Tessa’s direction. “But I wanted to support your recent nuptials, since Kragen is now a part of my world.”

      Tessa blushes, reaching for the envelope with a pure look of surprise. “This isn’t necessary, Mr. Fairchild,” she says. “Whatever it is—” her words stop short when she retrieves the cardstock.

      Inside, I’ve enclosed a notecard in my own personal handwriting. Nothing fancy, just wishing them a happy life together. Along with my salutations is a voucher for a one week stay in the presidential suite at any of my three-thousand properties across the globe.

      “Oh my God,” Tessa gasps, her jaw dropping straight to the table. “We simply cannot accept this.”

      By that, she means the check I enclosed for ten-thousand dollars. Tessa’s head shakes with hesitation, sliding it towards Candace and Tuti. Candace’s eyes widen, followed by Tuti covering her mouth in shock.

      Kragen’s Mimi seems to be taken aback by my gesture of kindness, though she and Tuti are about to receive the shock of their lifetime. “I don’t think this is quite appropriate?” She states more in question form.

      I nod willingly. “It is,” I reply with certitude. “I wanted to start Tessa and Craig off with some seed money,” I add, pulling Kragen close to my side. “And because your boy is now, my Banana Boy, I must insist that you turn over your mortgage details to my accountant.”

      Tuti’s eyes narrow, matching her wife’s to the very letter. “No, no, we won’t let you do that.”

      My head wavers. “Nope,” I retort. “Here on the islands, we have a common phrase—‘ohana,’” I add, tapping the boy’s shoulder. “It means nobody gets left behind, so if you’re this boy’s family—then you’re mine as well.”

      Candace’s whole mood has made a complete one-eighty, especially from last night. “We still have like fifty-eight grand left on our mortgage, Mr. Fairchild,” she claims. “We can’t take that from a stranger.”

      She’s as stubborn as a fucking mule. Must be the lawyer in her, even if it’s running a free legal aid clinic. “I can assure you that even if you still owed twice that, it’d hardly cause a dent in my finances,” I admit, gesturing my hand over Kragen’s shoulder. “There must be one thing you don’t know about my family, Mrs. Darling,” I add, incisively clearing my throat. “Never ever argue with a Fairchild.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Our meals arrived precisely fifteen minutes ago. My boy took two bites before his exhaustion did him completely in. I can’t blame the little guy. Surely he was bound to tire after being awake for so long. I’d only hoped we would’ve been afforded the time to get back into bed, for him to rest comfortably with pillows and a blanket.

      Tuti lowers her tone, noticing Kragen conked out up against my chest. “He hasn’t thrown up or gotten dizzy since last night?”

      “Not once,” I reply.

      What I’m leaving out is the lengthy exchange where we concurrently sucked each other to completion. Or my mission to unearth another diamond from his cavernous void. Who knows if he got dizzy for a brief moment while swallowing a small bucket of my cum? He certainly didn’t complain as he caught his breath afterwards.

      My phone buzzes with an incoming notification. Meanwhile, Kragen’s family finishes their ‘Ōpaekala’ole linguini, a native breed of shrimp with pasta. “Excuse me a minute,” I whisper. “I gotta respond to this.”

      
        
          
            
              
        Steve Mount: The vote came back in total favor of removing Francine Showalter from her seat. I’ll ensure every detail is taken care of, and Bozeman Oil Co.’s stock share is handled accordingly.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Are you ABSOLUTELY SURE you wanna proceed with this, Reid? Once you kick the hornet’s nest, there’s nowhere to run.

      

      

      

      

      

      This response takes zero effort. Of course I want to proceed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Yes, Steve. Proceed. Be sure the Fairchild P.R. rep is on top of the news as this makes the airwaves. I wanna see the bitch squirming when her stocks take a hit.

      

      

      

      

      

      I clear my throat as quietly as possible. “Sorry about that,” I say, powering off my phone screen. “So, Tessa and Craig,” I add, turning my attention onto them. “Your honeymoon continues tomorrow in Alaska?”

      Minutes later, my conversation wraps with Kragen’s family. He’s still zonked out like a light. But I need to know if he’s going to be under Gordon’s watchful eye, as I fulfill my promise to make an appearance at a friend’s Honolulu club. Literally just to keep in good graces with some of my friends. Since I’ve obviously lost a ton of cred where Jimmie Lein and his side of the posse is concerned.

      “Shhhh,” I raise a finger to my lips, as if the Darling Family truly needs a reminder that their boy is asleep. “I’ll see two of you on Friday night,” I whisper towards Tuti and Candace. “And I hope you, Tessa and Craig, enjoy the rest of your honeymoon,” I add warmly. “Maybe I’ll have each of you down here for the holidays?”

      The four of them shrug amongst each other. It appears as if they could get on board with such a notion. They slowly and quietly file out from the opposing side of my private booth, before I slide off this end. Leaning forward, I keep Kragen’s head stable under an arm, retrieving him like the drowsy puppy he is.

      Out in the car, Gordon helps me lower the boy down into his side of the backseat. As quiet as I hoped this operation would be, naturally it doesn’t go without my sneeze violent as a fucking volcanic eruption.

      Kragen’s head jostles, followed by his eyes suddenly jarring open from the noise. “Huh?” He asks, almost unintelligibly while rubbing the exhaustion from both lids.

      “Shhhh my boy,” I whisper over a slight roar of the car’s engine turning over. “You can go back to sleep.”

      He paints his fingertips down my chest, attempting to unfasten the top button of my matching black Armani silk shirt. “I’d rather have another taste of my Island Daddy’s volcanic cock,” he murmurs with a wink.

      I shake my head, disappointed that I must wait to grant such a wish. “We can’t, little boy,” I whisper in his ear, gently nibbling its tender lobe. “Not in front of Gordy, and I won’t make you come into this club with me,” I add, pinching his chin. “But I promised to make a brief—ten minute appearance—fifteen tops.”

      “I’ll come with you,” he replies assuredly. “Where you go, I go.”

      The fifteen minute commute to Kahanamoku Beach felt almost like an entire hour resulting from the bedlam of a late night rush hour. Not usual to Oahu, but half the stretch of Kalākaua Avenue has been gridlocked from the arrival of someone more famous than even myself. Gordon pulls into the lot at Groovy Palms Lounge, quickly hurrying back to let the boy and I out before parking.

      “Are you sure you’re up for spending a few minutes here?” I ask him square in the eye. “I’m sure Gordy would keep you entertained while I make my rounds.”

      His head wavers. “Nope,” he says, taking hold of my left hand.

      After high-fiving Niko, the bouncer, he ushers us both around through the back privacy gate. I insist on keeping Kragen out of the main dance floor area, away from all of the flashing lights and loud music.

      “Okay,” I speak softly into his ear. “I’ll only be a few minutes inside and I’ll meet you right back here.”

      Kragen nods. “I have my new watch and phone to play around with,” he says. “You could take an hour and I probably wouldn’t notice.”

      He winces as my fingers flick the tip of his nose, gentler than before. “That’s for your apparent snark coming back to the surface, little boy.”

      “Okay Daddy, I’ll be your good little Banana Boy and wait here,” he replies, batting his lashes.

      Music inside the club is far louder than the volume outside. And thank God for that. My friend Tamryn emerges from a short column of booths with a usual pep in his step.

      “Where’s the boy?” He asks, seeming disappointed that I didn’t bring Kragen with me.

      “He’s just outside,” I reply, pointing behind me in that direction. “I’m here as promised, but I can’t linger tonight.”

      “When you’re done circulating, grab me and introduce me to the lucky little bastard,” he laughs as if it’s funny referring to my boy as an illegitimate child.

      It takes every ounce of dignity to keep from smacking Tam in the jowls. “Not if you refer to him like that, I won’t,” I bite back, pressing my forefinger deep into his chest.

      He backs away with both hands surrendered. “Christ, man,” he replies. “I’m sorry.”

      The temperature of my blood returns to a tepid degree, affording me my usually fake disposition as I round the V.I.P. area. Ten flashes from cellphone cameras all around have temporarily blinded me, surely to swarm Facebook, Instagram, and fucking TikTok before the boy and I return to my Kūhiō Beach penthouse. But I can’t make it as far as the platform steps, when I’m accosted by another annoyance. Janelle Houston, an actress infamous for her massive love affair with Cherry Truman’s now ex-husband, pushes me straight up against the lounge wall.

      “I have party favors,” she yells into my ear, shaking a vial of cocaine. “Come have a bump with me for old time’s sake.”

      I shake my head with a curt expression. “No,” I reply, forcing her to relent from my shoulder. “You must forget I hate homewreckers just as much as the cheaters themselves,” I add, whisking past the V.I.P. velvet rope.

      If Tamryn behaves himself, I’ll allow him to come outside so he can meet Kragen. But I’m hellbent on leaving after the near assault from Cherry’s nemesis. He locates me rounding the bar, when I wave him on the trail outside. As I reach a door leading out to the lanai fashioned into a dance floor, I’m quick to notice the boy most assuredly isn’t in the spot where I left him.

      “Theres you aresh,” he yells from behind me and Tamryn. “That took forrreeevvvverrrrr,” he adds, extending his hand.

      He’s acting strangely from just a few minutes ago. If I didn’t know any better, I’d almost suspect he downed two alcoholic beverages in the time I was inside. I wasn’t but fifteen minutes. Surely not more than twenty. Fuck, kiddo!

      I shoot Kragen a concerning look. “Please tell me you didn’t drink or take anything while I was inside,” I blurt, raising his chin with the curl of my finger. “Not that I’d be mad, but you shouldn’t drink for another day or so.”

      Tamryn clicks off his phone with a loud chuckle. “The kid looks trashed to me.”

      Kragen shakes his head in disagreement. “No, there’d wash a nice local guy passhing around theshhse ssugar coasteds pineappleuh spearsh,” he claims. “I had like thirsteen or fifthteen of them.”

      What the ever loving fuck did you get into, kiddo? I shoot a curious look back in Tamryn’s direction. “What the fuck did you feed my boy?” I ask, feeling my blood roiling for a second time tonight.

      Tam shrugs. “I didn’t give him shit, man,” he claims, his lackadaisical demeanor driving me to yank him by the shirt collar.

      A split-second later, Tamryn’s back is flat up against the club’s siding. “I’m gonna ask you fucking nicely one more time,” I growl, raising a brow. “What—did—my—boy—just—ingest?”

      Frightened, his eyes widen considerably. Almost as if he’s being truthful. “I don’t know, my bartender said he was gonna start infusing fruit with Everclear.”

      Fuck me!!! “Christ!” I scowl, a loud grunt rustling the back of my throat. “That’s like 130 proof,” I thunder, the echo bouncing off this wall. “And it’s fucking illegal in Hawaii!”

      I turn around to see an incredibly buzzed Kragen Darling. He’s swaying to the fresh beats flourishing from every speaker out on the dance lanai. My boy motions for me to come closer with half his fingers. As I approach him, he extends both arms to reel me into his chest.

      The exultant tone painting his beautiful face, captivates my heart by a throng of chains. Yet at the same time, escalating each of my Daddy instincts to their max. I want to get him back to my hotel, so I can sober him the fuck up. With every hope that his brain didn’t suffer any type of harm. Oh my fucking God, Dr. Davis is gonna be pissed if this screwed up my little boy.

      “I requethted thisth song for ussh,” he claims. “It’th our soongg Daddyeuh!”

      My palm pats his backside with ease, raising his chin with my extended finger yet again. “Aren’t you in pain dancing like that?”

      “Whath pained?” He shrugs, pulling me close by the back of my neck.

      Under the sheen of a full moon, our wet lips shift into random shapes against the other. My body sways with his swift motions from right to left, then back again. A swift breeze tousles my hair, while the deep lyrics of Ed Sheeran’s “Bad Habits” flounder through each eardrum. The boy’s damn right, these lyrics fit us to the fucking letter.

      His tongue slides under mine, as I gently nibble on his upper lip. This taste! Fuck me all the way to a neon paradise. The flavor is reminiscent of a sweet pineapple. Yet his heavy breath is cloaked by pure grain alcohol. Likely from a vendor in Kona—who’s been known to sell it illegally for years now. But I’m not upset with my darling boy. To be fair, so long as he’s okay, then so am I. I’d stay out here getting drunk off his love all night, if that’s what he wants.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty Two

          

          KRAGEN

        

      

    

    
      Birds sing their sweet melodies up in the tree next to my window, causing me to wake from a restful sleep. If memory serves me—and this is something which hasn’t been incredibly useful the last few days—today is already Saturday. Thanks to Tuti’s deep spiritual need to connect with the sun every morning, I haven’t been accosted by the bright rays each day I rise from the dead. For the last fifteen years, I’ve had the master bedroom and bathroom all to myself. Until now, that is.

      We technically landed in Grand Junction last night. But if I have to take a stab at what time we ascended my front porch, I’d guess well past eleven. Just because my Island Daddy has a private jet, doesn’t mean his pilot has become immune to the nasty elements of Mother Nature. Our short stop in California to refuel afforded us enough time to take an Uber to In-N-Out. Only after scarfing a Double-Double and large fries, did we return to the plane. Whereupon, Konnor advised us severe weather would cause a three hour delay.

      Speaking of the tiki God, his arm is draped over my right shoulder. I’m not sure if I’ve paid close attention to it the last several mornings, but his snores take the sound of Thomas the fucking Train. Carefully, I slide out from under Reid’s flaccid limb to enjoy my penultimate Colorado morning piss. We’re supposed to be wheels-up by noon tomorrow, because Daddy has some important meeting at the office on Monday morning.

      A yawn escapes my mouth, aiming the stream directly into my toilet bowl. However, as fate would always have it, a small splash shoots just over the porcelain rim. Never fails, man. Never fucking fails. Not that I can complain, since this might be the last time I ever have to clean a bathroom in my life. I’m almost certain that my Island Daddy doesn’t know a toilet brush from his tasty cock.

      I bend forward to retrieve a few squares of toilet paper to wipe up the overspray from between my toilet seat and bowl. Followed by a satisfying flush as I totter back to the sink. Clanking sounds of pots and pans can be heard emanating from downstairs in the kitchen. Momma did mention she planned on doing her best to prepare breakfast this weekend. “I’ll try to make it fit for a King,” she said last night, before retiring to their bed.

      Though, I’m not incredibly hungry. To be completely honest, there’s a certain degree of nerves causing my tummy to feel nauseated. This is a big fucking move for me. I attended the local university, finishing my Journalism degree in half the time it would’ve taken somebody else. So I’ve remained happily at home since birth.

      Now technically, I’m flying from the nest after meeting Daddy Reid merely seven days ago. Carrie thinks I’m bananas and has reserved all judgement until she’s been given the assurance of knowing if this is destiny or some shit.

      I glance into the double mirrored vanity at my sink, studying the vacancy in my stare. Meanwhile, my gut instincts scream only from a place of encouragement. This just feels right. Momma wouldn’t let me leave, if her psychic powers knew it would end in a world of hurt. Cool water shoots from the faucet, drenching my hands with a generous lather of Dial. Yet another change from my old life to new. All I remember seeing in his Maui bathrooms were some French brand—Locktane or something to that effect.

      A few splashes grace my sweaty face, getting lost in deep thought about my new life. Precisely how I’m starting to already see a shift in my personal behaviors. Drinking has never been a favorite pastime of mine. Yet I’ve consumed more liquor in the last week, than I have any other time. Of which, the most recent brings a passionate memory to the forefront of my mind.

      That fucking dance under moonlight. I might have been intoxicated with what Daddy said was Everclear, but I remember most every detail as if it were only last night. Our tongues slid against the other, as my requested song played throughout the club’s back patio. My skin could feel the slightest breeze. However, it only served to cool me down from eating those liquor infused pineapple spears, versus providing any great chill.

      “If you’re my bad habit, Banana Boy,” he muttered into my ear, licking the lobe. “The only thing that could get me into a twelve-step program is if you joined me in rehab,” he added, smoothing his soft palm across my cheek. “Spending even one night without you is a feat I’m unwilling to fathom.”

      Who the fuck knows what I replied with? If I had to guess, I’m thinking I might’ve spewed some word vomit to the effect of, “then let’s get lost in a sea of ecstasy together, Daddy.” And even at that, I’m certain it came out an unintelligible, slurred mess.

      His hand creeped down my backside, shimmying between my ass crack and the belt. My cock twitched at the slightest touch. I knew it wouldn’t take much longer before I’d need to cum a river of bliss. Yet our song ceased to end. It lasted for what seemed like an hour. Yet it’s literally only three and a half minutes long.

      Ed Sheeran’s lyrics speak about finding paradise, late nights with an unfamiliar person, and entertaining the temptation to keep seeing them because it feels so good. But that’s just the thing. Reid Fairchild is the last person on the planet whom I imagined falling head over heels for. After all is said and done, he seems to be the one person who understands me the most.

      “Let’s get you poor fella to a place we can lie down,” he groaned under a veil of intent.

      When the song finished playing, Daddy Reid whisked me into his strong arms. The world spun madly around my peripheral vision. Meanwhile, the man I’d just agreed to move in with, stopped at his car to give his driver special instructions.

      His tone remained low, so I’m fuzzy on exact verbatim. But I think Daddy asked Gordon, “before you call it a night, please go to Lilo’s Pizza for a large—extra pineapple and ham⁠—”

      In that moment, I remember an image briefly flashed in my mind. The pizza box which I carried around to my bed at The Tiki Tavern, merely a moment before Reid’s Grindr messages blew me out of the water. Then a light drowned my periphery, all the while feeling Daddy carry me away from his car.

      It didn’t matter where he planned on taking me. By that point, I was beyond three sheets to the wind. Not to mention vulnerable and willing to have possibly become the Bay Harbor Butcher’s newest victim, if Reid would’ve turned out to be the nefarious monster Carrie cautioned me about. Since so much alcohol sloshed around my stomach, at least he’d planned on feeding me one last meal.

      Though incredibly dark, I could make out the lustrous snicker as he tilted his head within view. “Poor little Banana Boy,” he clicked his tongue in a rapid succession. “We’re gonna get some grease in that gut.”

      Perhaps after thinking about it now, I’m capable of being histrionic even pissed drunk. I peer my head around the doorframe to catch a glimpse of Daddy still snoozing away in bed. This gives me time to sneak down the stairwell, for what might be my last Colorado morning ritual ever practiced. As expected, this tradition continues at least for one more day.

      Every morning after springing from bed, Tuti has a fresh cup of coffee waiting for me on the kitchen table. Without fail, next to my java is the morning’s copy of The Daily Picket. And unless it’s raining or snowing, I take my joe and newspaper out to a quiet spot in our garden for ‘silent time.’ She shoots me a proud look, as my fingers grip through the mug’s handle. Kind of similar to how a mother would, when they’re facing the reality that their baby has to make a life for themselves at some point. Who actually cares to entertain the consequences of reality?

      A deep breath cleanses my lungs, while I glance up into the sky. Not a single cloud today. Even though last night, it appeared that Mesa County would experience a week’s long monsoon. I tip the cup to my lips, blowing gently to cool the very first sip. Now that I’m skipping town, the local news seems almost trivial. The only thing I find myself able to do, is allowing my memory from Tuesday night to pick back up in such a silent reverie.

      Wind stung each pore on my face, while Reid carried me down a path leading to a slender peninsula surrounded by dozens of luxury yachts. The water’s tides all ended in the same fashion, gently slopping up against the sides of each boat. Clunk-a-clunk! Clunk-a-clunk! Reid lowered his stare to mine, winking briefly before opening his mouth to speak.

      “Welcome aboard Nani’s Haven, my boy,” he grunted mildly, ascending a small plank.

      Within a moment, another grunt followed his first, as I felt him lifting my entire body weight aboard in the process. For a floating vessel, it didn’t feel like it swayed too terribly much. Most likely due to its own massive volume immersed halfway in the water. He carried me towards a long, padded bench definitely wide enough for more company than two people. Catching a glimpse of the star riddled sky seemed inevitable, as Reid laid my intoxicated body amongst his deck cushions.

      Daddy sat up against the backrest with my head in his lap. He combed his fingers through the locks of my sweaty hair, waiting for his driver to return with the greasy pizza—surely to stave a heavy hangover if at all possible. In that moment, I didn’t care about the repercussions of drinking or eating liquor drenched fruit. The only thing which mattered the most, was the gentle care and love he displayed. His tacit agreement to ensure I wouldn’t suffer needlessly for another day as long as I shall live.

      The night grew past us both, as we tossed our grubby napkins into the box with various uneaten crusts. Reid held another glass bottle of that twenty-dollar water to my lips, encouraging me to swallow as much as I could tolerate.

      “Hydration is so important when drinking,” he advised me. “The last few times you’ve been liquored up, I couldn’t get very many fluids down the pipe.”

      When I pleaded how I’d reached my limit for the time being, he fastened the lid before a gentle toss into the cushions opposite us. Not a split-second later, he unbuttoned my black silk shirt which costed over a thousand bucks—teeming with pleasure.

      He moaned ravenously while undressing the rest of me from the waist down. Every square inch of my sweaty flesh could feel the brisk air graze its surface. Of course in that moment, it revved my engines with gusto to where all I could do was bite my bottom lip in anticipation. My vision blurred sporadically as I studied the dazzling sky in all its splendor. Waiting for Daddy to slip out of his matching outfit felt like the final seconds of a dog race. Will they ever catch up to the fucking rabbit?

      Reid didn’t waste any more time, stroking his erect cock with an ample pool of his spit. His head pushed back with a deep moan ejecting from those strong lungs. He sidestepped around my naked body a moment later, thrashing his hardened dick against each ass cheek. My ravine practically widened after the fourth rep of his pounding cock. By that point, my eager hole granted open sesame to his nine inches of nirvana.

      “Oh fuckkk,” I moaned at the instant feel of his dick plunging inside. “Damn, Daddy, you’re hard tonight.” Surely only half of that came out clear as mud.

      Reid huffed, blowing a gale force wind up against my chin, as his abdomen remained parallel to mine. But his cock kept pounding farther with each motion. Meanwhile, my screams intensified. In that moment, I didn’t know whether it was the most pain I’d felt inside or not. The previous day remained a total blur.

      He tightly covered my wailing with a palm. “You gotta be quieter, little boy,” he asserted. “This may be the most public sex I’ve ever had,” he grunted voraciously. “But nobody roams around down here past nightfall.”

      “Mmmmm,” I cried into his hand.

      Daddy Reid uncovered my gaping mouth with a glint at the corner of his eye. The moon overhead shone down at the perfect angle. Another millimeter to the left and I wouldn’t be able to see the fire in his eyes set my heart ablaze. Public sex is hotter in reality than it looks on television or film.

      “Is my Banana Boy gonna stay silent while I finish?” He asked insistently.

      I nodded in agreement. “Yes, Daddy,” I muttered, yet he probably couldn’t hear over his own violent breathing.

      My excited cock jittered in Reid’s palm, as he squeezed it slightly with each stroke. Meanwhile, every muscle inside my lower body ached with each prod deeper and deeper than the previous. Another few minutes passed us by, when I noticed the earlier spark in his eye. It grew wider, like a star on the precipice of its lifecycle just before exploding into a black abyss. Everything within me knew he was ready to cum. And if he wasn’t, then my name isn’t Kragen fucking Darling.

      Another groan ejected from my mouth through gritted teeth. I couldn’t help but relent my jaws to let the cry flow. Seconds later, ropes of my sweet release dove from the tip of my dick. Each jut of cum felt thicker and longer than the one prior, causing a brief trail of tears to meet the cusps of my eyes. I’ve never before been labeled an emotional bottom, but there’s always a first for everything.

      “That’s my good boy, Kragen,” he praised me, before affording his own grunt to propel from inside him.

      Daddy quickly slid his cock straight from my ass at once, vigorously stroking it as if his life depended on painting my canvas with his skilled brush. He groaned as his head pushed back again.

      “I’m gonna fucking cum, boy,” he huffed. “Unnnghh ahhhhhh⁠—”

      Not a moment later, the liquid magma rushed out of his wide slit. He panted uncontrollably as each thigh appeared to spasm almost painfully. Reid’s cum sprayed all across my torso, mixing with mine. If our nectar were paint, the combination of primary colors would’ve boasted a most intense purple imaginable. Just as I finally caught my breath, he lowered his head above mine. The heat of each puff collided with a wisp of cool wind, dancing across my sweat covered face.

      My Island Daddy dipped his fingers into our sweet cocktail, shooting me a look of zeal. He raised his hand up to my birthmark, smoothing the state of Michigan with cum. As if delivering my definitive anointment, marking his boy an official Fairchild.

      “By the way, Kragen William Darling,” he grunts, painting his fingers down my naked torso with another fervent grin. “I love you, too.”

      I snap back to reality by the sound of our back screen door slamming against its frame. Followed by footsteps approaching from behind. Momma and Mimi knows when my ass is planted in this antiquated, rusted turquoise metal chair—I’m in the zone for ‘silent time.’ So there’s only one other person who could possibly be treading the small patches of desiccated grass to me in the garden.

      His hand falls to my right shoulder, as I raise the mug for another sip of coffee. A split-second later, Daddy’s other delicate grip sinks into my left. No sooner does my mug return to its place on the metal side table, when he dips below my ears with a heavy breath smelling of my fresh spearmint toothpaste.

      “Good morning, my boy,” he mutters low, snaking his head farther around for a kiss. “Did you sleep well?” He asks, his tongue tasting small drips of coffee from my lips.

      “Mmmm,” I moan in reply. “That depends on how you measure quality sleep.”

      Daddy’s lips collide with mine, forming random shapes. Usually I’d be careful about kissing a boyfriend at home. Then again, I’ve never had a real boyfriend until now. There’s no doubt that Candace and Tuti are lurking behind the kitchen curtains. Probably cheering on our passionate exchange. Fuck it. Let’s give them a show, shall we?

      He’s definitely brushed his teeth before coming downstairs. Because I’m sure if given much of a choice, he wouldn’t have purposely used my dollar store toothpaste. But his kiss is more delightful than the black gold in my coffee cup. If the caffeine doesn’t wake me, his magical fucking tongue will. I reach up to grab his left arm, tugging on it to summon him around the chair. Daddy Reid lowers to his haunches, where I reel him in closer to finish this capricious display for my parents.

      He grins modestly when I support his neck with both hands. “Your moms are watching from the window,” he snarls. “You do know that, don’t you?”

      My head tilts to the side. “And?” I retort. “I’m not ashamed of expressing my love,” I add, licking the corners of his mouth. “Are you?”

      “Not a chance, little boy,” he grunts mildly, reaching around my neck to finish the deed.

      Our heated swap of passion lasts a good ten minutes, though actually much shorter. I’ve come to the realization that true love suspends all time. It’s as if a mere second can feel like an hour. And one single day, a fucking eternity. If Reid Fairchild were a boyfriend for hire, I’d be in debt up to my ears by now.

      Daddy finally comes up for air long enough to climb up into the second chair opposing my coffee stand. A long sigh exits his mouth while he scans our surroundings, taking in the sights of Western Colorado. Out yonder ahead of us is a prime view of The Colorado National Monument. Then off to our left, is a viewable portion of The Grand Mesa.

      “You know, we actually have a volcano right here,” I blurt, pointing my thumb in The Mesa’s direction. “Not only is that there the largest flat-topped mountain range in the world,” I add, contending with my scratchy throat. “But it’s a ten-million-year-old volcano, dormant now.”

      His eyes grow wide with surprise. “That’s neat,” he says, shooting me his sly wink. “Will living next to active volcanoes be scary?” He asks, reaching across for my hand.

      My head oscillates from one shoulder to the other. “Not if I have your strong arms to keep me safe, it won’t,” I reply, teeming with enthusiasm.

      Reid jerks his head back for a rapid sneeze, knocking the newspaper out of my lap in the process. When he comes to, he realizes it fluttered to the dirt. Daddy leans forward in his seat to retrieve the paper, shaking it free of loose grime from the bottom. As the debris clears, it seems every ounce of passion went with it. The vacant expression on his face freezes him, now taking the aesthetic of a ghost.

      “What is it, Daddy?” I ask concerningly.

      His head shakes, appearing utterly speechless. He turns the front page around towards me, pointing at an article in the bottom corner. The headline comes into a clear focus when I lean forward to examine closer, immediately robbing me of each personal breath.

      
        
        “MIDNIGHT CRESCENDO” ACTOR, WADE LEARN, DIES FROM SHARK ATTACK OFF COAST OF MAUI, HAWAII—PRODUCTION ASSISTANT IN CRITICAL CONDITION

      

      

      No wonder Daddy can’t muster any words to describe his fret. This headline isn’t even relevant to my personal life, and I seem to be affected by it all the same. A frown forms as I reach for his hand, catching his uneasy stare. The caffeinated seas which once surrounded his pupils, have turned to dismal, dried riverbeds thirsty for a sign of life.

      “Are you okay?” I ask, swallowing a hard gulp. “Is there anything I can do?”

      The awkward silence between us is brief and fleeting. He accepts my hand in his with a simple shrug. Although I can’t see any visible signs of tears, Tuti’s extra sensory powers might be working within me at this precise moment. And it’s apparent he’s deeply affected.

      “No,” he says. “It’s fine—I’m fine,” he stammers with another short groan. “How about the breakfast your Momma is cooking before we get you packed up, little boy?”

      Something says Daddy isn’t fine. I can practically read him like a book. But if he insists on bottling his feelings, then I can’t force him to open up any more. I’d just hoped that if I’m making the conscious decision of moving across the Pacific Ocean, he’d be comfortable confiding in me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The morning passed quickly after finishing breakfast. Now Daddy Reid and I find ourselves rummaging through every corner of my bedroom. So many memories have come flooding back as I decide which things to ship down to Maui, or part with entirely. Since he’s already arranged a shipping company to come out on Monday, whatever I choose to keep will be shipped in an ocean container to my new home.

      I’m not a hoarder, but there’s very little I find myself being capable of neglecting. Almost everything I own comes with some form of sentimental value. And I’m moving three-thousand miles away to paradise. If I didn’t bring each keepsake, I may forget the memory associated with them altogether.

      My phone buzzes in a pocket, likely from the only other person I’d expect to hear from. My best friend, Carrie. Earlier, I messaged her with pictures of our packed boxes and a bittersweet caption. Advising her that this place has offered me many memories and good times, but perhaps it’s truly time I fly the coop. However, she’s still guarded about her feelings.

      
        
          
            
              
        Just please tell me that you won’t get even remotely close to snorting coke or something equally as dangerous. I love and care about you, and of course I want you to be happy. But it’s gotta be done safely and responsibly.

      

      

      

      

      

      Okay, I’m pretty sure this is worthy of a quick FaceTime conversation. We’re much too busy for me to exchange a million texts back and forth, so I saunter into the bathroom. Stepping inside, I scan the area to determine what could possibly obscure the dialogue between us. Naturally, like any other Hollywood film, I switch on the faucet as loud as it’ll go. Followed by popping a squat on the toilet lid, dialing Carrie on FaceTime in the process.

      My best friend answers almost too quickly, hardly even a full ring emanated. “Aren’t you supposed to be packing?” She asks, tilting her head.

      I nod. “Well yeah, but you can’t send me a message like that and expect a simple one sentence reply,” I bite back, shaking my head. “Tell me again, what happened?”

      Carrie looks as confused as I do. “You mean you don’t remember that?”

      My head wavers once more. “Unnn uhhhh,” I reply. “Wait a second—it was—was it on Monday—” I stammer, briefly glancing towards the bathroom door. “I’ve forgotten some things after my fall that night.”

      Her brows furl with a look of concern. “Yeah, you told me that evening that Reid saved you from snorting coke,” she replies. “And you guys had a huge argument about snooping around his office, because he caught you red hande⁠—”

      I interject Carrie. “So I DID go snooping around his office?”

      She nods unequivocally. “Yep,” she confirms. “You sure did.”

      I’m astounded that I can’t remember the most important details from Monday. First of all, I don’t remember almost snorting cocaine. I’ve been clean from pain pills for the last handful of years. Hell would have to freeze over before I try an illegal substance. As for the snooping and fight, her mention is ushering in a brand new wave of memories. Almost as if my brain is piecing together a puzzle, locking one side in place with another.

      No sooner do I hear Daddy Reid let out a sneeze, when I feel a sharp tingle shoot straight through my cock. With it comes a short flashback of being in a padded room as he’s seen standing beside me in a leather harness. However, the memory is brief and fleeting. Did we have some type of make-up play session? Oh my God—ELECTRICITY?

      A cough falls from my windpipes, louder than the bathroom faucet. “So the fight—we—” I stammer, digging a finger into my chin. “Did I mention anything about his playroom?”

      Carrie nods, wincing at the sound of my last word. “You did mention on Monday that he chained you to a bench and poured candlewax all over you, after using a thin switch,” she confirms. “Which by the way, that would be a riding crop, Kragen,” she adds, apparently chuckling at my lack of BDSM toy knowledge.

      “And the cocaine?” I pipe back up, raising my forefinger. “That was where, again?”

      “You said it was at Reid’s cousin’s mansion,” she informs me, rolling her eyes. “Sorry Kragen, this is my wife calling and I have to answer,” she adds. “Call me tomorrow, okay?”

      I can’t get another word out before my FaceTime screen diminishes. No time is wasted hurrying over to shut off the water on full blast, then returning to my bedroom. Daddy’s scampering back and forth from my doorway to the closet.

      “Sorry about that,” I blurt. “Carrie needed to talk to me about something urgent.”

      His head tilts to the side. “Everything okay, my boy?”

      I nod. “Uh huh,” I reply. “Just gay friend shit, you know.”

      Reid lowers another box from the closet shelf, blowing a thin film of dust from its secured corners. “Wonder what’s in here?” He asks, looking curiously over his shoulder.

      The box in question happens to be labeled—Kragen's yearbooks. However, that couldn’t be further from the truth. Daddy knows I’ve never been the popular type. And given the nasty splotch above my brow line, he probably sees right through the deception. I’d sooner have faked the fucking plague than to have attended picture day at school. Unfortunately, the only year with a black box indicating no photograph, is from the same month when I fell down the gymnasium bleachers.

      When he curiously reveals the contents, a loud snicker falls from his lips. Meanwhile, both eyes roll straight back as he turns his head. “I knew you were a naughty little boy,” he affirms. “Rodrigo Mendonça, huh?” He asks, tossing the gay porn magazine straight towards me.

      I barely catch the glossy publication with both open palms, hugging it close to my chest. “Why the fuck not?” I shrug. “He’s my favorite D.I.L.F.,” I clarify, immediately grimacing. “Before you, that is.”

      Daddy Reid raises an eyebrow. “I was gonna say⁠—”

      My reply interrupts his thought, quickly changing the subject to my nearly packed bedroom. “Do you think we’ll need to ship my bed also?” I ask, pointing behind me. “Or will I even have my own room?”

      He nods. “Yes, you’ll have your own bed,” he replies assuredly. “There might be a night here and there when you want your own space,” he adds, dropping the box of porn to my lavender carpet. “As your Island Daddy, I must respect that basic need.”

      I tilt my head, curiously wondering if any of his other boys had their own rooms. “Did Wade have one of⁠—”

      Fuck. Judging by the instant scowl on his face, my impetuous question upset him. I thought he was fine about the news article. It’s not like they had any love lost once the boy corroded his whole world. But it seems I’ll need to help him process the developing turn of events, in order for me to feel secure in moving.

      I clear my throat as Candace is seen passing by in the hallway. “We’re almost done here, what would you say to a couple slices of the best pizza Mesa County has to offer?”

      It takes him a moment to reply, as if changing the subject seemed to be insensitive on my part. I opened the can, but failed to allow the worms to come falling out. Reid shuffles the few paces in my direction, extending an arm around my neck.

      “Your wish is my command,” he mutters softly.

      He takes my hand on our trip downstairs, hurrying into the mudroom so I can retrieve my keys from their hook. “Momma, we’re going out to The Hot Tomato for dinner.”

      She yells something back at us from the den. Though Reid and I are far enough out the door, unable to clearly make out what she said. He follows behind me to the gravel covered driveway, where I unlock the driver’s door of my red Ford Aerostar van. My sight catches the bizarre look on Daddy’s face, as I hop up behind the wheel.

      “Come on, it’s a twenty minute drive to Fruita and they’re gonna have a packed house by five,” I alert, pointing to the time on my Apple Watch.

      He totters around the back to the passenger door, climbing up into a velvety black seat cover with an embroidered penguin. Buckling himself in, he lets out an unctuous whistle.

      “I guess if you like SUV’s,” he says, reaching for my thigh. “Then a Bentley Bentayga will be quite the upgrade.”

      A scoff falls from my lips, switching to reverse so I can turn out onto Hidden Valley Drive. “No no, Mumble comes with me,” I assert bluntly. “If you’re not willing to ship my baby across the blue seas with my belongings, then I guess it was nice knowing you,” I finish, emphatically waving.

      “The fuck is a Mumble, kiddo?” He asks, appearing uncertain if he wants to hear the story of my car.

      I clear my throat on our way out of The Ridges. “You know—Mumble—” I reply curtly. “The movie ‘Happy Feet’ about the penguin who liked to dance?”

      Daddy Reid clicks his tongue. “Guess you’re gonna have to show me that one,” he replies, staring out the windshield to admire more rocky views of The Colorado Monument.

      A few minutes of silence is cut short when I finally bring up the elephant in the room. Or van, I suppose. “This morning’s newspaper affected you far more than you’re leading on, huh?”

      He winces audibly as his hand massages my thigh. The cracks in his reply validate my suspicions. “Not in the way you’re thinking,” he says with a short cough. “I disliked that dipshit very much,” he adds, retrieving his phone from a pocket. “But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel the least bit guilty for what happened.”

      One eye parts from the road ahead of me, as I take a quick gander at the blue text bubble which he apparently last sent to Wade several days ago. But I can’t read such a long message, without crashing Mumble on an incredibly winding road such as the upper heights of Broadway.

      “I can’t read all that—you’ll have to read it aloud,” I affirm.

      Reid inhales a deep breath before proceeding to divulge what he sent Wade. Very quickly do I now realize why he’s really upset over the situation. He’s not so much sad, as he is embarrassed about the last words sent to his ex. Wade died in the exact manner of Daddy’s final words to him. This might just prove that his heart is pure, even though he typed that message from a place of anger.

      After a whole week getting to know the real Reid Fairchild, I can easily write this off as letting out steam in the heat of the moment. I’d rather he display remorse about it, than to disregard the event altogether. That would make him the psychopath Carrie thought he’d turn out to be.

      “Does that make me a terrible person?” He asks, grimacing. “Wishing death on Wade, then it happens to the very letter?”

      Keeping one hand on the steering wheel, I raise his hand to my lips for a gentle kiss. “Daddy,” I reply fervently. “You’re gonna have to do far worse than that, before I slap the label of ‘asshole’ across that glistening forehead of yours.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty Three

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Spending the weekend with my boy’s lesbian moms has been quite the experience. He’s next to me on the couch of my private jet, scrolling through his phone or texting Carrie. One of the two. What I am sure about, his music is loud enough that I can hear it from an arm’s slap away. It’s fine, because many things unfolded this weekend. So much of which I haven’t as of yet been able to fully process.

      Tuti can be on the kooky end from time to time, but it isn’t without a certain endearing charm. She cares for Kragen so much. And Candace has lightened up considerably since we first met at Kaka’ako Terrace, after the scare he brought me fainting in my hotel bathroom. Of course, a person’s prone to open up like a fucking tulip when a benefactor pays off the last half of their mortgage.

      All in all, I’m more than thrilled that my boy had a terrific upbringing. It’s honestly the most a Daddy could hope for. Back home, Dr. Davis found his in dire straits. When we met, Wade was a struggling actor in Los Angeles. But his parents loved and supported him. And that too, made me happy.

      On that note, those poor people are about to bury their child. I can’t imagine what it must feel like. To be fair, I’m not deeply affected by his accident. What has me unnerved are my last words to him came to fruition—as if I’m as psychic as Tuti Darling.

      Perhaps I can offer to pay for his funeral costs. God damn it, Reid. Did you learn nothing from Sunday’s hands-on volunteer experience? Apparently my old habits of simply writing a check will take longer to break than I originally thought.

      Before I dive into the craptastic realm of unanswered text messages and emails, I figure I’ll pour us both a stiff drink. The flight back to Honolulu is bound to take fucking forever. According to the screen on my cabin’s side dash showing our virtual flight path, we’re only halfway over Utah. And with the radar indicating extreme weather from here, extending halfway across the Pacific, six hours will easily turn into ten.

      I wave my open palm in front of Kragen, now looking dazed out the circular window between us. “Ground control to Major Tom,” I chuckle, catching his attention. “Do you want a Hawaiian screwdriver?”

      He removes one of his Air Pods with a contorted mouth. “Huh?”

      The thought occurs to me that perhaps I shouldn’t encourage him to drink so casually as I do. The boy’s an absolute teetotaler, and I’d rather not deal with a tipsy Banana Boy for what I just figured would become a ten plus hour trip back home.

      “Are you thirsty, little boy?” I reiterate. “Coke Zero or something?”

      He nods in agreement. “I’ll take a C.Z.,” he replies, grinning. “Thanks, Daddy.”

      When he expressed his fondness for Coke Zero versus Diet Coke, I immediately restocked my fridges with the fifteen ounce bottles. Apparently it tastes just like the classic, sugary variety. And His Royal Highness gets whatever he damn well pleases. I finish pouring myself a gin with pineapple juice, before retrieving a cold bottle of his soda.

      A wink precedes my gesture, passing the boy his refreshment. “Here you are, my Banana Boy.”

      Once I’ve resettled into a comfortable position, I can now tackle the amassing messages and emails which piled up over the course of forty-fucking-eight hours. Honestly, there are days where I wished father didn’t leave me his seats to the complete empire he and my grandfather built from the ground up. Sometimes I just wanna pull my hair out, even as the most inactive C.E.O. and Chairman in the world.

      
        
          
            
              
        Steve Mount: Well, apparently she’s not gonna go quietly. Have you heard of a tabloid publication called Sploosh? Your P.R. Officer and personal publicist are all over this perpetually unfolding story.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Oh and here’s the link if you have a minute to check out the nasty article.

      

      

      

      

      

      Well fuck me with a splintery wooden spoon. I figured that equine bitch was only playing a poker face. Never did I actually imagine she’d go running straight to the rags about my relationship with Kragen. Now the messages from Veronica I’m about to open will likely cover the same goddamn thing Steve sent.

      
        
          
            
              
        Reid, this is BAD, BAD, BAD. There’s a publication I’ve never heard of ‘The Patriot’s Examiner,’ and they’ve just published an article attacking Kragen, a former employee, about your relationship. And it’s giving Sploosh a run for their money.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I’m reaching out to their Editor in Chief, and trying with all my might to get this retracted. They’re a print publication, however, so this has already reached whoever subscribes to their physical delivery.

      

      

      

      

      

      This isn’t boding well for me. I might as well just pack it in. Is moving my Banana Boy to the middle of some Eastern European mountainside an option? The thought of running away from these press issues to become a shut-in as I thought last week, is more appealing than ever. All I want to do is make sure Kragen’s privacy is valued. I’m cognizant of the fact that when we officially go public, the paparazzi will be all over him as ‘Hawaii Pretty Boy’s new toy.’ But it’s a plan which must unfold with precision.

      As I thumb back over to my messages, there’s one last conversation in bold straight from the horse’s mouth. Literally.

      
        
          
            
              
        Francine Showalter: Just thought you should know how much pleasure I took in contacting your favorite publication.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Oh and by the way… Chelsea, the writer, couldn’t have been any more enthusiastic about dragging the Fairchild name through the mud.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I’ll leave my seat with grace as a true lady would. But I’m glad Bozeman Oil Co. will soon have zero association with Fairchild Resorts Group. You suck worse than your father. Or perhaps, I’ll never know because you’ve never been with a woman.

      

      

      

      

      

      Much to her chagrin, I won’t let Francine think for one minute that she has the last word. After all, a Fairchild never settles. My fingers are quick to shoot an incredibly snide reply. This time, the GIF of Honey Boo Boo waving with a sarcastic—‘Bye.’

      I offer a quick glance over towards my boy, leaned back into the arm on his side of the sofa. He bops to the cadence of his music with closed eyes. Showing him these articles could do way more harm than good. However, I’m not keen on keeping any more secrets from Kragen. No time is wasted retrieving the first link from Sploosh, which Steve Mount first sent my way.

      
        
        REID FAIRCHILD EDGES BOARDMEMBER FROM THEIR SEAT, BUT ISN’T THE ONLY PERSON HE’S BEEN EDGING

      

      

      Apparently, that four hoofed twat ran to Sploosh, exposing my relationship with Kragen. Not only about our dynamic itself. But specifically mentions his brief encounter with Treat Cole, and the cocaine I prevented him from snorting in the nick of time. How in the haole hell did she know about that?

      There’s no way I’ll share this with Kragen. His mothers will come unglued when they see this. Come to think of it, the article’s timestamp is still fresh from four hours ago. So if Tuti or Candace have logged into social media since then, they’ve already shat their pants by now. One more link to visit remains, the article which triggered Veronica’s radar from Kragen’s former employer.

      
        
        REID FAIRCHILD BRINGS A BRAND NEW MEANING TO THE TERM ‘HOSPITALITY’

      

      

      This article is a colossal pile of horseshit as well. I can’t believe his boss would stoop so low as to publish an exposé about him. Has he no dignity as a member of the free press? Their blanket of lies doesn’t match up to the tune of their usual content.

      By their standards, this is incredibly seedy. For Christ’s sake, they may as well get in bed with each tabloid from here to Haiti. Step aside Sploosh and Spill the Rosé, The Patriot’s Examiner is coming for your sanctified places in journalism. If I have to read one more sentence degrading the age gap between my Banana Boy and I, it’ll be way too soon.

      My very next reply is with zero hesitation, to Veronica.

      
        
          
            
              
        Shut all this shit down, V. I’ve had it up to here with these so called “news outlets” reducing my boy to size. Yes, it’s true. I fucking love Kragen William Darling. But we can’t ruin his reputation before it even has a chance to get started. Fuck a duck, man. He doesn’t deserve that.

      

      

      

      

      

      Screw my own public image. Honestly at this point, I’m so accustomed to the whole charade. And after giving it some thought, fucking him raw on my yacht didn’t pose as much of a threat to either of our privacy. The docks are secured by a locked gate, in addition to the fact that hardly nobody ever goes down there after dark.

      These recent commentaries, however, implicate our relationship significantly. I’m not embarrassed of outing the dynamic. Caveat, I am one-hundred percent firm on its grand reveal being done with much consideration.

      I gesture my fingers in Kragen’s direction, garnering his attention. “Come here, little boy,” I grunt mildly.

      My boy obliges, sliding his slender yet toned physique this direction. He removes an Air Pod while planting his head in my lap, similar to how he first did last Saturday when we left The Palace. A deep sigh leaves both nostrils, as I brush the kid’s hair ever so softly. That fucking birthmark makes my cock jitter with excitement. I’ve spent far less time in Michigan than I have in a place such as Indiana. Though his brown gift entices me to plan a trip there just for shits and giggles.

      Kragen’s deep, hazel-azure oceans swallow every morsel of doubt I have about showing him those webpages. A twinkle on the cusp of his left pupil feels like a message from the Tiki Gods that I must be completely transparent. No more secrets for either of us. EVER!

      The crackle in my throat requires another sip from my gin and juice. “Kragen, my boy,” I begin, sliding a palm down his abdomen. “I don’t want any secrets between us,” I add. “So I’m gonna show you two new articles which basically reveal more of our relationship to the entire goddamn world.”

      “Daddy,” he says. “Carrie already reminded me that I was close to trying cocaine, and you stopped me,” he replies, appearing embarrassed for having spaced that part of Sunday night after his fall. “And she brought up our argument—and—” he stammers, catching his breath. “And that I snooped around your computer files, even though I forgot about that part entirely.”

      I grimace underneath the contorted stress lines on my forehead. “It’s absolutely okay,” I reply. “But your boss published an article about me, rather than the company itself.”

      Kragen’s eyes instantly widen. “Oh fuck,” he replies. “What did it say?” He asks, moaning slightly at the sensation of my palm squeezing his throbbing dick.

      “Well—” my words are cut short by his interruption.

      “Wait a second,” he blurts. “I remember a brief flashback of feeling intense pain in my cock,” he adds, wincing audibly. “Did we have another play session and it’s included in the series of events I’ve forgotten about?”

      I shake my head, insistent on delivering him another promise. “We did—right before you fainted in the bathroom,” I affirm. “But you’re not in the best physical condition to be jerking your body around,” I add, lowering my head to his for a kiss. “Even though you gave me permission, I won’t ever hurt you like that again—promise.”

      My Banana Boy writhes under the motion of my fingers shimmying between his shirt and bare flesh. “I have to confess something then,” he replies. “I think the article you’re about to show me is all my fault—for quitting and telling off Allen,” he adds, closing his eyes with another delightful moan. “I told him that you’d sick all of your lawyers on the paper if he pursued an exposé about Fairchild Resorts Group.”

      “Fuck him, Kragen,” I reply with another hasty grunt. “None of this is your fault, you hear me?”

      Kragen reaches up to my chin with another sullied look. “So if you know about my snooping, then I probably told you about the Ponzi scheme,” he says. “How the hell are you gonna stop the vote from happening?” He asks, moaning with pure delight.

      My head wavers again. “It’s taken care of, little boy,” I affirm with certitude. “You don’t have to worry about my company—Daddy has everything under control.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      This afternoon hasn’t gone entirely according to plan. After a little over an hour up in the air, some kind of alarm buzzed in the cockpit. According to Konnor, after an unplanned stop at LAX, the plane isn’t safe to fly across the Pacific. And cannot be fixed in a matter of a few hours. Now Kragen and myself are sitting in The Private Suite of Lynx Airlines, awaiting to board our first class commercial flight back to Honolulu.

      Our stressful afternoon has caused a bit of tension between us, as I hate to be inconvenienced like this. But the Daddy instincts within me are happy that nothing happened to my boy at forty-thousand feet. I’d sooner fly coach, clear back by the fucking lavatories, than to have Kragen experience even a scratch on his precious flesh.

      A smiling flight attendant emerges from around the corner of our lounge, waving amiably in my direction. “We’re ready for you gentlemen to board, Mr. Fairchild,” she says, extending an arm to wheel Kragen’s suitcase for him.

      He shoots me an uneasy look, as if this sort of royal treatment is completely foreign. “I can handle my own luggage,” he asserts. “I’m not cut off at the wrists.”

      I lower his arm before fishing it through mine. “Welcome to your new life, kiddo,” I click my tongue, leaning close to the boy’s ear. “This is only a fraction of what fame and fortune brings my way,” I gently whisper, cupping an ass cheek with my palm.

      The attendant escorts us through our gate, down the lengthy jetway. “Have a pleasant flight,” she says with a wave, passing us over to our first class stewardess.

      “Good evening, gentlem—” her words stop short when she takes a second glance at Kragen.

      “Oh my God,” Josie gasps. “Is that you, Kragen?” She asks, tilting her head with a shocked smile.

      My boy nods. “Yeah, you’re Tessa’s best friend from Junior year—right?” He asks, relenting from my clutched hand to offer the girl a hug.

      Her eyes liven much like an owl on alert, poking its head out of a tree hole. “I haven’t seen you in almost five years,” she replies, pointing us through the short divide which separates first class from business and coach.

      Josie hoists the boy’s luggage up into an overhead bin with a brief sigh. “Well I’m gonna be serving both of your needs on this flight,” she declares. “And aren’t you quite the lucky little rascal—pampered by America’s Gay Sweetheart,” she adds, emphatically curling her eyebrows.

      She’s probably seen every goddamn thing published about him these past nine days. At least the fabricated bullshit from Sploosh. Kragen joins me as I find our prime seats at the very front of the cabin. Meanwhile, every nerve begins escalating once our fellow first class passengers start boarding. Being seen together in a swish restaurant such as The Palace is hardly a worry. Until we can go public, however, traveling closely with a dozen other people, will up the ante considerably.

      Kragen immerses his Air Pods until we’re advised to turn off all electronic devices. When he presses his back into the plush seat, I turn my head around to study a slender body taking a seat across the aisle. The figure looks up from his device, revealing a full view of his face. It’s none other than Shane Hansen, my mutual friend via Wade Learn. Oh shit. I totally spaced texting him back last Monday.

      Shane gasps keenly. “Dude, you’re flying commercial?” He asks, appearing quite shocked.

      I nod with gritted teeth. “My jet is out of commission for at least a few days,” I advise him, reaching out to shake his hand. “I’m sorry for not replying to your text,” I genuinely confess. “I’ve been preoccupied with other things this week,” I add, coughing on the dry air.

      He bats his eyelashes. “You mean you’ve been busy following your pecker,” he chuckles, waving his palm in my direction. “Save me the excuses, I’ve already seen those Sploosh articles.”

      A grumble rustles at the back of my throat. “Those dipsticks really know how to stretch the truth, don’t they?”

      Shane staunchly agrees. “They’re still haranguing me as if my mother died only last week.”

      Several minutes pass us by, as the ascending vessel reaches its cruising altitude. My conversation with Shane evolved beyond small talk, onto solidifying plans to enjoy a few dinners and some clubbing. Mine and Kragen’s hands have parted many times, traveling to areas entirely inappropriate for such a public scene. Then as soon as Josie strolls up the aisle, they envelope the other in enough time so we aren’t caught. If not her prying eyes, it’d be somebody else’s.

      Despite the indirect sexual tension, I can’t help but feel the awkward hesitation between him and I. He’s still upset about the articles. And he thinks this is all his fault? Poor little guy. If he only knew this is one of the hard parts of being rich and famous. Fuck. Shane Hansen would likely be the first to agree with me. My thoughts finish ruminating for the umpteenth time this weekend, when the pilot turns off the ‘fasten seatbelt’ sign.

      No sooner does his sister’s old friend make her way back to the attendant’s quarters, when my urges kick into high gear. If we were on my own plane right now, I’d have undressed him with more than my eyes. The boy would already be panting breathlessly, all the while sprawled across the sofa like fucking Marcus Rivers. If there is any hope of recovering from a shitty turn of events, the very least I could have is my eager cock in Kragen’s mouth.

      Without skipping a beat, I turn around as I leap from the oversized first class seat. And in one fell swoop, the boy’s shirt collar bunches in my fist. He springs from his seat by every ounce of the force. Kragen’s Air Pods tumble down to the cushions, while his fleshy aspect evolves from a light peach hue to that of a ripened plum.

      Short, shallow grunts accompany us as I yank on his arm, making a beeline straight for a vacant lavatory by the cockpit. You’re about to join the Mile High Club, kid. Get ready for Daddy’s girthy nine inches. My boy seems to have caught wind of my ulterior motives, quickly stepping inside before I join him. Exactly one moment and a lock clicking later, and these shorts are already down around my ankles.

      I snap my fingers, huffing rapaciously in the process. “Get on your knees, little boy,” I grunt.

      He grimaces, as if nervous. “Here?” He asks, tilting his head to a shoulder.

      “God damn it, Kragen,” I huff, narrowing both eyes in a lustful display. “When I tell you to jump, you ask ‘how fucking high, Daddy?’… do you hear me?”

      The quick learner that he is, my boy obeys the command by lowering to his haunches. Followed by grabbing the toilet beside us, to keep steady while he rests on his knees. Though a tinge nervous, I can identify that sweet craving for my dick light up in his sincere gaze.

      “I wanna feel your tight throat swallow my cock so hard—” I moan, lowering my boxers to the floor. “That I’m wet enough to fuck your every nook and cranny into next Friday,” I add, supporting the back of his head with my hands. “Open wide and say ‘ahhh,’ little boy.”

      He might be a tad parched from little to drink this afternoon. But oh my fucking God, his mouth around my throbbing dick still feels like the juiciest, tender watermelon plucked fresh from Kauai. I nuzzle the boy’s face straight into my groin.

      “Oh fuck, that’s a good boy,” I praise him, hungrily groaning for more. “Deeper, come on Kragen, deeper.”

      Slurping sounds reverberate around this tiny, four-by-four crap closet. The centrifugal force of my Banana Boy’s award winning tongue is well worth the slight shout I’m about to make. Shit almighty. I never feel like cumming this fast. An instant later, my dick plunges so far back that Kragen chokes. Despite his need for some air, Daddy loves the sensation his throat makes as it squeezes tighter than a boa constrictor.

      My head jerks back with furor. “Fuuuckk—nnnghh—uhhhh,” I wail, biting my bottom lip.

      Perhaps it’s only a short burst of precum, but I can feel a tingling euphoria scatter down my spine at the speed of lightning.

      “Shit,” I groan. “Oh you’re such a fucking good little boy,” I drone. “You’re making Daddy very happy.”

      The tacit agreement in Kragen’s eyes screams of a resounding delight. He quite enjoys being praised. In fact, it only encourages him to do an even better job at pleasing me. His irises grow to a deep, translucent hue of blue curaçao liquor, as he pulls back to garner some wind. All the while, my cock pulses with a rapid thud in my chest.

      His eyes narrow with the same fiery lust as mine did moments ago. “Is Daddy getting close to cumming yet?” He mutters low, pumping my dick with a tight grip.

      All I can do is nod. Holy shit, he’s a professional. There’s no doubt that if there were a panel of judges sitting nearby, they’d each be flashing a bold 10 above their heads. Perhaps we’ve been so loud, the first class passengers are cheering us on from their seats? Goddamn Shane must be rooting for me, if he can hear over the sound of his music.

      “You’re fucking incredibly, Kragen Darling,” I moan, raising his chin with the curl of my finger. “Get up and face the sink, little boy.”

      Kragen finishes drawing another deep breath, rising to his feet in the process. Instead of setting the stage to accept my volcanic erection, he leans forward with closed eyes. All the while preparing his tongue for a short journey between my jaws. This mouth tastes of a sweetened sweat combined with a hint of caramel flavoring from his soda. How could I possibly punish him for disobeying my command, when I’m getting a secondhand caffeine high from his delightful zest?

      I support his neck on both sides, staring intently into the furrows of his soul. Not a single twitching eyelid, nor a blink at all. The echoing gravity in my boy’s stare emblazons the urge to fuck him raw. Right here. Right now. Don’t even pass ‘Go’ at this point. Just do it.

      “Please fuck me,” he whimpers, immediately removing his shorts.

      Not a second later passes, when I grab him at the back of both plump ass cheeks. He moans fervently, ready to let me unearth one more precious diamond from his cavern. His arms wrap tightly around my shoulders, while I lift his slender frame up against the lavatory door.

      “Mmmmm,” I moan, feeling my cock slide up the smooth terrain. “Uhhhhh, that’s a good boy,” I grumble. “Keep holding onto Daddy’s shoulders like a champ.”

      He nods quickly, teeming with obedience. “Yes, Sir,” he chirps, biting his lip as my throbbing dick pounds him deeper.

      Grunts and groans bounce from one wall to the other, as Kragen’s face contorts to random shapes and expressions. If I didn’t know any better, I’d almost feel as if this is the least bit rough on him. But the boy’s such a victor, he can take a small amount of pain on the chin.

      “Oohhhhhh Daddy,” he whimpers, diving forward to my lips. “You can go fucking deeper than that, God damn it,” he drones.

      Our lips colliding with one another causes wet squalls to accompany my momentary grumbles. Try as I might, my hips can’t cease bucking fiercely up against his body weight at this point.

      Another groan flounders from both of my lungs. “Uhhhhh, you’re so tight, my boy,” I whine, feeling the violent thud of my dick straight against the boy’s little peach pit. “Fuck oh fuck, fuck, fuccck,” I continue huffing.

      I pull back my head briefly to invite another orgasmic tremor down into my balls. I can feel they’re swollen at least to the size of kiwis. Much more than this, and I’m gonna spray cum like a yard sprinkler all over the place. Forget Kragen’s precious cavity. I’ll be in here wiping down the walls until the very moment we begin our descent into Oahu.

      Not but a moment passes, when my Banana Boy tries pulling my head back to continue our sloppy kissing. As cunning as he may think it was, he’s lost total grip of my shoulders. In turn, his lean physique pushes away from me, causing each loosened hinge on the lavatory door to blow from their socket. Fuck. Oh God, no. PLEASE NO! The walloping, flimsy door crashes against the plane’s floor.

      “FUCKING HELL!” Kragen yowls.

      Every first class passenger gasps with surprise, as his face instantly washes over with dread. His completely naked ass falls backwards. Meanwhile, my just as exposed flesh topples over him. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. This isn’t happening. The euphoric sensations invigorate my spirit on the tumble down, inviting nothing but humiliation to wash every facet of my conscience.

      All I can do in this moment is hope I’m in the middle of some embarrassing dream. If only somebody would throw a bucket of water over me, I’d wake from what I consider to be the nightmare of all nightmares. However, this is no fantasy. I catch the dismayed expression on Shane’s face, as he wipes a hand across his forehead. Is that my cum? Oh fuuucckkkk me, this is bad!

      “Oh my fucking God,” I drone, equally dripping with the same degree of shame as my boy. “I’m so sorry, Kragen.”

      Everyone else seated in the cabin is aghast like nosey nellies, hastily pulling out their phones. As if they’re about to record this majorly debauched spectacle, hoping to make some fast cash from Sploosh and all the rest of those rags. Go ahead, motherfuckers. You may wanna send this to The Patriot’s Examiner too, for Christ’s sake.

      This isn’t at all how I intended to go public with the pineapple of my eye. And Veronica is liable to shit a brick the moment she sees evidence of my dissonance. Honestly, I wouldn’t blame her if she decided to up and quit. Leave me high and dry, only to fill yet another position in my professional and personal realms alike.

      Kragen’s poor face is redder than a Coke can, every bit as humiliated as I am. He wriggles uncomfortably under each ounce of my body weight. My head wavers, while I coddle his rattling jaws from the horror of my own selfish desire.

      This was my fucking idea in the first place. I’m such a terrible Daddy. I wasn’t considering this even a remote possibility when I shoved him in the lavatory. Not to mention the disgrace I’ve brought on the Fairchild name. Fuck the brand. Our stocks are surely gonna plummet towards the fifth circle of Hell after this. And if they don’t, father’s ghost can slap my ass and call me a biscuit for dodging a bullet. No matter what, his fucking legacy will suffer the most.

      My boy remains firmly underneath, unable to engineer even a one syllable word. I raise my head, scanning around the cabin to study everyone’s gaping jaws directly lying in their lap. Every single person’s phone except Josie’s or Shane’s is pointed down in our direction. Their video footage has surely collected a decent two minutes. Long enough to warrant the shitstorm of media outlets to swarm the front gates of my Maui residence. Correction, our Maui residence.

      Fuck ‘em. Might as well give everyone a show if this has already made front page news. My signature ‘pretty boy’ expression flashes each camera lens, screaming on the inside—“I’m Reid fucking Fairchild, who are you?”

      Not another moment passes, before I turn my attention back to the precious Banana Boy. Judging by the apparent one-eighty which has warmed over his face, he’s just as eager as I am to make this moment count. I paint two fingertips across that charming birthmark, narrowing both of my eyes. Meanwhile, my tongue slithers around the crests of his quivering lips. They form a tight seal with mine, holding in a deep, fiery breath for what feels like minutes. Our mouths part a split-second later, affording me a premier opportunity to express myself.

      A crack in my roar elevates the usual baritone husk to a higher octave. “I fucking love you, Kragen William Darling,” I proclaim, shouting loud enough so everyone back in coach can hear.

      Everyone surrounding us in the first class cabin sighs, combined with a few cheers and whistles. Without further hesitation, I raise my head back up towards the throng of smartphones. Shane and Josie are clapping in our direction, even if he’s a tad disgusted to have been assaulted by a burst of cum. My hoarse throat softens with a modicum of saliva, when I continue my public declaration.

      “I’m Reid fucking Fairchild and I love this boy more than life itself.”
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